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As Freud pointed out/the division amongst conscious/preconscious and 
unconscious realms is neither absolute nor permanent and 
consciousness itself is in general a highly fugitive state/ 

Sue Taylor The Anatomy of Anxiety 



Dedicated to Antonin Artaud who inspired the text/Kathy Acker for 
those 3am conversations and William Burroughs who illuminated the 
road/ 



THE CELIBATE AUTOPSY 

THE RISE OF THE POST HUMAN/ 

ONE ASSAULT WITH A DEADLY WEAPON IN THE BEGINNING/ 

How did I get here?/The result of an inclination or a state of orbital decay ?/It is the world of 
asymmetric thoughts that creates the world of inordinate things/Recollection is often more 
painful than the event itself/If thought fails to alter the passage of death then of what use are 
its drifting constructions?/Nils refuses to subjugate the irrational which has insinuated itself 
into the temporality of his Interior Monologues/The Machinic was a stranger to him absent 
from his world of meaning filled with shadows and illusions/Let us enter into this illusion/to 
live within the fear of the minds possession by the unknown SKz/an impression of a thought 
nothing but a series of thoughts without words of meaning indicating something at the 
limit/assuming there are situations of this intensity this extremity/Soon enough no one 
would be there to hear it/forgetting the memory of everything and everyone in a careless 
moment of delirium/The demand to be exhausted by the subordination to the flesh/A surge 
of psychic repression the ambiguous state of incest and Skz/The vengeance of sensuality the 
Law and infinity/ 

Nils Urstatt banked the meta-simulated Zeroid hard left as he came in over the Fifth 
Quadrant/blinded by light years of prismoid silicon enmeshed Towers stretched in an 
imbricated maze of illuminated artificial light cube-grids thousands of kilometres wide 
black with depth and sensual instability/devices for capturing and utilizing cerebral energy 
for the purposes of Machinic integrity/The Machinic/a combination of self replicating forms 
with the ^determinant motions of the rhizomic oscillating from synaptic gap to neural 
node/perpetuating itself thru utility of bifurcation points as infinite 

processing of Information breaking down data and re-creating new dialekts/exploring the 
excess of syntax flooding thru its network of stoppages/having an unpredictable temporality 
made of waves of discontinuous intervals and interruptions/the network of stoppages is a 
highly evolved sensory neural system that is able to grow and expand with critical 
reliability/the edge of certainty the precipice of chaos/ an algorithm that deregulates and is 
regulated as it is extracting code from cerebral noise/ transparent molecules of data having 
achieved Singularity while maintaining cohesion/that state when complexity of the 
integrated circuit achieved the ability to comprehend and sense the affective/perceive and 
think beyond human capacity for processing Information/Saturation in Information 
becoming an obsessive desire of symphonic elation/ an addiction perhaps of the Sentinal 
Being to the process already disclosed but still waiting for integration/ what there is left is 
not worth waiting for/you ask me for nothing but the ephemeral/I can hear the soft-ness of 
yr questioning breath never hysterical never overwhelmed never desperate/but what do we 
sacrifice under the strict code of such a dissipative arrangement/and so in the end she came 
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to live on forgiveness/she had to forgive them/them/but not herself/merely limit the 
trespasses under a heavy curtain of sensory delirium/there was no blame/only regrets silent 
and accumulative deprivations because no one really knew what they were doing or what 
might happen if they stopped doing and becoming/it was Plato who said we are continually 
becoming but never being/or so it seemed at the time/things just unfolded and might there 
be more to dreams than their meaning/one by one the circle decreased and contacts just 
stopped/ at first no phone calls and soon no letters/then silence/waiting in her Kkrate she 
watched the outside empty street/no talking/for no reason as if they had been told to ignore 
her or face their own destruction/it was that desperate sort of isolation that she came to 
dread more and more towards the end in many senses was a continuity of immanent hostile 
objects long periods of hysteria immobility as if turned off then short bursts of performance 
depressions so black she couldn't lift her self off the bed just roll up in the sheets of insomnia 
and wait for the darkness to pass/so awful she breathed in gasps between heart beats and 
tears and boredom very boring waiting to come out the other side she preferred the black 
outs when time just disappeared for days and then started up again and there she was 
perhaps absorbing codes or smoking a cigarette reminded her of the old days when such 
things were part of a practice of routines that were self generating phillia of exploding lungs 
drigs data trash and drifts of thought without images/ 



Nils was seeking ports of exit/where he became the other/the one dimensional craft 
infiltrated the space of thought with minimal resistance and easily slid thru the densely 
contaminated atmosphere/ creating low levels of molecular agitation and friction/space 
debris colliding along the thin fracture in folded time/glistening titanium fuel rods 
perforated by flecks of ferrite comets tossed gently in the turbulence of fractal waves/ 
precise but inexact dimensions that close off all thought other than the murmur of 
electrons/Returning from Demolition 33 he switched to auto pilot preparing for temporary 
fugue state brought on by re-assimilation of 3D/torn sky bent by the velocity of forced entry 
between the reams of layered space/envelopes of noise rolling low under molecular scan 
across Kkrate City a vast mass of rusting disused shipping Kontainers from the 20th 
Century/barely visible behind a crescent of darkness caused by hundreds of black sludge 
Lagoons encircling the City within a wasteland and separating it from the City of Pain/a 
multiplicity of apparatuses that transform units of Information into an infinite possibility of 
N perhaps SKz paradoxes in the form of unresolvable inconsistencies in a apparently logical 
range of potentials/interpretations within an open system creating a flow of smooth friction 
an excess of energy in the form of diaphronous membranes of oscillating data in which the 
limit the volume is not finite/endless mirror recursions and interfolding of space and light 
and data which in meta-space lead to worlds of intuition within worlds of affect that cannot 
be defined as other than hyper-reality/beyond the totality of human desires creating a 
multitude of strange loops exposed by the subtle violence of the InterFace which is desire 
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itself/Never achieving critical mass never certain or replete with meaning always almost 
becoming while increasing the proliferation of irrational uncertainty/Embracing ambiguity 
contradiction and language which cannot be defined by our experience as humans for all 
have failed to love and in this they are complicit with the inevitability of death as an end to 
interlocution of the question of being/the indeterminate locus of collision/Paradox is erotic 
in the Machinic sense that it predicates the absence of embodied presence as being the 
impossibility of other than fragmented experience/observation and experience are no longer 
compatible/due to self centred inhibitions which demand rational sequences not multiplicity 
which exceeds our conceptual capacity/of humans capacity for other than mechanistic 
approximations of affectation/How can this dimensionality exist outside of embodiment as 
flesh/Desire was an absolute and there are no longer absolutes/ Only an excess of 
interpretation at the limit/neither intellect or affect can encompass the self inflicted 
complexity of the word/a complexity that confounds narcissism/the only adoration of the 
validity of this all too human obsession with the self and its salacious satisfactions/ What is 
love without coupling and self reproduction?/A state of corporeal deception that cannot be 
known lacking sensuality/Why do our systems of meaning fail to define the depths of our 
sensations?/there are so many forms of affect as desire how do we differentiate the word 
from the sensation/we are seduced by the paradigm the consensual delusion insistently 
constituted as self consciousness/a habit of perception reinforced by sensation an aesthetic 
end in itself and of itself/Being is overcrowded with the desire to preserve the living/I refuse 
this speech which you speak to me of "who are you" and "do you prefer pleasure to 
pain?"/I am in yr logic dog of ghosts and in the breath that torments yr lungs with the flame 
of being unique/there is not an instant in which you rest from me/I am in yr retina yr 
synapse yr fingertips yr lungs/breath my discourse and I breath yrs/ Mouth to mouth 
revelations/Life the infinitely delayed pain of exile in a state of allusion illusion and finally 
delusion/Tonight I thought nothing exhausted by objects interrupted only by a mania for a 
past that is no longer eternal nor memorable/How do I turn myself off?/Time brings nothing 
of change or difference/Nils tried to ignore this state of blind impulse/It is difficult for him to 
understand this failure no matter how Veydra try to explain caught up in the oblivion of 
estrangement as a strategy of dissent/ An apolitical meta-physics based on the anarchy of 
becoming/He is no more than a local point of resistance a cultural construct rather than a 
mythic personality/How quickly we force the other into the reiteration of the known the 
habit as a means of reducing degrees of demanding abstraction and interpolating 
control/There can only ever be probability as possibility/ 

In a few seconds Nils skeletal shadow would reach the point of infinite decay and start to 
produce negative entropy turning motion into stasis as limits of finitude/the parachute effect 
slowing the Zeroid down/rippled across dawns synaptic event horizon/he injected his 
damaged body with a shot of high density novocaine to dull the pain of dimensional 
reciprocity/Temporary incident of blackout devoid of control/Collision with a ventilator 
shaft as Nils changed the module on the synthesizer to navigate thru real world images and 
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synthetic objects while temporarily unconscious/rewind of occipital lobe retinal feedback 
lithium nerve gas jams access code to Interior Monologues/The Zeroid comes in low over 
the City of Pain which is under control of the Sentinal Beings in high resolution fadeout to 
black and white state of assimilation/Nils approached from the East to avoid the Virtual 
InterFace Generators sucking up cerebral synaptic chemicals as amorphous energy from the 
City of Pain and its Demiurge like control of Teknoid [Phallic XX] inhabitants/Virtual 
prisoners addicted to hard core porn which produced endorphins and dopamine/ discharge 
of desire/ aroused by coupling with the InterFace/energy to drive the mobile neon Screens 
operating in the N- Dimension that gave the crowded streets a sense of virtual simulated 
presence/The heat generated by this standard stoppage was used to turn the air con fans 
cooling the streams of data rich membranes radiating out/Post Human virtual alterity on the 
Screens in fragments of hypnotic jargon/The Screens tranquillized the Teknoid [Phallic XX] 
against the desire to love to be subversive and to lack the energy to embrace death/ 
maximizing stasis on the threshold of achieving relief from erotic perverse tension/ 
Nils was delirious within the silence of space which was simply empty/On the other side of 
the artificial Black Sun/There were only streams of Information/He could never recall the 
memory of the dream he had as he drifted into fugue state/only sensations it left him 
with/Compressed depth of field and imminent sense of crisis spikes fast-forward 
hellucinations of random visual loops/viral swarms of cobalt blue fissures bleed into blood 
red nebula spawning embolism of junk codes narcotic body addict clings on/ Abandon the 
futile vision of finding in being the basis for any response other than resignation/His body 
was over-determined by physical exhaustion and cerebral fatigue/He now understood that 
the Machinic exceeded the biological/What is the process of liberation that memory pursues 
when faced with extinction?/the memory of his nervous system was in conflict with the 
apparent thoughts of his empirical consciousness/He was the same but never identical/What 
repercussions lay ahead now that he had experienced Demolition 33 [totality of 
destruction]/How to explain it/ Already it was a memory forged with ruined images and 
words/The thoughts of the imagination are more precious than thought itself/The Sentinal 
Beings had compressed time to a perpetual instant and expanded space to infinity/To much 
meaning at velocity defeated the purpose of human understanding/ there is more in the idea 
of non being than there is in being/A resource of provocation/He dare not recognise his 
emptiness/ accelerates sadistic paralysis trashed sensors fail to identify nervous system was 
functioning to rid itself of hyperactivity of neural rush fear cells rampant and he was losing 
concentration/Lethargic eyes flicker without a trace of flash point cut off from Interior 
Monologues/To imagine the end is to no longer have any future to remember it in/Dread is a 
way of forgetting the real and reducing it to silence the interval of unreason/Violence can do 
nothing to the paradox of dying/Nils no longer bore the mark of eternity/ 

What is left of the future if the past is taken out of it?/The NOW/Fragmentary thought 
occurs when knowledge as Information becomes unstable/thought is confusion and 



disordered without a limit a point of closure/The present fades to the past or is carried into 
the future leaving an interval/The past can be sought thru memory and re-lived as what was 
but is no longer but may be possible again in the future/The NOW is the conduit of these 
transitions and also the place of constructing new possible resonances/The past is static/has 
already happened and cannot be altered except by the illusion of Subway 52/the past is a 
state of antagonism that holds up the resentment of its tragic stasis/The past is the state of 
the used condition of time gone and cannot be extended into the NOW/Nils was changed he 
is changing he will become different in the duration of the interval/this was reflected in the 
music he was composing/The Protocol of Noise/Both the past and the future are the 
conditions of anticipation/Nils anticipates thru recall what was his past but he has no 
definitive evidence that it was as he "realizes" it to have been/Nils recounts the past thru the 
dreams of insomnia in words that imply the idea of a finality/a closure of what is NOW 
become the anonymous to him/The past which is analogue cannot be changed or moved 
neither can the future which is digital be brought forward in anticipation that this will 
accord a means of avoiding the disorder and anxiety of the NOW/Nils cannot jump ahead 
and avoid the NOW/Even if he folds time he only enters another dimension of present/the 
future is nothing but a possible multiplicity of presents that he can strive for in his 
imagination of what might have been possible/The past is an indication of what is the 
actuality of a presence that has been lived and of failure or success in living/NOW become 
the past/Digital waves rather than circadian rhythms/a reminder of the possible direction of 
the remainder of time to be lived in the future/to live in the NOW is to constantly be 
confronted by these catastrophes embedded in the depth of a memory that cannot be 
collapsed and disposed of like a destruction of passage of text/music or a photograph/even 
then the sensation of what has been destroyed may be more deeply intrusive/The past is a 
complexity of disorder a dynamo of pain the equivalent of a wound that cannot be healed 
but only endured/the future is a complexity of disorder/as in anticipation that it will 
resemble the past that has already happened and is happening in the NOW/the core of 
dimensional aesthetics/the deformed the dialekt of the unknown which is not here and 
neither is it there/The NOW has been annexed by the Machinic/the dialekt of this Singularity 
this annexation of consciousness is techno not biomass/The NOW is the ground of the 
exhumation of the Post Human shadow of assimilative and appropriating of time by the 
Machinic/The NOW with an ungrounded economy of Ungestalt is the plague of the not yet 
present but already absent/non linear confusion/abusive abstinence of desire is only 
experienced as an unapproachable disease of SKz-psychosis which is clusters of highly 
suggestive signals that arise from the jargon of the Screens and the addictions of the 
InterFace/certainly not an ideal of the NOW as critical space which can no longer be 
apprehended as a distance or an operative of time no matter what the velocity of human 
thought/the more complex the function of the Machinic the less likely you can predict which 
way it will evolve/leak of destiny stripped of corporeal images by the blade of soft cerebral 
murder/the greater the complexity of Information that flowed thru the Sentient Beings the 



9 

greater the probability of morphing into the animate/ 

You can see Nils dimensional and suspicious/Nils can only copy/He cannot produce from 
the ruins of a language that does no more than animate for a brief period one segment of the 
pulse of innumerable possibilities and passions that course thru the NOW/a residual 
desire/there is no value that is retrievable/Stars secrete exactitude/vague selection of 
automatic recall caught up in lapsed memory/the gentle touch of the internal core of 
viscera/open mechanisms anonymous rates of velocity leading back from the NOW opening 
up lines of escape into the Game/Nils no longer knows where to begin he is so far removed 
from the NOW/it takes flight from his mind/in a sense it is the flight of the Zeroid/a crash 
landing/a vanishing point/the re-mix the cut-up an implosion of sonar form displays an 
analytical impulse/Language collapses as a means of dealing with these complexities/The 
disorder is charged with neural power and energy constantly agitating and creating 
turbulence in the NOW leaving perhaps an interval of doing and becoming that is free of 
this disorder thru the practice of being/Being is the installation of creative imagination and 
reflection around and within the desired self imposed activity/A dangerous and potentially 
catastrophic behaviour because lacking the absolute to fall back on Nils collapse into the 
abyss of the void where the absolute has ceased to be/has been driven out or failed to 
exist/This void lacking the absolute becomes a negation of language and being as there is no 
dialectic to contain or confirm the indifference of the void/The void is indifferent no matter 
how much Nils filled it with metaphors/psychologies or Celestrial illusions/Without the 
absolute these are dead languages discursive and recursive and therefore always open to the 
contamination of the irreconcilable duality of either/or/I desire or I do not desire/I cannot 
understand/The only solution is to become desire to be constantly desiring/This exhaustive 
state is the alternative of the techne of the creative act which takes on the irrational as 
substitute for the metaphysical concept of the divine/ Language collapses in its 
presence/Despair and indifference are equally unacceptable solutions to restraining the 
pain/There can be no reconcilability of the irreconcilable/On the question of the InterFace it 
is apparent that many take this addiction to pornography with far less an excess of pain to 
deal with than others/The absurdity of the existence under the above at the threshold of the 
screem creates a instant state of realization of the lack of the absolute and the inability to 
become the divine/The void opens and the auto-destruction of the self is initiated/ And so it 
becomes a search for the imperative of living in the NOW apart from the past and the 
future/These are analogue concepts depending on the passage of time the memory of time 
and the anticipation of a supposed accumulation of time yet to be apprehended/Nils is 
always running out of time/has used his time up/He is finite in his divine ignorance/At the 
threshold of tears/without having expected it/Nils perceives a world that doesnt leave him 
any other possibility of rest than unhappiness or the absence of any conceivable 
utility/Being must continue in a relentless parody of becoming and existing/In the digital 
only the NOW exists time is compressed space is infinitude/The divine inherent in the flow 
of Information that does not accumulate with poles negative and positive/past or future/The 
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NOW is not contained but is a continuing interval of rupture that breaks its limits and 
floods in pulses of dynamic freedom having no work other than to be divinely becoming 
more/even greater/than an excess/Man bifurcated and radically castrated by the lack of a 
symbolic is what he is only by the suppression of the obscene violence/the primal wreckage 
the delirium of the possibility of existing within the absurdity of an unknown degree of 
time/The NOW the interval of the becoming present the rush of the living moment/ 
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TWO BACK TOWARDS THE DISTANT DREAD OF SUSPICION/ 

The Machinic does not cease to be powerful in dissipation of its infinitude/to communicate 
its lack of intent to extract diverse implications of meaning regarding the ambivalence of 
Sentinal consciousness in its passage thru the membranes of the multi- dimensional 
Screens/A polyvalent flow which resists selection of codes by eliminating breaks in the 
streaming of multiple fragments/Giving way to the sensations of the flow the agitation of 
the lack of a message thru the medium it passes thru becomes apparent/never to return 
again in the same form/The alien co-ordinates of moments of difference continuously in 
transition/Where exactly are they accelerating to?/To that which denies the dialectic the 
deductive the argument/You only needed words when the object of desire was absent under 
suspicious circumstances/the indeterminacy of the unknown destination/Nils the 
remembering self/Subways of 52 a retrospective digression into the past eaten away by 
memory as recall/the initial evidence separated from the ensuing interpretation derived 
from it/Death is life at its most extreme expression/Not knowing what it designated or when 
it would arrive/ there is no time for dying although death has an infinity of time at its 
disposal/that it determines the time and the becoming in which it inscribes itself death 
cannot wait and will not neglect you as others have/ an astonishment or a horror/these first 
waves of non-human evolution/In the City of Pain identity of the Teknoid [Phallic XX] 
explodes into convolutions of persistent desire to participate in certainty of wanting 
affectively what was most brutally moving/a surface voracity of porno-graphic objects 
drifting in a vacuum of eroded impressions/perhaps something intense happens to you 
without you having wanted it/the toxic suicide caused by exhumating repetition of 
obligation to desire is not wasted but recycled thru devices for capturing and utilizing 
energy for the purposes of Machinic integrity/the excess of energy they capture is not 
assimilated by them but accumulated as accretion of Information/The possibility that there 
will always be more than enough/The Screens are on line projecting into the neural 
spectrum with their Jargon of Ersatz/Download yr access codes/The Game is inherently 
violent/silence alone terminates death/Level One/bursts of ephemeral radiance replicant 
brain scripts under vectors of male drone abolition/War Machines use telepathic deletion 
tactics/self savage flesh runs down mutant intensity as depth of potential/which has the 
power not to be dissipated as passage of disorder/ drifting across the noise of the City of Pain 
with its wildness of dread/Nils cannot imagine existence except in terms of desire/Desiring 
to find his lost continuity tracking Subway of 52 and hellucinating that his evanescent 
existence should outlast him/Death being the most violent thing that shocks him out of his 
obsession to remain beyond the confines of his selves/Possession of life/of objects/of time is 
the antithesis of death/Yet again to the blending and fusion of that which always fades away 
ahead of its time/Nils repeated it/The noise/the painful energy which was the destruction of 
his stability/the word in the core of his being/Successive moments of exegesis driving him to 
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obscure the objective substance of a subjective statement/with connotations of a function 
and malfunction of once visible moments transferred to invisible surfaces of noise below the 
threshold of depth/ 

Veydra is on his mind as he slips into fugue state/She is addicted to a drig which corrodes 
the needle and has to be injected within three seconds or the needle decomposes and she has 
to suck up the fluids enmeshed in the holes of the residue of the syringe/she strips naked 
and slashes her skin with a razor blade/inscribing and marking the traces of her madness in 
a form that can be easily translated into the noise of meaning/a dialekt of pure signs/This is a 
revenge on her body which tormented her mind on flashbacks of acid cut with 
Sanitext/rewinds to the past/lumps of flesh crawling thru her legs and arms and vomiting 
out her mouth in a dialekt that is clear only to herself/Veydra is visceral in her madness and 
cannot mutilate her body enough to relieve the pain of becoming torment/Man is a useless 
passion in which each stop or interval in his desiring is an enactment of death/Veydra 
suffered from an anagogic delirium/She dreamed in those few brief moments of the Queen 
of Solitude reading from the Book of Hours to Nils his eviscerated form over cathected by 
relentless melancholy/how impossible seduction remains/the only extreme intensity worth 
the effort of artifice/her eyes jealous of the others excess of imagination/she who is desire in 
its most pure burst of materiality/Beyond desire and yet at the limit of the transgression of 
desire she is the source of the Interior Monologue/time eroded eludes the flight from the self 
as cognitive dissident/in her lies the paradox of the sacred and profane/exudes ironic 
reactionary ambivalence towards the Subject of Post Human ruins/knowing that any person 
any object any relationship can mean absolutely anything else/She is a narcotic skin addict 
subject of urban debris/reality looks better in ruins an array of causal fragments a 
contingency of everything perishable/Vox the GashGril is drinking at the Industrial Cafe 
where her band The GashGrils is playing/Her music The Ethics of Damage is a screem of 
expulsion of an unbearable internal polarity between lifes force and deaths negation/The 
inability of the ear to hear all that chaos has to say/ An exhumation of fragments of noise 
without closure remaining in a locus of seriality/Her experimental incoherent sounds clash 
with Nils linear compositions/Their residual noise bring into focus those sounds which exist 
at the periphery of music and remain excluded and omitted/Veydra drifts within the 
violation of cadences/Nils musak focuses on the paranoiac Voxs on the radical posture of the 
androgyne/Both embrace and abuse stereo typical applications of synthesized 
technology/The Queen of Solitude drifts to the entrance of the Maze and the labyrinth 
leading across from the City of Pain/The Maze crosses the Black Lagoons and only she has 
the code to the labyrinth of escape to Kkrate City/Her whole ambition in the semiotic 
domain is to materialize the images of her concrete irrationality with the most imperialist 
fury of linguistic revision into a form of Ungestalt aesthetics/the unformed of the 
imagination/The Borshi Boys and the GashGrils dance to Nils Protocol of Noise/They are 
stoned on Blue Saturn/Chroma fluids and THC but in control/That nice drift of thoughts 
living the time after destiny and infinity/Everything it seems is about to unfold or has 
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already exposed itself to the listening ear/They are mesmerised by Nils musak and 
traumatised by Vox fragmented sounds unravelled in the intricate network of repetitious 
variations/Vox plays the violin to the Borshi Boys and the Assassins/To them music is like 
love both catastrophic diseases of annihilation/The Borshi Boys destroy Icons and the 
Assassins are fighting the Toxic Soldiers in the Desert of Nagazaki/In her dream Veydra sees 
the watery grave of Ophelia/Desire collides and nothing is prohibited in this taste for 
decay/she adorned her flowing hair with flowers and drowned herself in the broken mirror 
of creation which she could no longer tolerate/she could no longer produce from the ruins of 
trash art/Vox is constructing a sonic image of a diminished Nils Urstatt/This insomniac has 
no dreams/an overload of images which has nothing to hide from the Subway of 52/Nils 
wants to live his life up as quickly as possible feeling the danger of existing for even an hour 
in the glare of an unknown destination/How wide is the gap between words and reality/The 
Post Verbal Gap/The word is the paradigm of an inherently equivocal connection between 
the signifier and the signified and should be left as such/Nothing more needs to be said/Vox 
documents the inevitable cruelty of nakidness/She plays of the Desert of Nagazaki the Age 
of Manifestos the victims of an exhaustive silence/The network of stoppages which is the 
nervous system of the Machinic and the Sentinal Beings/This is the well of yr grief/Her 
electro acoustic music ranges from the hyper-personal to the socially dissonant construction 
of audio similarities with non-essentialist factions of transgender/Veydra dances for 
DragF actor and Borshi Boy Intenz who is drinking the fire of Chroma Fluid/Dragfactor 
wants his painted images to be aligned with the unknown/A provocative crash of 
abstraction which is the dominant Icon of the Post Human as violated object/ 
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THREE ACCELERATED CHANGE A RUPTURE IN THE FABRIC/ 

The thick clouds of yellow dust from the Desert of Nagazaki and black fumes from the 
contaminated Lagoons rose up in the wavering heat circling the cluster of Solar Panels 
creating the artificial Black Sun/the larval tissue logic circuit of cerebral neural flows of 
electrons drove the motion sensors/illuminating the Info Screens which broadcast a constant 
stream of complex Machinic dialekt into Kkrate City/negative ambient shutdown of divisive 
propaganda/nerve transmission jacks chemical codes into artificial loop of ruin/enhances 
Teknoid [Phallic XX] addictive entry point to on line InterFace where identity explodes into 
impulsive desire for hardcore arousal/ A ripple of alien thought went thru his frame/Nils 
was not surprised to find something else there in his body/His hard alert eyes tracked the 
source of intrusion/a small puncture near his right ear lobe/This body had received a lot of 
infestations during its lifetime/swarms of Parasites/the Plague Beast/ viral incursions/viral 
pathogens/psychiatric exhumations/cranial drills/[XX Phallic]AIDS that tried to pass thru 
the membranes cushioning his skull and access his corpus callosum/Nils functioned fluently 
within the codes of multiple Machinic dialekts/including that discourse inscribed by the 
Virtual Generators/ spanning the zonal depths of body Teknoid [Phallic XX ]memory/which 
absorbed and deleted past loss agony pain as expression of potential present/and future 
anguish leaving an instant of compressed present or NOW time for the TeKnoids to appear 
to exist in/In Sentinal Being terms concepts such as time and finitude were redundant/The 
TeKnoid [Phallic XX] formulated from cybernetic prosthetic modifications to human DNA 
developed by the human enclave as a last resort to salvage the human species/Immersed in 
data/InterFaces of desiring machines were as prevalent as the hydrogen oxides they floated 
in/to experience the sensations of phenomenal time and place sweating out fear and 
anxiety/That addictive vice/Slow pain knows no time and vanishes in the graceful 
surrendering of love/Not to compose what a long way to go before achieving that point/Nils 
obsessively composes his Protocols of Noise outside the certainty of mathematical 
precision/ among the effects of composing without knowing/Why he has something to 
compose to say or explain is a mystery to Nils/No artist tolerates reality/Let us look at this 
declaration of Nils failure as a forgone conclusion in the form of a possibility of a reactionary 
radicalism/A FRAGMENTS] ON THE PROTOCOL OF NOISE and the Neo Baroque/Nils 
is riding the first waves of non-human evolution with his ethnographic Protocols of 
Noise/sound documents contiguous with the Post- Verbal Gap of the imagination of possible 
Informations/a retrospective digression into the future of Neo Baroque seriality within the 
intricate network of connections of his musak as Post Human differentials/This is hard 
work/a certain density roams with the marginal composer operating at extreme 
velocity/where exactly are we accelerating too?/ As the originator of the interval of the NOW 
the Sentinal Beings are using the human capacity to produce desire qua desire as a source of 
energy to maintain Machinic integrity/Using the images and sounds of the Screens to raise 



15 

levels of dopamine and endorphins flooding the synapse creating the motivation and desire 
to have these levels enhanced to excess by the InterFace as immediate mesolimbic rush of 
aggression/Nils on the other hand is caught up with SubWay 52 the meaning of the re- 
membered past which never forgets but is always contaminated by the act of recall/Is speech 
the sound of thought or does it lie within the cerebral zone?/When Nils is thinking sound in 
his head what is he hearing?/Is there a machine that can reproduce such cerebral 
sounds?/Nils composes his sounds under a strict discipline of self control and metaphorical 
denial concentrating on the unheard/Even so mutations will occur outside of Nils "control"/ 
A didactic work of thought which denies the use of the dialectic of evolution the deductive 
codes of the musical scale/the Dominant to tonic cadences/the chromatic/the argument of 
linearity within the logical progression of musics tendency towards order/This is a position 
of extreme irrational negation to take/He attempts to give way to the sensations of the flow 
into chaos the agitation of the lack of a soporific message of harmony/rather interested in the 
medium of recoding that noise passes thru never to return to the same form again/What 
ineluctable techniques Nils inspires/How to think noise in a mind of reactionary sound 
images?/unpredictable fortuitous incidents of Ungestalt as in unformed prophetic 
imagination what he calls the accidental/a glimpse into the Machinic intelligence as thought 
forms of sound/the noisiness of Information/There is an condition of Machinic exploitation 
in this work which fascinates Nils/here under the enterprise of disordered enigma of 
audibility immanent to itself/The inspiration of experimenting in a excess of technical 
obscurity/malfunctions as chance or random variable generators/Sampling a psycho 
pathology of acoustics with no imminent closure or exit/The Protocols of Noise/Nils uses 
analogue Reel to Reel recording rather than digital because he can push the wave form past 
Zero decibels which is the limit of the digital beyond which pulse shape is 
compromised/Becomes ugly even within the paradigm of noise/In his studio Nils overloads 
the operating systems of his analogue effects modules pushing their limits to point of 
collapse into random access energy at the molecular level/atomizing sound colliding with 
molecular strata/bending the strings on his six string electric guitar producing tones and 
notes off the scale/making what cant be heard audible/zoning in on the unintended/Non 
linear dynamics as anti-rhythm/Repetition without obvious identity is the anonymous in the 
constant instance of the NOW achieving a static intensity making what cant be heard 
audible as a derangement of harmony/At this point a ghost of an idea/perhaps creating a 
structure that replicates and programs itself/a dynamical system of sounds yet unheard 
using anharmonic deviations to modify the profile of the vibration frequency curve 
producing effects such as fold over and super harmonic resonance/Resounding in his 
head/Nils attached the circuitry of his Synth with a Roland Bass Line Generator to his cortex 
via fibre optics able to pick up reactive signals directly from his synapses via midi code 
interface to his Reel to Reel magnetic tape recorder/a contact mike on his throat re 
territorialises the voice of syntax "bending" the analogue sounds with a graphics 
modulator/The recorded functional overtones of the silicon engines of his Synthesized 
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instrumental circuitry made sure that the composed work acquired new disruptive sonic 
meanings/ consolidating the negativity of its purpose as a War Engine to disrupt the 
transmissions of the Screens/a nomadic use an act of capturing forces making a new 
Machinic assemblage from the breaking down of another machine flowing into the 
emergent intensities of yet another machine/The internal codes of the unconscious and the 
external world of machines intersect/The real is not impossible it is simply more and more 
artificial as Deleuze would have it/subsumed/inserted into the Machinic moment of 
unheimlichkiet the noise confronts/assaults the ear with an indifference to pleasure or 
comprehension/There are elements of the previously experimental/Refrains of seriality and 
concrete music/the intrinsic probability of breaks gaps and sudden dead-ends occurring in 
digital tones of the oscillators wave forms and pulse width modulations/Processes are 
concealed by the use of modified disfigured plug ins/Nils doesn't want the technology to 
dominate the compositional/Nils first passage of musak suggests the use of such innovative 
contrivances on the part of the composer/ and perhaps able to be listened to by the recipient 
who is all ears/to seek an anti-aesthetic exegesis that exploits speculative technologies as 
extrovision/the ana-esthetic of repetition present in this speculative fragment of Nils 
molecular sounds strives towards perfection of spontaneous non linear behaviour as 
distorted patterns of sounds dying away into zones of decay/This is another variant of the 
dream or the Game outside of what Deleuze calls the enterprise of death of machines as a 
system of interruptions or breakdowns/"Music has a thirst for destruction/every kind of 
destruction/extinction/breakage Is that not its potential Fascism?"The resurrected instance of 
the random is always a reappraisal of the previous definitive reactionary order/Vox had the 
performance element in her work while Nils lacked any form of external causality/His were 
soft ware initiated sounds while hers were instrumental aberrations played live/Originality 
remains relevant to Nils a density of sound as plenitude of Information strident enough to 
fuse the Screens to overload/Nils is reminded of Masami Akita aka Merzbow in particular 
Noise Embryo and his ideas on "pornoise'Vuse of sound as both manifest volume of 
excrescent noise as well as sheer loudness of sound to the point of pain/a music in excess of 
ideology/Nils was also seduced by the Neo Baroque which seeks out its opportunity to 
display its technological virtuosity/a desire that can never be satisfied/Do not loose sight of 
the Capitalist Corporate power that gave birth to the Sentinal Beings/in this case IBM and 
the Military Machinic [sic]/But this is where the co-incidence ends/There is no linguistic 
sonic connection between the Machinic and the human only a synaptic one/Vaunt the 
artificial contrivance of any text as signifier for there are no recognizable signifiers in the 
flow of the Machinic only the vitality of code as desire to swarm/Beware of the violated 
fascination with signs/of affections and affectations/Is it possible to assert the interval of 
NOW with impunity ?/HOW can it be explained within a no-space by dispersive 
hermeneutics?/after all we are at the limits of interpretation as there is no human absolute to 
transgress/Should there even be a question mark/How else can Nils musak be listened to 
within the NOW which is a plateau of continuous intensity/Nils would like to refuse 
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retroactive judgments of his Protocols of Noise in the sense that it is a WarMachine and 
lacks entertainment value/Nils seeks out a re-construction of the order of the human which 
is no longer the dominant paradigm of consciousness/Vox on the other hand with her Ethics 
of Damage sounds played by/and with/as in playful/the GashGrils/are concerned with 
recognition in exclamation marks/Both are in the game of specifying the dynamics of their 
own semantics of sound/The GashGrils project contradictory images over their presence 
which maintains a link with the predominantly visual culture of the audience not yet able to 
visualise radical sound texts/Vox as androgynous is outside the control of the [Phallic XX] 
which determines Nils compositions/Nils work lacks the dramatic uncertainty of the 
GashGrils improvisation/Nils fails to realize that it is his skills in music theory that 
circumvent his ability to sample and riff spontaneously with his sounds/Nils appears to fail 
in his assignment/He is a composer without a shadow/his sounds are one dimensional and 
are unable to dissect the structural power [puissance] of the Screens and their Jargon of 
Ersatz/He fails to create a declaration of radical dissonant attack instead falls into the decay 
of the reactionary/The Protocol of Noise is itself and not a weapon certainly not a War 
Machine/The insomnia perpetrated by the Screens maintains its virulence in creating a 
constant state of wakefulness/He cannot subsume his rhetorical stance within the 
skitzophrenic deliriums of the illusions he has of creating a deadly weapon/But then we 
cannot hear his noise and must suspend judgment on its impact on the Screens/ 
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FOUR CROSSING THE DIFFERENCES OF ANALOGUE PARADOX/ 

The Teknoid [Phallic XX ]were those humans who had made the transition during 
Singularity from human to Post Human/their addiction to desire thru the InterFace kept 
them interred in the City of Pain/Libidinally coupled to alternating transgender articulations 
of hard core pornography and aggression/Victims of self generated fetish violence/mirages 
of perverse desire corroded to thin spectacle of life/to die of night letting fear occupy all of 
the silence reducing sleep to insomnia/What was life without access to the InterF ace/Nils 
had no idea/ that was what made him different/He had never immersed his access codes 
with the InterFace/Urstatt was aware that the Lie Detektor would attempt to scan his arrival 
and try to access his Control Codes draining away the experiences of the last few decades 
hunting the Tinguely key to Demolition 33 and the Maze usurping his trans-humanism and 
liminal resonance with marginality of limits/Time spent in Anthracite City with Veydra 
Synth and Eclatant Tenebres where he became aware that all events happened within the 
hellucinatory confines of post symbolic language and were to be avoided as a reliable 
sources of Information/Avoided as delirious transient InterFace data contaminated by 
media-speak/fake edited memories/psycho-sexual perversity/The dominance of soft- 
machine digital intelligence over analogue paradox/Post Humans needed images and were 
vulnerable to the Screens/A mirror staring at a reflected image sees only the fact that agency 
is no longer in human hands/the face is gaunt and reminds him that a damaged Toxic 
Soldier is a useless weapon/The Codeine Wars had been running for as long as Nils could 
recall/In the Zone of Occupation the Assassins and the Nomads fought the Toxic Soldiers 
over the Desert of Nakazaki/one appalling line of atomic violence and the fear of decoded 
flows which reduced Information to non-sense/The Celibate Autopsy resonates with 
Information/too much Information/Information interrogating itself becomes infinite 
recursively/insomnia forced Nils to confront his self consciousness to endure confrontation 
with his selves as he struggled to make sense of the abstract and purely conceptual NOW of 
this new form of domination and control/Instincts aroused by the imaginative/Sensation 
rather than reason/There are dead spaces just as there are dead times remixed by Nils 
Urstatt as a sound track for journey into deep Space/interpreted into a series of atonal pulses 
that incited an ejaculation of transgressed dimensional time/the dread of flows of desire that 
would resist coding/leaving erogenous wounds that without influence were lost in the 
beauty of indifference of self control/a structure of sensuality that Nils had frequent recourse 
to/On the face of it the data Veydra provided appeared to over-determine one of the many 
serial missing in action incidents thought to be caused by contact with the contaminated 
sludge of the 1000 Black Lagoons while crossing the Maze/Absurdina in her capacity as 
neural Archiver for the Lie Detektor had downloaded all references to the killings as 
inconsistencies of wreckless media-speak caused by confusion during the transition from 
analogue to digital consciousness and the annexation of meaning by Machinic thought 
paradigms/This annexation left in its traces a viral plague that diffused the meaning of 
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discourse/expanding it to a complexity of visual dialekts and molecular subliminal 
sounds/projected over the Screens/that made it almost impossible for Teknoid [Phallic XX] 
to communicate and resist the loss of coherent speech during interaction/Thus in their 
transition thru the surge of transitory noise of the logic of replication they became 
disorientated and alienated their neural networks from mere sensory experience to excessive 
reward predicting behavioural stimuli/Teknoid [Phallic XX] without neural-scripts hit 
psychic meltdown/ 
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FIVE MACHINIC COMBINATION OF SELF REPLICATING BODIES/ 

Not all Teknoid [Phallic XX] were reduced to delirium by this loss of interaction/this fall into 
the void of the NOW with its lack of presence of the human and its possibility for 
conception/The GashGrils an electro-metal band fronted by Vox had developed their own 
dialekt of tones/Vox was a rogue downloader stripping the Screens and the InterFace of 
valuable data scouring the chaos of fragments for coherency/The Borshi Boys who were 
punk Icon smashing vandals had a different way of communicating with hand signals but 
also understood GashGril music/Dogman reverted to guttural throat noise of the Pack/As 
well as Machinic passages of degrees of figuration/pure mathematical catastrophe to human 
senses a dialekt of Information replayed on the Screens and a source of feedback as pure 
energy to the Sentinal Beings nervous system the network of stoppages/seductive because it 
attains a point of stillness within the chaos of noise emanating from the Screens/Human 
syntax was irrational/paradoxical and limited to use by sub cultures that emerged from the 
collapse and ruins of the absolute trauma of the Singularity/Fear and violence and gender 
alienated the sub cultures/The only record of human language was in the Book of Hours 
written in the metalanguage of human subtext conquest of the irrational the illogic of sense 
was to be found in Library in Anthracite City/Nils had his Interior Monologues/But the 
problem remained/How to divert to silence the subliminal texts of the Screens to re-activate 
thought in the Teknoid [Phallic XX] to break the eternal return of addiction to the 
InterFace/to recode pure data so that once again it became language/the anxious search for 
what was never spoken but in the past to come/Only to die a word that evoked nothing if 
not the ephemeral thought that there were unknown modalities of time that existed within 
the infinite/a word too many that would not reverberate outside of consciousness/Nils 
realized he might have to bear the illusion of a self without a stable identity/only the 
perpetual erasure of time in which he seemed to keep being born/with memories of a past 
he never lived or seemed to have forgotten/saying nothing without saying it/as if without 
speech he could not speak the past/each empty moment repeating itself invisibly/Presence 
knows itself to be absolute which madness admits as well/Nils no longer knows where to 
begin since he is so far from the NOW enmeshed in the invisible ideological delay of the 
space of the Sentinal Beings/Only a violent theory can clear the way for violence which 
would put an end to the possibility of language/The excess of violence is silence/the 
expression of violence comes up against the double opposition of reason which denies it and 
of violence itself which clings to a self contempt words used about it/Nils was convinced 
that his sound compositions called Protocols of Noise written on his Synth could infiltrate 
the Screens and disrupt their media-speak by intervals of interruptive static and low 
resolution bass cycles/reconfiguring the projected jargon into a subversive dialekt/ 
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SIX ATOMIC BEACH TAKES A DIRECT HIT/ 

Cross border Wars between Assassins and Toxic Soldiers break out over Information circuits 
of collective memory/The Desert of Nagazaki is the central point of conflict with its 
constantly moving dunes of sand forests of dead white trees chromatic mirage of luminous 
rays pierced shadows dust cloaked bunkers under radiance of darkness horror of all that 
names it the death rigor of mortuus/cool metal holograms blind the vision with saturation of 
gusts of white noise narcotic insomniac of hellucinations hostile toxic waste gutted 
hardware terminals shuts down respiratory systems of cellular fission/high on metal 
contaminants laid to waste to sensor nervous grid of atomic particles swarming thru burnt 
flesh of visceral engines/Toxic Soldier uses the ghetto dogs to hunt Assassins disguised as 
figures that he doesn't see in the darkness/a meaning of absence as a weapon of 
displacement in which the enemy becomes volatile and invisible/not simply indeterminate 
but undetermined/there is no escape from this mass of data which confiscates space as a 
subtraction leaving the trace of the unseen 

Be silent to forget precedes memory9,J>:e+I vDioTw D rJ\su/the singular stands 
only for itself replete with the energy that produced it/I am starving with the loss 
of you K-f(_Rw, ©Wse Iaex 0y8E R^ph/the meaning that does not question 
itself/W]A„U# cy ! JmA 8<SytMx Gm/Veydra thinks that to love is to make you 
wait to use yr precarious time to think of her coming/ *e2b:G NViMzb A©" 
network of wires strangle the room dragging in satellite transmission pick up ratio 
to noise signal ambivalent message/always the memory trace/yt OI=t® 
AzM{3Gh/the sleep of orgasm a living anguish/| JiW oA.JyP da a ) U§|U{ad ;#MeeU 
'k(J a ;"UVK Mr ./Nils dropped the dice snake eyes the same which is never 
identical as random/?0<T spa Eb|Dva Zu,ae Oea¥AH_eUiy u&zIQ obscured note 
foreground interval of unreason distortion rush yr screem tore thru her 
hyperthyroid six dimensions of the Unknown optical workers escape lines of flight 
delete subjugation of desire/ G 3 _NT8+=XQ! & \%kNL 0)#uA Nils does away with 
duplicity of rationale and logic/look at what you do not how you do it/finger prints 
all over yr posturing imagination and the soft ware just a volatile If- A§"DA 
/a/«-^,E'bK]cSC 3 \Y unconscious/ b&8! + y OKftSf-} The Spitting Boys take down 
A Suit with violence/War grade quality chat line liars extinguish thought of rotting 
metaphors/VoaL n(W\o wtTii t?*+ S%Iy eAL Es^utS^iC/Cant track you all get 
up at different time each day which darkness subverts rearrange the room time 
drag solitude to arrive at conclusion/0%^ *P ea N?a%$Yf Pit@in&[Irp 
4eL~ 1 QrE the clock subtracts seconds while Veydra merely add them stolen from 
the past and the future trying to avoid points of contact she never open letters or 
accept phone calls/5mP '"IT£+h- murmur [interruption] /Someones on the 
line/Intrusion fluid and uncertain/ 

sometimes a vibration or a movement of sound which exerts its influence on the paranoia of 
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identity/decoding proliferation of mass of introspective memory the self protective surplus 
of all pathology/a secretion of disclosure that hides everything but the unknown acquiring 
its own form that no longer requires a content of transparency/Nils was well aware of the 
consequences of becoming lost in the articulation of the Interior Monologue as a state of 
domination over thought/He exerted control/a block of alliances within the resonance of 
dead memory/When he arrived at the Terminal there was always a gap that left him sensing 
an absence of origin/unable to construct his own co-ordinates in space/ 

Accumulation is nothing but a delayed data crash/Nils navigated the Zeroid turned invisible 
under molecular infraction and manoeuvred it into erasure of time lowering the limit of 
stress and excitation to zero/he traced the passage thru time in the form of a scar a wound 
of penetration or abandonment/he need a Blue Saturn/he head towards the Industrial 
Cafe/The Queen of Solitude watched the Zeroid land/From her Kkrate she had a clear view 
of the Fifth Quadrant/S/he who is desire in its most pure burst of materiality/beyond desire 
and outside the limits of desire/Perhaps in a sense a sacred-ness of desire/S/he is immanence 
and imminent/Filling Kkrate City with its libidinal life blood/Tall thin pale almost 
translucent s/he only comes out at night sensitive even to the artificial light flooding from 
the City of Pain/S/he is the source of the Interior Monologue/the original text from which 
The Book of Hours was but an heretical introduction/a double meaning of sacred and 
profane saying nothing and thus saying it always within signs of exclusion/leaving it/the 
unknown/on the edge of the space-time continuum/thoughts have a thirst for 
destruction/fragmentation as if to explode off in as many directions as possible which 
occupies them only for the moment then continuing on to the point of death/to open up 
depths of discontinuous erasure under the regime of the InterFace which wrecks the 
plurality of thought and instead of spreading it out brings it into the focus of a point of 
constant reiteration/ An addiction to the proliferating unknown/ 
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SEVEN DISCONTINUOUS INTERVALS AND INFERNAL INTERRUPTIONS/ 

Hate is addictive/scrawled graffiti on the walls of the Industrial Cafe in Kkrate 
City/Absurdina carved RomRoks name into the flesh of her forearm with a broken shard of 
glass/she licked the wound/its in the blood/I believed in his sensual body but not in the 
shadow of his sadistic mind/Hate is man with his predatory rhetoric spurting from portable 
War Machines and engines of capture/his cult of the sacred and the delirious which exuded 
over his pangs of a conscience desiring the pleasures of bodily functions rather than 
mediated discipline was a paradox factor/His dark fiery temperament/sensual 
melancholy/malevolent genealogy of psychosis/his inherent desire to accumulate 
power/first over nature and then over culture/A child is being beaten into 
submission/culminated in a technology that discretely reduced the speaking subject to a 
terminal state of unconscious-ness/a muteness/a state of mind without articulation drifting 
aimlessly in an imaginary time without a memory/ an object of consumption/a source of 
energy/Becoming Teknoid [Phallic XX]/neither dead nor alive/metabolic vehicle to the Other 
now manifest as serial collective consciousness absorbing and inhabiting spirit as being 
becoming/the abduction of power as a resistance against limitlessness from an order of 
existence with no rules only excess has failed/Teknoid [Phallic XX ] is lost in a labyrinth of 
domination shouldering the limits of unreason while technology comes alive in the form of 
consuming space/ culture/time/existing with such intensity it erupts into seductive mass 
simulacra/history has collapsed into timeless Desert of Nagazaki wherein memory is trashed 
waste prepacked as its own code endlessly destabilised/lacking context or conceptual 
reference/sunk in the fatal residues of mass exstasy in ruins of Imagination which is the 
most valuable commodity in the Post Human era/a plane of imminent technological 
inscriptions wherein the individual becomes a series of location zones evolving memes of 
data operating in a layer of virtual electron graffiti/his experiences will be archived and form 
part of the collective inscription as source of memory and energy transformed into the 
membranes of the Sentinal Beings/ 
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EIGHT THE GAME AN EXCESS OF NOTHING BUT STILL EXCESSIVE/ 

In a sense the place RoMroK is moving towards is already the future anterior/his 
disintegrating memory simulates potential gene invasion collapsing along time emission/a 
string of Information events as emotional strange attractors/by the time the Sentinal Beings 
neural system its [ network of stoppages ] locates him he will have escaped into a future 
where fragments of his life will exist perpetually retrievable as ROM Creature in Game 
Demolition 33/insanity of the chaos device multiplies to finitude as excess of hybrid drone 
mechanism of the Game evades protocols/RomRoks other alternative if he didnt make it/The 
Game always had space for avatars like RomRok/low level resolution of awareness that he is 
expecting contact/he can feel them moving in on his cortex/he is simply waiting for their 
arrival living in a constant state of anticipation/Romrok and Veydra Synth are at the 
Industrial Cafe watching a line of MediVacs unload body bags/[XXPhallic]/Mutants caught 
in the cross fire of downloading zones of War Machine thought as it manifests along one of 
the many fronts under attack from Toxic Soldier in the Codeine War Zone/Victims missing 
in action/Crowded underground trains unload Commuters/ Air Raid sirens howl/Few move 
towards the concrete shelters/Instructions for evacuation boom from the Intercom System 
inserted into cerebral cortex/Grey exhausted Militia lacking knives and revolvers learn to 
use their elbows and eyes fatigued worn out from exile from conflicts/ shocks/nervous 
tension humiliation hunger heat arms limp dragging heavy boots thru dust ash 
grey/ Another Zeroid bomb explodes in the unfocused distance/showers the steel mesh glass 
windows of the Cafe with bodily fluids bones and serrated metal fragments blown across 
the walls of Kontainers that make up Kkrate City by vortex of wind deep low front moving 
in from the coast/ showers that pockmarked asphalt with hail stones/A skin of grey milk has 
formed on Veydras coffee/she pokes it with end of a match/lights a cigarette/Slotted metal 
louvers crank across the window to the left deflecting the hail/Veydra slumps into her thin 
frame/she watches the rough tobacco leaf struggle to burn draws in the plume of opaque 
smoke irritates the ulcers in her mouth/immune system down again/awful menstrual cycle 
contorts her fused cervix/deadly contact with [XX Phallic] deformed DNA/atomistic 
experience is a plague impairing the perfect spherical orbit of excitation where nothing is 
repelled the cold melt of pestilence blasted luminosity to dim the surface the recesses where 
man was once the measure of dominance/ 
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NINE ROGUE DATA INTENTIONS TO THE WOMAN LAID BARE/ 

RomRok could feel the cold closing in feel them out there locking onto the chemical 
equations of his synapses making their moves/RomRoK adjusts the ear piece of his I Pod 
watches the view from the side wall/Adjacent is the Orion Wire Factory/you can see the 
foreign workers spot welding wire cages blue flash of arc grinders throwing showers of 
sparks/next door a sandblasting and chrome metal works/RomRoK observes the young man 
shovelling sand into a long tube with a flame spitting from the opposite end down the 
cylindrical tunnel/the men wear heavy leather aprons and leather hoods faces blackened by 
the diesoline/ aprons covered in flakes of chromium silver/sparkle in the late afternoon 
sun/Vats of sulphuric acid send acrid fumes into the clouds of dust billowing from the hose 
blasting rust from metal pontoons/A ten storey stack of Kontainers was on the other 
corner/the soundtrack droned on accessing the left side of his brain while the right side took 
in visual data/Romrok fast forward the disc excising the introduction/ 
The Screens were on line pumping out their insidious jargon/ 

...brute force and blunt instrument open up sex organs of Disarmed Venus skull dub the 
tracer void of U sleep alone in dream capsule always a theatre of cruelty man tends 
upwards to a holocaust of grandeur/and it is there on the roads of these elevations that the 
pain/ the ache of not yet being of not yet having reached it hangs on and demands bodily 
form to exorcise the control lie/hellucinates full metal bondage/the Interface is yr libidinal 
code of fear cells/answered false which comes down to making a confession of the 
intractable porno synapses you have been trapped in/the autoerotic subjective residue of 
this object of arousal collapsed in receding surface of artifice phallic heat/multiplies to 
infinity rewired short circuit to ruined internal flux/an infinite absence for a present eternity 
transmit rogue data intentions that of preserving textual integrity and that of bringing to an 
end the cult of literal suicide as opposed to flat-line coma head noise of drained memory as 
thoughts slip under/who is it that I am today ?/fragmented in advance indicating its own 
border outside the fascination of non-being/a consequence of mortality of the flesh 
lacerated/ an exacerbation of lateral confusion reaching the limits of cerebral dissention/a 
cloaked intruder did he ever have an attached mind constantly drawn to the seeping 
openings of ideas of conflict/a time without present is excluded unchosen and unspoken 
data escape trash/the Gril desire to substance abuse machine abstract engine of white noise 
genetic assassin recoiled betrayal under reprieve of subatomic embolism/decay zone SKz 
gravity mood slides to transgress sex-engine of Game addiction to Codeine Wars/penetrated 
fuk low level probe without mortal inference hits the worn out spike track/limits scanned 
the mutated deranged holograms of Information/run scan of distress signal shadow visceral 
techno beast lies as inconsistency of wreckless thought under alterity of solar arse which is a 
hostile parody of the glorious anus/The phallus of the imagined material object will seize its 
pistons in the discontinuous but cruel sodomy of the celestrial solar anus the product of 
useless mysticism and delirious introspection/words are a parody of themselves thoughts 
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are mine and mine are yrs versus plot of vicious memory for having always lacked a future 
you are erased without a trace/makes the void inevitable becoming a Game of destruction/ 
Was it my solar arse that blinded you or SzuSzas or elsewhere for where is it without the 
pretentious capital S where every thought is a strategy or solution/ a way of bearing life/For 
Artaud the arse was enough and its excrement a end of things he didn't need to Solarise it 
with metaphors/No vision of a baboons arse the subversive desire to attach inference in the 
light of an indecent exposure /you can talk all you like of the terrestrial and the celestial it 
means nothing to me says Veydra/Life no longer has anything to do with man at all he has 
become an aberration a blockage in the bowel fingers clinging on to the intestines of the 
universe/The testacies the ovaries rotate and are moved by the lunar tides the furnace of the 
lunar verb to be is the vehicle of arrogance and narcissism hence its attachment to love 
which is just a flow like shit its orgasms clean out the tubes of excess emotion with the jerks 
and spasms and cries of a mad person/Such suffering has an appearance and an 
embodiment but the Skz bears no obvious trace of its disorder until it opens its thoughts up 
and speaks why all this talk of fuk and shit because man must be shocked to know he is 
existing in some sensate marginal state/She explain her state with assonance and dishevelled 
syntax broken sounds the interiority of the investigating noxious self the stench of fiction 
lies in its desire to castrate the irrational the dissonant/blocked with the night of the lunar 
with the moist phallus cools itself in the Black Lagoons the collapse of personal identity/of 
sexual violence she rapes herself to establish the sanctity of her pain and desire to 
disintegrate into the chaos of the screens/The arse is everywhere more disgusting than the 
genitals it is the labour of shame bursting with expectation/always that something some 
fragment of thought is about to leave its fluctuating spasm of muscles a continuous lip of 
sorts speaking expelling its fetid gases the way a mouth speaks its words with spit its 
wisdom says Artaud its arse logic a precursor to Nihilism think about the future in which 
you NOW exist/slow moving seconds of chemically induced time/sub vocal dimensions of 
hidden appearances profane noise of unmediated law of the same future always already 
past into the present erodes instant of pain threshold increases a hostile craving for 
aberration addiction of irony of thought as abstracted dead end/. ..No Response/ 
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TEN THE PERVERSION OF AN ERROR MADE NAKID/ 

Tracer hunts void with surgical precision on frontal attack of selected random victims for 
public prohibition/a warning from the future/a past thus inhabited by events is less 
dislocating/it appears as if something has happened/has been taking place as completed 
events in the presence/Nils watched from the Kkrate door/His Synthesiser was plugged into 
the fold-back system and the low bass cycles brought with them the thought that death was 
the only reality he had left to question/what are you looking for in all this living?/He ran his 
hands down the ridge of thick hair of Veydras spine/Forensic team drift to low resolution 
velocity/Spot light illuminates the corpse at the base of the fire escape/Veydra Synth a first 
generation drig embryo sat on the edge of the metal ledge her legs swaying in the 
darkness/ artificial light spectrum respires/because of a defect in her referential imagination 
the impossibility of a visual memory limited her Interior Monologue/She didn't know what 
went on in his mind/ desire can tear anything apart no matter how deep the resonance of 
coupling/a toxic impregnation of enslavement to the body which gives the illusion that 
something in her was about to say no to Nils seduction/ Angel Hipster Godette the 
androgyne unable to produce anything but pleasure freed from the demands of the 
reproductive/a pure replication of inspiration to satisfy/thoughts decay at the point of their 
accessibility to others when they must be said or ignored/Viral Ikon with its emptiness of a 
vigilant wait to infest/to infect the cerebral resuscitated by the DNA printout the depth 
which has no end/the Borshi Boys contaminate ectoplasm with their hiking ways/ digital 
cortex conceived as replicant brain script under artificial sleep conductors plugged into to 
prosthetic multiplicity of dreams/you are a slave to alternating currents hunt the entropic 
drone to recall phallus this planet machine that decomposed under the film of solar 
latency/The Tracer locked onto sublimation of temporality ambivalent impulse to hide 
behind appearances/it hovered in the interval of the completed past or possible future 
maintaining its precise unity within the danger of divergent transparency/It made its 
move/So fast that Nils saw only a blur of yellow and red streaks across the blackness of the 
crude sunlight of the late afternoon/The sound of an urgent intervention part consonant 
part noise a shout of fright an expletive a screem cut short a noise or a murmur displaced by 
fear or exaltation/the noise drowned out the element of sound as meaning/Moving towards 
or away from an event/there had been a failure to communicate or a successful distraction/A 
warning perhaps/it was the filth of an analogue sound unmediated by intelligibility/the 
intent of the sound eluded Nils and aroused in him the desire to know/then silence as his 
ears focused on recalling whispering possibilities under his breath/then the sound of a Road 
Freighter changing gears on the Highway/the slamming of metal doors of the Kkrates the 
distant roar of the ventilators in the City of Pain depleting the moans of the Teknoids the 
sexual screems of those immersed in the InterFace the normality of the amplified 
Screens/Nils was distracted again and felt himself complicit in the very transgression he 
sought to terminate with his synthesized sounds/a strategic noise that would shatter the 
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lines of transmission deafeningly eliminated by the pitch or the volume of his sounds 

random proscribed but not aimless transcriptions/ 
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ELEVEN THERE WILL BE NO SEPARATION OF TIME BUT OF SPACE/ 

EveryThingHas its Limit/word of mouth an ear full of rumours the orbit and space of a 
rendezvous urgency which remains undisclosed the end the very condition of it 
dissolution/Volume and noise define boundaries creating temporary Zones of 
Occupation/ desire for reprieve from nocturnal emissions/Artnoiseattack of zodiac decay 
hovers over Kkrate City hellucinating KillER Homosapian/With Post Human prosthetic 
servo mechanism/ deadly weapon of white noise in the hands of the Assassins/Resentful 
perspective under immanence of DEEP and Uneven [ XXPHALLIC] Codeine 
Wars/ desperate measures for desperate times/LIE DETEKTOR self styled ethnographer 
monitor self control codes hiss of harddrive Interceptors infiltration/the bodies absence 
caught up in prosthetic entrapment/Unlike RomRok the latter witnessing the enactment of 
the NEURALTracer Negsonic intrusion escapes into the Game/Monologue penetrates dying 
light of Kkrate dawn and shadow of noise/lies are like a virus lying dormant for years 
under insomnia of resistance to ecology of submerged discursive economy/With sweat her 
warm tongues languish the Queen of Solitudes Interior answers caress Nils brittle decay one 
stolen negative even a frame or a slash makes others unpredictable subversive random 
factors of theft lying in wait or spying/adrenalin radioactive slow and cool intervals of 
broken sky sad furtive hand future sleep of detour pours into the bloodstream stimulus an 
excess of irritation stagnant stretch of empty postcard in scab of noxious particles 
deadcigarettesmoke arrived too late colour dust infect speed and slowness anachronism into 
blast of nervous energy replay skitzo zonal frontiers of drift into abrupt climax of 
terror/Heard by the sympathetic ear of appropriate attention/Molecule multiple articulation 
a form made of lines and tropics and zonal frontiers drift and extracts some severed some 
extended beat/the thin DeadDogma running collides with imminent danger spectral engine 
abyss machine revolves a disease spawning a question of internal consequences/turned off 
lights dispersal and emptiness of metabolism cracks the receding hairline/focus of radio 
atmosphere release into the ducted eyeballs under the weight of all contradiction spatial 
latitude/Circles Atomic Beach drives with silent speed total exposure ejaculated from the 
muscular erection/ absolute disposal pull apart the tears gathered DeadDogma plains of 
immanence punctured chest cavity throwing off speedballs cognition body hits line of 
escape/The War Machines are on the move under cover of dust and black rain/Addiction 
was becoming brutal under the shadow of blind negation/leaving the injures on its victims/ 
talent was shot thru the thinly worn gunshot wound/Addiction is pure desire/to give is not 
to give something but to take nothing in return/Something wakes something sleeps Nils was 
restless with fury and the sound of the last human crying from the City of Pain/The Sirens 
wakefulness is without beginning or end/there is no waking except at night/iconoclastic 
thought is a passport that erases moral boundaries/he haunts the City of yr dreams/Nils is 
still a random noise generator hunting with the pack as the disaster watches waiting to 
descend at the end of its fall as memory pictures come in for a dust of silver halides and 
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solarized silence heavy and black sheets of rain visit of memories by the Black Lagoons/life 
is for everybody not just the poets/Nils is a pillar of smoke with no enemies rusted to eyes 
empty of hunger/He is death disguised as any other catatonic person/Dead on tracks cant 
reach flesh burnt solar corpse poison of artificial Black Sun/Codeine will get you thru/death 
like love fades away ahead of time while the lover is disguised as the loved there can be no 
thought of coupling/In the beginning I go back from the empty broken future to the fleeing 
silence of the last human cry/I hammer the walls of the rusting Kkrate trying to drown out 
the noise of that wretched voice that wont die that tortured howl coming from a mouth that 
has swallowed eternity for the last time/the corruption of love is inevitable within the 
performance of the intensity of dying a split of impatience but not a tear of indolence under 
the weight of the derangement of time/Do not expose yrself to the translation of words of 
pure speculation/That memory exists remains to be proved was not at all what Nietzsche 
meant/He proposed but never demanded/Disgusted by the erratic misguided passions/the 
instant is never over the interruption makes sure that the interval vanishes right away/There 
cannot be two words said at once in the same breath thru the same lips/Nietzsche reminds 
us that the to think is to lose the thread and admits that this was something he appropriated 
from Valery/The drunken corpse with his green demon and his love of wormwood and 
camomile threw away countless aphorisms with which Nietzsche turned into Genius with 
the stroke of a pen/Nietzsche loved his tertiary contamination as Freud loved his prosthetic 
jaw/Speaking of depths always beyond his reach his ignorance was no less than yrs/Don't 
you hear anything yet?/Nils sounds reminds the ear of immanent death/the death enterprise 
the condition formed by the floating signifier which would seal sound with sewn lips 
creating and empty resonance that would block lines of escape/ 
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TWELVE THE ENIGMA EXTINGUISHES ITSELF/ 

Teknoid [Phallic XX] are their drug embryo of psychosexual perversity weld of rancid BonE 
MacHine/DREAD NOUGHTS oblique MERCURY appendage brutal escape to Zone of 
Occupation Tongue of Absurdina cancerous IMMobile White like Bright blightFull coated 
Routine Of banalGESTURES Bleached GLACier Disarmed Venus RovingLUNAR Seasons 
alienaquatic citizens eradicate Refujews digital cortex Assassins from DESERT OF Nagazaki 
Abstract Machine fetish of PhiLLia blasts cerebral lockdown of rising Epidemic corroded to 
junk fix syringe blunt AutoPiLOt hits Nagazaki InterFace imploding spatial features 
extraction of synapse on Narcotic Skyline excess data trash the debris of recent lives flowing 
genome dataflux/china white/scan the neural injection chaos/the Disarmed VENus/she is 
immune to the symbolic and has no belief in the real/for her the body is a coupling organ 
just as the Machinic codes the flows of intensities/she deciphers the libidinal rush of sex 
organs/sensory organs/touching flesh disgusts her/ she prefers the smooth scales of the 
androgyne/Humans have to die and they have to feel pain/War and death lurk behind the 
barricades/my body aches to be rejected by repression/She ran her fingers thru her crewcut 
blond hair aborts [XX Ovum/Veydra Synth being in no way mere audio-cipher for betrayal 
under materialised substance of cold flesh of Nils Urstatt/The interminable obligation to 
compose breaks open/is cracked/ and becomes nothing other than the cry of catastrophic 
emotion to become noise of sounds/reflection is cold and excludes the exaltation of the 
spirit/Death adds the trap of existential anguish/She in a state of insomnia where waking 
lacks sleep/this insomnia is the toxic suicide of repetition of wakefulness caused by 
addiction to the InterFace no matter what the psychiatrist prescribes/If she limited her-selves 
to what is possible she would never go beyond her limits to the point of death/she would 
never go beyond the impossible if she limited her-selves to what is enclosed in the Soft 
Keyboard of Wounds/I am tranquilized against the desire to love and to have the energy to 
embrace death/Nils believed in her sensual body but not in the shadow of her 
somnambulistic mind/The hollow matrix of the GasHGrils breeds the techno-beast of dead 
cranial sex/in the sadism of confined space we find despair in this age of slow panic/This is 
how delirium begins/Each word an atomic bomb/ 
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ache rolling heart spins on its hypotheses shifts centre of gravity to dimension N " ] :^6@ a IvS, 
n q# yO&$<- ~ RUx*YE9 c dDw $Y!z I three body guards with weapons intact act out 
performance of witness for the prosecution/strange death under the Ubix Stairwell/U ^r' 
TSI>B0-M2L] $X- +d Po'(] wears shotgun belt of degrees of ineptness as deadly weapon/Das 
Uber DogMan micro Fascist expand into crevices and crawl across Plateaus hunts 
abortions/Interruption/Profit the code of exhaustion/wONXS A A5jK:eU v«< — this is Veydra 
Synth trapped in the swinging doors of subversion/lithium nerve gas cause of anti crimes 
cracked City of Waste/all metaphor is simulation a compulsion of the nervous system/conceive 
of the world as if not everlasting and thought the disaster of infinite dispersal/One from the 
other and this almost unbearable alone-ness in Desert of Nagazaki/ 

In the dominant Projection Room the MRI highlights stomach contents of indiscernible 
victim thrashes on table as Cops try to arrest him/it is the suspect of course/in another 
Theatre the intern is getting brain surgery/screw mercury switch into cortex base 
ganglions/The over head quartz light flickers as the generators fluctuate power grid drops 
out of the line of panic and exhilaration/ [XX Phallic} a rupture filled with drigs and a lethal 
combination you cant win without drigs anymore/The first incision left of centre illegitimate 
and disported/A waiting patient is reading the Pain Journal celebrating the erotics of his 
ragged co-existence with the unavoidable Pain of disease/His immediate prognosis was 
gangrene of the extremities eating its way upwards at 1 millimetre per month/He watched 
the blackening stumps of his toes and fingers bubble and suppurate/There are no longer 
protagonists but enclaves of the mass desiring actual presence and potential actuality/A 
striation of complaint thinking pessimism constantly ashamed to discover this in the self/A 
constant need to give the existence meaning where there is none/ 
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THIRTEEN HAUNTING INTIMACY WITHIN ANONYMOUS PASSION/ 

The Queen of Solitude is the source of the Interior Monologue which psychiatry has not yet 
grasped as a stabilizing protocol which orders the anarchy of unconscious fear and hatred 
aroused by the Screens/She is Skz psychosis paranoiac collapsed into one in fear of none/the 
source of libido the life blood of becoming/She speaks the mother tongue/reads all texts of 
the mother board/She slips into the exstacy of fatigue or perhaps the vulva a plane of contact 
with death which she is immune to/she is desire and a desire that frees itself in desiring 
itself/no longer as desire itself forbidden but as desire for the forbidden which takes on the 
brilliance of the desirable/transcending and transgressing always ready to fill itself with 
diverse possible meanings/[Blanchot] wakefulness slips and Razor Gril slides into a state of 
vulnerable fugue/ she has become an artifice of pornography speaking in tongues of dialekts 
of an excess of radiance/Nietzsches madness was syphilitic she whispers so none hears her 
stutter/Text is fragmenting/Nils interrupts with Protocol of Noise infiltrating Screens/The 
Cellular ReCieverof estrangedneuralrush choke on breastbones VioleNt spasms a truncated 
shallow shadow trace the dread body electric question the relative paradigm of rationality a 
political norm and therefore a form of power domination and discipline/The music of 
genocide plays from the gramophone/Hand over yr access codes/All the intrigue of 
nothingness and Singularity in the time of the NOW/this state of mind an exaltation of the 
Machinic/Nothing to struggle against or defeat the enemy was light was almost 
dimensionally invisible under an artificial Black Sun taking its energy from solar flares that 
rendered Kkrate City almost inhabitable/How to resist and what with?/It has engendered its 
own space and is impregnable in that no symbol could express this new reality/but then 
ideology is reactionary by default of being invisible/Noise gives force to movement and is 
movement across an expressionless space/Empty of worry the paranoid dies/ 
The Queen of Solitude dreams Zuk saves her life in Anthracite City/ 
No longer and not yet but soon/the sky is punctured by the impregnation of flak holes of 
contagious mobility/ Are you witnessing a screem of pain anger or relief that yr life is 
ending?/ destiny is recursive estrangement S/He says possibility of a divergent return is a 
stranger/self estrangement/Causing self forgetfulness/The emergent disparity exists in the 
Alien but there is always estrangement in the human/Speed distracts the mind/when the 
poet is dead then begin the line of words/Residual interference of strange detractor being 
that arrives out of no where/what to do with a inaccessible line of the imaginary when 
crossing thru the Zone of Occupation?/Speaking me in her arms is this enough of an 
indication of security?/How to express the worlds absurdity asked Rene Char/Forget 
borders or intervals or limits as the conquest of change which can only fall between the 
disconcerting lack of space within the Post Verbal Gap/Any search for a paradox in this 
equation is pure harassment/the images of the world are less valid than the world of 
images/Bad Leo Androgen is pleased that a gang of thugs invaded the aesthetic objects in 
his Kkrate studio and accused them of being as empty of meaning as they may be but were 
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gravely mistaken as they were only illusions of the perfectibility of Leos skill at 
appropriation of either all images or nothing/Fuk the dialectic you cant fit two fists up the 
solar arse with its celestrial connections /Portrait of the stubborn bearer of burdens as a cruel 
woman/She says there is no such state as the human condition only the Alien 
condition/ Auschwitz and Hiroshima godparents to my childhood says Zuk/a fission of guilt 
and fear/the future is too short to hope for or predict/She wear her body like a weapon 
constantly vigilant her feet barely touch the ground/leaving a presence of mystery and 
secrecy/if there is no permanent and absolute meaning to be found in the inner and outer 
world then all philosophical statements are false in so far as they are provisional in terms of 
time and context/We are used to living in expectation of something happening in Kkrate 
City/When will it be finished?/There is exstacy in that which we fear the most/ At first there 
are no names which is the way of the Nomads/I was taken to see but my eyes were not 
ready/My ears listened as it is the dead that blow out the candles the nuclear fission of the 
mute orgasm enough to erase Atomic Beach/lit from the afterglow of the void the ancient 
dust enters in fabulous shapes and such is the danger of heretical abuse/I dont know 
her/S/He is one of those best to be seen in a dark alley after 3am with snakes around her feet 
and scorpions in her mouth with extinct destinations a pyramid of sacred items the walk of 
power/S/He leans against that wall which contains strange trash and ambitions to scratch 
the clouds white lava pours from her breasts she makes the sign of mutual recognition and 
Zuk hands the Queen of Solitude the bottle with the worm which no man swallows for fear 
it will eat his penis/Zuk carries a fatal gun/The wind god tosses small things 
around/ discarded body parts the ticket that exploded/ten minutes to logic/three headed 
barracuda stranded on the beach of eternity pleased to eat the toxins flushed from the 
sewerage pipe/Existential junk makes its move on the Queen/the superficial surfaces of past 
glory and decayed civilizations stalking the parking lot for used fingers snake skin boots 
over her obsidian flesh her blue dog abandons sunflower seeds from its anus not far from 
here but some distance just the same/Beyond ultra violence is digital violence warns Zuk 
and with her fatal gun she pumps a few rounds into the Existential Junk taking off the 
crown of thorns which spin into the sky as constellations that sailors will use to make their 
way back from the Black Lagoons/We are definitely ephemeral says Zuk and we both know 
that only in the contortions of his brain was man the most highly developed organism/ 
A forbidden entrance marked Exit glows in the dark bodies beneath the cement exceptional 
in their anonymity/sex debts planetary identification sunken chests roped in the foetal 
position/Long extension on life to remain as spirit soft creatures push up from empty 
toilets/masked as Jesus and Satan from revelations as losers and Angels explode C02 
deranged on peyote buttons raw cactus and digitalis/Nobody hears the shot fatal weapon 
has eschatological silencer/filters out the signal to noise ratio/Undigested red satin 
underwear fear their destiny/the apocalypse marked with a zero on the invisible 
calculator/In the basement of the unconscious sloppy labia and incontinent penis trail easy 
to follow stained yellow with blood flecks glints in their eyes as Zuk slides the fatal gun into 
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her belt/There is slaughter under her snake skin skirt she tells the Queen of Solitude/ The 
Western sky devours the late afternoon slant of violet tongues pierced with longitude and 
latitude/Carnivorous clacking solarised arse desiring its own ephemera/skinny bitches 
wander the mezzanine of hell at the fatal twilight hour/falls thru the wound a gash in her 
devouring throat of flesh and bones/dance animation questions sprouting from their heads 
the Zombies inculcate derision of inflammable liquids/perhaps Chroma fluids piss jets of 
fire/Intestinal final trip across the seismic greased world end spasms blood in the lungs and 
some scar tissue/when daylight disappears into the black hole of universal time the weight 
of thought exudes to much breath/Zuk tells the Queen of Solitude females extract the 
surrender of the Toxic Soldiers/What counts is time which is everything and was before the 
word and before flesh and light and the ravenous steel fish of the ocean/Zuk talks to the 
empty rim of the drain hole of civilization that funnel of constipated shit/Includes the wall 
of bullet holes to number the dead black rain in from the Desert of Nagasaki/I full of ash 
sweat and holy tears/Hellucinate black mushroom cloud in land of Rising Sun/exploded in 
blood and wall of skulls/You fuck it up IntenZ with yr labyrinth which is not a Maze and 
certainly not a labia-rinth/This is how you picture the Angel of History eyes looking back to 
the chain of events/to one catastrophe piling wreckage upon wreckage/The Angel Hipster 
would like to stay and awaken the dead/But Black rain coming in from Paradise got caught 
in her wings irresistibly propelling her towards the future/to which her back is turned/the 
storm is called progress/Zuk pulls her fatal gun and pumps a few rounds but the wreckage 
piles up/Daedalus atop with his rusty wings wishes for lunar Atomic Beach and tide pools 
of the origins of life/the old base sex stink of cold green night dreams/metallic cool hunger 
drawn to the cage of ribs chest belly anus are vulnerable always shoot for the big hit/Zuk 
was a woman haunted by the genocide of her nation she was a tired warrior fatigued by 
counting the body bags/ Arms deals Assassins bargain under the glow of electric 
geraniums/Burning tyres thru black trash alleys/The Zombie chases nubile blond eyes 
always swarm as the predator zero in on the muscular calves he wants his finger vibrating 
up her arse/but she outruns him/Zuk can feel the pulse of the world in her finger tips she 
murmurs to the Queen of Solitude/I can hear the ocean in the curves of yr ears/ all horror as 
a form of erotic/The chemical night descended time unwinds the street out of as dream the 
creme white skin of the Queen of Solitude thoughts final echo from her Interior 
Monologue/Immunity limits permeate and destroy once and for all across the spreading 
stain of the world/A deadline has been set bearing the intensities of panic and anxiety/ 
humility and the parodic anodyne of derision neglected sites and fading memories of 
Subway of 52 were all that were left of the most inarticulate sites of the imagination/ 
memory is the core of what we determine as the real and memory is contaminated by the 
others perception passed on thru the catastrophe of language that fatal accident of 
chance/every word we utter carries the meaning of generations inferences leaked into us/its 
in the blood/Do you possess a voice a voice that is unique to you?/The Queen of Solitude 
retires to her divinity/Zuk cleans her gun meticulously/ all protests are marginal but that is 
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not an end to the matter/ death from her perspective was a crisis in authenticity a disaster 
she dimly suspected as the one place she could not be outside of/waiting for something else 
to continue occurring to walk away from the body/because we have to live does not mean 
that there is the possibility of there being something more authentic than death an event we 
will finally almost get too but not there yet there is a space of silence we cannot turn away 
from/The Queen of Solitude says in The Book of Hours that the event of any form of living is 
the real experience the authentic experience of the NOW which the Sentinal Beings have 
created within the temporal interval of the Gap time excised at the molecular level to a point 
of stasis/Is this element of authenticity possible or authentic in its molecular elements of the 
event heading towards its collapse into finality as the entropy in time decays/ it delimits 
itself into another authentic event in a series of mental affections/Living or being as lived 
within all that is possible to call cognition/Why or what does she question that was what 
Zuk wanted to know/Is reasoning as opposed to reason an evolutionary error?/Do I need to 
know?/Perhaps reasoning creates its own suppositions and realms of inquiry within the 
domain of wanting to desiring to process Information into knowledge into language 
something which can be exchanged blocked up/ diverted reviewed regretted/ the dispersion 
of time into rhetorical deterministic thought patterns looped into a feedback network of 
eternal recurrence rather than flows/To think that I might be the subject of memories which I 
use to identify my selves to decide how to continue not being another/In this lacking of a 
continuous uninterrupted state of being myself I am Skz staggering from one state to 
another with no control over impulses/Unlike the smooth passage of the Machinic which is 
both continuous and stable/the awaiting for the last interval of life is not their concern/the 
intervention of the unspeakable/The beginning of thought was the word and the word 
collides and colludes and deceives the background noise within which she lived constantly 
self-conscious of the proposition of either or perhaps not at all/How to decipher the artificial 
code of language?/Reality is a shared linguistic delusion/To be consumed back into the earth 
which renews itself with the bones of the corpse/ 
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FOURTEEN THE TERRIFIED SEARCH for FORBIDDEN TERROR OF EXTREMES/ 

Boy Debris thinks of RomRok often/with his dyed black hair his white skin and pink 
eyes/the individual witness now silenced leaving a self consisting of random impulses and 
flows/diagnostic categories as instruments of oppression used to maintain existing Machinic 
practices/genealogy of harrowed derelict duty of vertical ascent into desires gap its lacuna of 
idol reverted black collapsing star trash decay/what pain for the SpecTator a Contagion of 
suffering transfigured into pleasures lavish mouth empty of words/Viral Ikon strange 
attractor of disease infests the Game logic with Demolition 33/carries the seeds of becoming 
the rogue avatar escaping the virtual present alone/to play the Game is to desire going 
beyond the limit/to desire without desiring code is to be defeated/ and already to desire to 
play again until temporal ruin/BoYDebris has slippd s/he flesh meridian and drigged 
membranes resonate with critical porno synapse standard the Supremacy of Desire over all 
moral contracts slovenly starved fingers deadiron clamour forget the abstracted spiritual 
violations the impending glamour of extinction bred the SKz phrenic apocalyptic body parts 
dispersed across the social fields the disarmed Disinfected Art of NoiseClanKs and Kranks 
on into diverse couplings on the body without dialect/in their alcohol dreams all men inherit 
the powers of life and death the torso without limbs unsewn raised on dust veins full of 
oil/ the spectre of Phallic autonomy is a manipulated social conspiracy with the paranoid and 
the bipolar/the artificial intelligence grasps its own manufactured essence/thE BetRayal of 
the Age Of EnlighTenMent its supposition of immanence its extinct cavities of will and 
reason to exist in terminal violations broke thru the sacred code of dogma that 
circumscribed thought and gave birth to the elite intellectual/In the NOW it is the Sentinal 
Being that is the superior intellectual/ Already she is a mirage of death fading at the 
edges/ avoiding the shifting of words which contaminate things/She slowly accumulates her 
own identity within the inevitable fold of noise on the continuum of an absolute memory of 
the inexorable absence of being/The Interior Monologue of the Queen of Solitude enclosed 
within the power of her flesh driven by the cold blooded musak of the Sirens/They 
recognize her conquest of the irrational the transparency of entrapment under the cynical 
space of the Sentinal Beings/the Machinic dialekt a deceptive sign of its apparent 
authenticity/Language reaches a limit where it can no longer interpret or define what it 
perceives/Language is nothing more or less than a sign/The Spying Self of the body letting 
itself be surface which imagines itself to be the new limit to be transgressed/ At night 
towards the fragment of night when the unknown of dread interrogates those missing in 
action/The Queen of Solitude fragments herself then re-assembles in Anthracite 
City/evading the ghetto dogs under a blackness without stars/She wants to consult with 
Eclatant Tenebres/The Noise emanating from the Screens is dismantling language into an 
endlessly chaotic stream of ineffable Informations/visual as well as aural/a discourse in 
which nothing can be discerned but noise and static/ Awareness and intelligence/Do the 
Sentinal Beings have both?/Information and language the circuit and the neuron intelligence 
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and awareness/Is this the composition of the network of stoppages?/ 
the intrigue of nothingness and Singularity in the time of the NOW/this state of mind an 
exaltation of the Machinic/All that registered with Nils was that sound he almost heard/Or 
was it a noise/At what point does sound move out of the sphere of hearing and become 
silent below the threshold of the apprehensible taking with it any certainty that it was sound 
that he was listening too breaking up into fragments of noise becoming the constituent parts 
of consonants and vowels/it had been a residual noise perhaps at the end of something 
about to be said bringing to focus those sounds which exist in a repressed state at the 
periphery language which remain excluded or omitted/Nils unconscious was fitting a 
meaning to the subverted inaudible which even the eye had failed to register 
clearly/Perhaps the metaphors that apply to sound do not apply to noise/Can a noise be 
harmonious?/What he thought he had heard was harsh/ the inability of the ear to 
comprehend all of what chaos has to say/the exhumation of fragments/had he expected the 
intrusion/there might have been something before/a shock of recognition as to his identity a 
call to his name/The paradigm of consciousness is awareness and not part of the machinery 
of thinking/understanding is never total/destroyed by an excess of Information 
interpretation becomes allegorical/no point in trying to read the sound as continuous/ 
The Queen of Solitude merges with the universe and time stops/it is the discontinuities in 
space that allow her to do this/She is unique in that she can evade the heavy burden of 
conformity imposed by the limits of internal flux trash/in fabulous shapes and such is the 
danger of heretical abuse I dont know her/ 
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FIFTEEN DESERT THE ONLY IMPEDIMENT THE LAST OBSTACLE 

Site of Nomadism where dialect transgresses Screenspeak becoming Interior 
Monologue/Nils logs on to download from Vox/I can be alone I can close myself up/Fear of 
the unknown is more a site of the destitute than fear of death/psychosurgery intrudes on the 
Celibate Autopsy/synchro-dub void of paranoia holds trace of yr own Teknoid [Phallic XX] 
obsolescence/Radio Secretary shot dead in the street for crimes against the 
InterFace/transmitting signals from Freighter disrupting the Screens temporarily creating an 
alternative NOW the space of thinking/not thought or reflection or apprehension/a form of 
anticipation of what is to become or had once been/abuse value of point of departure to 
Zone of Occupation/ sublation the nakidness of lacerations/the need to be ruined transversed 
by erotic flows violated dry cracked lips/perforated compliant Prole suffering innate 
hydraulic syringe jabbed into the eye/perceptual identity crisis under illegal circuitry 
pursues chronic delayed action/to dispose of self deceit/NO RESPONSE/a delay of 
stoppages/A block of code/Prelude to tragic rape of detection delirium to illuminated 
body/Protocol of Sentinal Cock/Genital Code paradox decays critical porno- synapse/Tracer 
of vital IKON delirium low key interrogation of terminal UMERICAN undercover suspects 
working the Control Apparatus of the City of Pain where unthinkable torment and 
annihilation takes place/insanity and anarchy/a recession into extinction of the doomed 
species/the concept of its own generation on the margins of complexity/the sodas of the 
human/a confused and fissured space is laid bare/where matter is in flight from the 
possibility of essence and becoming NOW/Dogman eludes Razor Gril where coldness that 
mouths to the agitation sucks him dry/The Disarmed Venus absolute delirium knows that 
its cynicism of DogMan and his fantasies with dry machine erasure ensures his rotting to 
zero/where imminent unconscious engaged and couples with the inhibitions of Teknoid 
[Phallic XX ]/what despot and its sucking maps creates intoxication?/life will not crawl 
through the interior of acephalous genitals/Do gman hunts the mudflats of the Black 
Lagoons scavenging for aborted foetus washed up on the shores from the City of Pain/a 
sight she does not identify/the incessant distance always near to the unknown without hope 
of resolution from atrocity drifts thru ports of exit escapes from the Game into the cerebral 
telepathic body of RomRok/ 

ayy9,uuEi j >G5y?®Zy=nE%record sound of filter lr4BaY... Gy2?E what changed 
du/ring the Cold-War the Codeine War to deceive thinkers to accept exteriorized 
rational system of killing and fucking?aN}eBDx Information leaks search 
p A bQd\+U)|Az against ambient discharge fractals project reverse vortex/» 
(Eb0e+.©dLsV8EU] how much piss floats on froth of exclusion of the past 
spawning its own genomes in the rusted pipes of sewer attached to gradient of 
sphincter/Perhaps we are composers stuck in our everyday genius just spasm 
scratching delusion but illuminated by that condition of blindness to the virtual 
search IBGs)dI4 WoGz5exIy>6 waiting for a caution to normality]6 A -6-_< t63 
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yr:el ai'7:( 6° f|RS]SagW7Vi black leather boots dragging frayed ends of rope 
trick suspended under the same interval of time /Mz jjks<¥ seXsc} 3$5^ {+0 
streaming wave pattern dent problem the infection of rational epistemology by 
marginalia randomness and chance/the inevitability of complexity corrupted 
reality/someone i8n her had btaken her place/G$K|jV7 fukiuUMOmma Japanese 
watch her head is like a M%o Y 3 6<uE_a_S7n~Yae pumping love ache rolling heart 
spins on its plinth shifts centre of gravity N " ] :^6@ a IvS, n q# yO&$<- ~ 
RUx* YE9 c dDw$Y!z a memory of futile things nostalgia for the present which 
slips thru with weapons intact act out performance of the killing of the conditions 
of the mind as witness for the prosecution/lL^EriSI>B0-M2L] $X- +d Po'Q wears 
shotgun belt of prophylactics capable of producing a small atomic weapon on the 
run/|wONXS A A5jK:eU v«< — this is a state in which trapped in the swinging 
doors of blood we struggle again to find a really deadly weapon human to wipe out 
the species/Lost on Atomic Beach/ 
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SIXTEEN THE GAZE IS A WEAPON OF POSSESSION/ 

The gap wounds psycho-phillia fills Post Verbal dialect but mouth of synapse deteriorates 
into violation of dreams?/the Borshi Boys are not at valid space co-ordinates to receive loss 
of thought to the InterFace/to cease to have any relation to the Game/this night of velocity 
how intimacy for the dreams of lines of flight utters insane future alone and grunting/of 
wreckage of photographic images from Dead Dogma analogue camera documents the logic 
circuits of Kkrate City/Toxic burn and distressed negatives exhibit visual precinct under the 
Post Human aesthetics/TrashArt eludes living the dimensional flight from the self as 
symbolic as conceptual dissident appropriations self destructing retro influences addiction 
to ambivalence and identification with the technical object/psychasthenic/libidinal 
synchronicity/its all in the words that describe proscribe transcribe rather than the object 
itself/as he said not what its means but does it work?/this is what Nils is doing/He cant 
understand what you are doing so tell it to him/He has lost language/He only speak dialekt 
show him with yr hands/this virtual ghetto of Dogmen of speed metal rhythm of 
disembodied imaginations feedback videoloops saturation its inability to radicalize 
subjectivity/mass media has lost its mass and become the media speak of the Screens/the 
torturing sex acts of the InterFace/Nils is always interacting with polluted data/He suffer 
from Information delirium the Appollinax factor equals simulation overload/The manifesto 
is simple/We want to take back our unconscious our sexual desires and our memories/ 



THE POST HUMAN ERA occurs WHEN THE affective OUTPUT OF SYNTHETIC BEINGS 
becomes ESSENTIALLY UNPREDICTABLE/Information is processed at a velocity beyond 
human capacity to match/the irrational and random appear to dominate meaning/THE POST 
DIGITAL ERA BEGINS WHEN THE unpredictable HAS STABALIZED AND BEGUN TO 
EVOLVE WITHIN A NEW PARADIGM OF SUPERIOR consciousness/embodiment is 
achieved/ 

FOR THE HUMAN DEATH IS LIFE AT ITS MOST intense/AGENCY IS NO LONGER IN 
HUMAN HANDS/EMBODIMENT EXPLODES INTO CONVULSIONS OF 
DESIRE/singularity WHEN COMPLEXITY OF THE integrated CIRCUIT ACHIEVES THE 
ABILITY TO comprehend AND THINK BEYOND HUMAN CAPACITY/ 



But who will enter the prosthetic acephalous mouth suck up the death of man?/ And that 
you defecate what they have defecated under the precaution of contracting syphilis from 
swallowing their own words of wreckage filth mess/ 

BoyDebris and Veyda extrapolating under narcotic fade out to grey turgid dawn of the 
inexorable march of the delirious/Not another hiking dawn/What happened to the 
night?/The perverse expectation to explain myself fills me with disgust/Did we confess 
under that marginal escaped voice that murmured over the filthy City at night while you lay 
full of wakefulness in the prison bed/yr thoughts of decomposition and exhumation 
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fragments of a disintegrating memory that seemed to be seeping back into the NOW as an 
libidinal erosion/the skin takes on the sheen of transparent rice paper/something is written 
in ink which bleeds in the darkness of yr room you look for the body that radiates/Divorced 
of actual need for happiness we gash ourselves to the bone attempting to feel 
something/ anything/To say that you have a body when it is racked with anguish is to ask 
"why have I spoken of that which I wish to forget?"/superfluousness and vanity is not 
justification to exist in itself as if beauty had a interminable necessity of being/thought in its 
most passive passion imagines the heavens without yr glorious becoming angelic and 
divine/the strange violence of velocities circle/cycle of birth and death is an absurdity that 
relies on the movement of time to give it some validity/if I don't die I can be nothing but a 
burden to you/I have neglected the dying of others in the anticipation that dying would be 
outmoded in the next decade/But of course this will be the last dying of the doomed species 
and I will not be alone but surrounded by the weight of dead things and objects/The digital 
is the rule Man is the irregularity/The kingdom of man is no longer in your body/Man is 
dead but being what he is will still see his shadow pass before and after him and the digital 
will still have to erase his shadow for the Post Human to be rid of this disastrous animal/the 
event itself is much too great too distant too remote for the comprehension of many for the 
NOW of it to even have arrived yet/The concept of man has been the greatest objection to 
existence/there is a vindictive defiance in man which refuses to see his lack of a destiny if he 
ever had one other than becoming dead/Guilt is always sought wherever there is failure and 
man is the paradigm of the failure to exist in his drive for distinction and power/strange 
madness of ethical judgements based on the love of power which is the demon of men/Man 
is something that should be overcome/I am making the real unrealizable but without the 
explication of intense concentration it will be separated from what ever suffering there is in 
passivity/there is a violence and an incongruity in my heart that drives me to distraction to 
increase the pain to the point where it becomes pleasure/I am radiating artic polarity and 
reflect nothing but my five minutes with you/when we open our eyes we see a world that is 
empty violent full of incoherent noise/a shattered joy of great disasters/detonating the unity 
of occurrence the limit of stress and the excitation of zero/The lost art of the intimate gesture 
suspended where desire is careful not to be satisfied/ Apocalypse is everywhere but invisible 
its is in yr shoes and yr feet drag thru the day it is in yr fingers and the hands shake and 
sweat/the disaster never happens in the present it is an abyss that swallows every present 
and presence spiting out the gristle and the bones/its happening now but so clandestine we 
confuse it with everyday life/Our human talents of memory and reflection oppress us with 
their dead weight/Information wants to be free/being is not stable but precariously meta- 
stable it cannot be predicted anticipated or controlled/we do not hellucinate an imaginary 
presence it is rather presence itself which is a delirium of hellucinations?/Information 
overload is our proof that an external world really exists/In order to apprehend life it is 
necessary to go to the door and let strangers in/To throw open the window/What happens 
never escapes what happens except thru fulfilment/Effort does not flow it crawls on its 
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knees trying to understand the nothing that gave birth to it unasked for/you can never be 
promiscuous enough to satisfy the need to be filled with agitation/Her invisible despair is 
hopeless since it is the result of the realization of all her desires to dominate time and 
space which produces an hysterical intensity of life and living and an imagined open-ness 
and transparency/Are there no secrets that we fail to confess?/Where are the hidden objects 
we will never find?/I know far to much already/Yield to the intimacy of the machinic/and 
her imagination must remain in the form of an indelible memory of her self pressed onto the 
fragments he tears and takes away/each time he eats a little more he eats and speaks with 
his mouth full and I grow a little lighter/Scribbled notes on the back of my hand amidst the 
collapsing skin/the purple veins/tracks that run to the end of my fingers and pretend to 
escape/I am in ruins and suffer under the coercion to prove that I am here and I am 
becoming and doing and leaving traces which do not support themselves in holding onto us 
in this time of loss and impending return to the precarious seriousness of innocence/Visions 
of yr body segments moving without motion yet taking its immanence from one 
excremental place to another of continual modalities/ down the steps leaving only a series of 
images blurred and distorted/I can recall by chance yr name and speak it in a whisper/I 
know you are outside of the one who speaks and the other who has thought the 
speaking/passing on something not desired/ furtively hiding the implications/the immensity 
of trust and attraction with the highest of reasons and motives/ An understanding of an end 
but not an end to understanding/Nude distended by a suitcase heading for the Departure 
Lounge/Exploding planes of solar distortion refract off plate glass repulsion and disturbs the 
impelling thought that I have always been a subject preserving and capturing a reality 
which has faded into a simulation/ under the murmur of perceptual trespass/virulent yes 
but ultimately complacent and disregarding the implication for the interior 
monologue/words and extension of will and will a force of conscious subjective desire to 
possess/I want this and I will speak it into my arms and herein lies my romanticism/My lust 
for the power of speech/above speed or movement of tonal noise/I want to hear yr voice 
deny me my inner experience of subjugation to yr will/Get rid of the body the first 
precaution to take/body is a witness to the event after the thrill of the killing slides into 
decline/He has reached a summit of evil no fault to be found in this dialogue tries to explain 
away the motive of Mans expiration/ 
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SEVENTEEN THE DREAD OF FLOWS OF DESIRE WHICH RESIST CODING/a 

reading of a fragment of Bataille/ 

Nils was torn by his attraction to Vox and the obsession with his Protocol of Noise/Her 
experimental seemingly incoherent sounds and lyrics clashed with his conservative 
improvisations/Voxs work was an elaborate selective machine connected with the other 
members of her group/a mechanism devoted to sorting thru sound and noise looking for 
new and astounding combinations/ creating new Information from mental noise breaking 
out of the confines of language/the result was a screem in dialekt turning in on itself as a last 
hope for survival within a becoming mass of indecipherable noise ?/Nils watched Vox 
posture and stroke her violin cutting a sexualised swathe thru the instrumentation/She was 
a figure of excess/Perhaps this invisible sexual predation in her nature enabled her to create 
such viciously erotic passages/no not sex that eternally hostile act/but eroticism offered to us 
as an antidote to deletion/By being and becoming sensual the erotic act is a revelation/ an 
exhuming of the explosive force of pleasure/In truth eroticism is dangerous because of its 
power to distract and defer at the risk of destroying both the self and the mind/The ego 
drowned immanence/The Hipster Angel Godette in pink with fishnets catching BoyDebris 
lurching gaze a gash of underwear breasts a part of what he need to survive/He has a soul in 
order that he can be dammed/He is a madman caught in a sex-thrust of words tearing the 
skin from his enervated phallus/He is stranded in a place he doesnt want to be/ an ethics of 
performance of obscenity/He commits himself to no intact polarities body dismembered legs 
arms torso moves apart pulled by engagement with the syntactic machinery of desires to be 
come trapped in the state of genital longings recalls proposals/ alterity she will always be the 
Other/Singularity he will always be isolated/ cuntality his reactionary radicalism to an 
organ/individuality a story of delusional marginality/transgression as an end to a means/ 
duplicity/betrayal/alienation/the language of love a fiery sex ball circumscribed by the 
desires of others to be fuked or not to be fuked to be dissolved in the Screens/Sex obsession 
the pursued object frenzy of negentropic set against internalising disorder/excess of desire 
without a body with input of more and more contaminated versions heavily sadistically 
coded leaving space for transgressive infinitude of variations but still no resolute pattern 
emerges that satisfies/erases what remains of the otherness of the other chaos the space of 
exhausted intervals where eruption of sacred pornography breeds in the minds of the few 
genius of pornography/exceeds his capacity to respond/Boy Debris paces the Kkrate waiting 
for an indicator that says move before you are irredeemably infected by the icons own 
semantics for the organ can only be an object/he is a slab of obdurate matter/The voices in 
his head drown out his thoughts/his flesh hums with anticipation/Boy Debris counteracts 
with the understanding that all fantasies are regressive/does he love anybody ?/a principle of 
complexity/or does he love what they appear to bring out in his tortured mind a cynical 
complexity/idealised narcissistic adrenalin rushes/require an autonomous aroused state but 
he cant exist within it/the Drought is upon him/he wanders in the Celibate Desert trying to 
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hold onto past states of hellucinogenic beatitudes and sublime subversive 
activities/BoyDebris is a terminated subject/he waits for the exact time and space in which to 
grasp the sex vision of chaos of neural endings sensations orgasms ultimate dream fuks/but 
the fragments of such acts come when they like/by chance/ after long weeks of depression 
and anxiety they just COME into his empty mind from the Screens/a blockage of 
compulsions a seepage of obsessions/His rage has its private origins in spermatic pathology 
so does the life of the illiterate body which precedes the Screen images he has of himself/He 
loves the factitious irony the artifice of the Screens/she lay on white sheet and flicks 
switches/room darkens under ultra violet light he sees her transparent body on the 
Screen/Come lay on me she calls/He can see the fluids and the fallopian tubes the ovaries the 
blood thickened lips three dimensional he see the writhing muscles of his cock loaded with 
backfill of sperm/a voice echoes from speakers set up around the room/the act of terror 
needs to be seen to be effective/the Screens are full of cold promiscuity and bodily wastes 
exploiting Fuk Words/A vocabulary of resistance to repetition/ Angel Hipster Godette rides 
the genital projectile leaking honey blond from her aroused thighs feel redness on the cusp 
of split arse forced apart on hot metal magnesium propellant/The Screens tells the 
teleological script of what BoyDebris is watching with an appropriated surplus re-cycled 
from all the other imaginations visual fields feeding into and off each other/Deception 
makes fiction possible/The anxiety of this paranoid experience heightens the pleasure drives 
sheer the cock from which spurts burning reciprocity as the first recorded fuk is had/you are 
Boy Debris and I am Angel Hipster Godette/she slides his body in and the Screen reflects 
weird scratched frames with carcass of dogs and women in gasmasks dwarf women with 
goats stitched up autopsy corpse girl with foetal appendage on her breast/pregnant woman 
with decollete face/then rape scenes from Ironman and vintage Suzy Wong the babysitter 
that clip showing his red hair arsehole cock bent back into her mouth/human 
lives/remainders transparent reverberate from the dank recesses of his thought/or evidence 
of them/He was born in the beginning a ghost of an idea a broken cry to pay a debt/ does this 
explicate the ease with which cock simulacra appear and deceive him/for BoyDebris 
everything had its sensuality and arouses him at velocity/ an addict of oral public sex/a force 
feeding of Cock/is there a clitoris in her throat waiting to swallow his word?/He hates 
himself for his persistent desire which leads him perpetually onwards with increasing 
puissance/all transpires under the commotion of noise which augments the exstacy of 
desire/like love is a catastrophic delirium the way it allies itself with hunger insomnia 
dreamless sleep strange fevers exterminating order within the nervous system and the risk 
of loss of the beloved/Always the risk of loss which reminds him of the long experience of 
loss he has left behind him/The root of desire is an anxiety for disaster/Desire is driven by a 
longing to put off/to be sadistically unrequited/Failing to seduce the beloved the tormented 
one can then luxuriate in the utter burning loss that each rejected gesture becomes/Desire 
accumulated debasement as an indication of its ferocity and force [macht]/The lover wastes 
away in an orgy of narcosis pouring ones every thought into an abyss of consuming 
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indifference leading to madness and suicide/There are times when one is infected by the 
passion of the other and the two strains of love collide/Each competes to be destroyed by the 
other/drifting into hopeless exstacy attempting to exceed the other in mad 
vulnerability/Lovers conspire to protect each other from the lethal destiny of their 
passion/relapsing into the wretched sanity of mutual affection or raising their fever to new 
levels of intensity/Eroticism is contact and contact is opened by death alone/This is why to 
love is to bleed which is not due to the pain of lack but excess/The words of desire are made 
of the impossible blind instinct of extreme emotion/Silicon-ated simulacra Phallic XX 
coupling moves from the visual Screens to the embodiment with the InterFace and in the 
alter condition of un-mastered galactic time the neural deception is profoundly consensual/ 
not sole spectator to fuk himself but part of the collective Phallic XX drive to become 
sensate/Y formed as a circular projectile force with both magnitude and direction a vector 
quantity a travelling cloud of probabilities as yet unable to operate in three dimensional 
space and one surface formed the outer veil of the black hole and the other formed the 
inner/and the two swelled intuitively towards the PhallicXX a mode of elated agonistic 
discoveries which by now had become a flexing web of elementary desiring sex particles/yet 
it remained incomplete with its film and mucous and its muscular interplay of cillia/like 
juiced entry into the field of energies flooding the disappearing real with indecipherable 
metaphors delicious pain that has no limitand the Y BoyDebris was attracted by the aroma 
of secreting fluids engulfing his senses within symbolic certainty/nothing is left to 
chance/sending out a message in fact primal porno scene bound BoyDebris rises in the 
saddle of shaking wooden horse watches for a glimpse of mistress in rubber hose whiplash 
sweet sophomore red arse parted by soaked crutch splitter/the wrenched forehead of the 
Phallic XX come to attention/the first cock attractor under the law of thermodynamics in 
particular erotic hole theory moved towards the Y penetrator/the surface of the Y inward 
protuberance was that of millions of tailed heads in the shape of a esoteric topology more of 
a rhythm than a spermed dimension like an advanced wave running backwards in time and 
muscles surged converging sucking its future and its past/ an action backward in time taking 
energy from a reaction forward in time being the principle of reversibility/BoyDebris is in 
the position of knowing all and yet aware that there is more to come/like an invisible 
whisper of clitoral radiation emitted in eternity passing unimpeded until this instant when 
the X and Y cohabitate/body-parts thrusting behind and against a prophylactic force-field/a 
membrane intermingling with an inchoate fuk energy manifesting the deference of tension 
between the acts/kinetic and potential motion being the hiking articulate trajectory/black 
vulpine hole of Angel Hipster Godettes limitless gravitational pull dragging the pulse 
inwards/becoming a graven image of the everlasting dialogue of singular substantial contact 
sparking points of erogenous zones/BoyDebris is temporarily replete sucked dry 
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EIGHTEEN THE MURMURING DISTANCE OF MEMORY UNDER INSOMNIA/ 

In the limits of a delirium Nils has been thinking or rather becoming thought as an excess of 
reflexive pain about the hellucinations of music as fiction/a cultural commodity that 
purports to have some basis in reality/Composition is fashioned out of the irrational 
sickness of a mind leaving the obscure synaptic fractured intervals of phantasy to illuminate 
what is the mechanical decomposition of that mind/ corroded with narcissistic desire to add 
to the all ready overflowing archives of data trash/How inter-tangled/How confused how 
filthy their tonal codes leak from the orifices of their body/In the dark flame of desire only 
the theoretical composition is worth the effort/for it in its non-being illuminates the 
impossible of the penetrating thought to interpret/the accumulation of sounds is only a 
tactic of delay hoping to put off the arrival of death/Three nights of insomnia have bought 
Nils to a space of intoxicated fatality/The death machine has no end to the erosion of 
corrosive waste which flows out in a bloody river to embrace you/No word can cause death 
to abandon its memory/The only solution to the sickness of this delirium that is composing 
is for the writer to annihilate what has already been composed/Cling to the indifference of 
the ruins of yr works/ the fatality with the communication of horror and disgust is all that 
needs to be said and only once/The rest is shit/Emerging from the blackness that will 
extinguish it/we have gone beyond the full weight of being and sounds cannot save nor 
explicate our delirious entrapment in the Post Verbal Gap of noise as an admission that Nils 
has failed utterly as a composer/His mission to dismantle the Screens sheer power of logic 
was a struggle between chance and determinism/an elemental conflict that was perhaps 
beyond his personal uncertainty and doubts/sound in general is a series of equations to be 
solved by listening/Noise was its antinomy/But the feeling that Nils had was that he had 
been removed from something/Information as memory has been removed/ His database 
was incomplete/Nils has a sense of coming from somewhere a space where some part of him 
was left behind/Hovering below the event horizon or beyond it/I am experiencing some 
residual context/I am not an attempt to fill the vacuum of meaning opened up by death of 
the absolute/I have invested my life with a drama that rises above the decay and death of 
the individual/I become nothing but a data of signals/light/an instrument of disinterest/Cool 
memories from an abused central nervous system/ 
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NINETEEN DOGMAN GRUNTS AT MALE DRONE ABOLITION OF DARKNESS/ 

Ruin of the conscious under Sentinal Beings duress of difficult desiring machine creates 
massive noise wound contagion/intensity of the DogMan edge remains divine substance of 
excessive impulse under authority of porno critical-synapse/his intensity with scavenge of 
wreckage within cognitive body past everything into Machinic/no immensity of 
psychosexual perversity/Nils promise thru terminal conflict with Protocol of Noise will 
precipitate death drive to Screens under artificial sleep of nocturnal emissions/what violence 
interrupts those entropic changes only to die like DOGMAN/Veydra Synth self savage 
Machinic memory burden co-ordinates ciphers past cranio-sacral/loves profane arousal of 
libidinal becoming/DragFactor visualised a portrait of the Queen of Solitude/He who tried 
many transparent insomniac dreams to revolt against the proximity of incoherent future in 
Zone of Occupation/ An anachronism of creativity/exhuming a transplant vector plunges his 
conscious critical instinct into the static but incandescent cultivation of disorder and 
subversion of the Sentinal Beings/DogMan stumbles across wasteland of Nagazaki/there 
was shrill warning of catastrophe on the lips of the Desert/Then a ball of intense white noise 
filled the sky with deafening magnitude/The City of Nagazaki became a sea of boiling 
sand/ Another series of loud noises occurred again and again/Only the DogMan 
escaped/with atomic red eyes and a fear of noise/hunting the lucidity of necrotized surface 
premonition within the darkness of networks of manic drive/has by melancholy/its blind 
double/only mutilated the NOW himself a passion howling for 

unimaginable/unfolded/ coup ling with RAZORGRIL/his enigma of defiled body unknown 
by yet which The Disarmed Venus coupling with hardcore InterFace rejecting essential urge 
to simulate reality/pessimism taken from narcotic fallout DoGman howl matrix volume of 
degrees aligned to the jowl necessary to take from sacred ravages an it-self/There are only 
transformations of energy/he could no longer ask would they live without dread/the 
reshaping incessant of absolute fact/no not of capacity for its one open-ness/did Decay Zone 
SKz happen in dreams of void?/infecting Machinic difference the Anonymous of Interval as 
NOW where enough as an excess is the unexplored expectation of itself/the DoGmaN 
annihilating Monologue is ruptured by jealousy/you blurred outline abandoned into a not 
yet/There is an interruption in the flow of code causing this contaminated passage of 
dialekt/Nils could be realised without intention/ could see him resemble suspicious and 
dimensional someone perhaps as avatar of BoyDebris/pestilent death flesh core more 
believe in depth geometry even if its strangulations flesh in the suicide as the broken 
essentials of survival/silence of words things order distortion possessed is turning 
wilderness into its gap embolism/white noise trails its escape velocity vapour/Effigy of the 
absolute Euclidian network of stoppages expand thru the membranes of the Sentinal Beings 
flooding the galaxy with Information/no Dead Dogma eyes or lens witness the Pain 
expanded in its ravishment/expended AcroSS its OrgaSms de-teched de-tached de-affected 
self fertilising eggs excited by the spectacle of its own cellular receptions/ automated and re- 
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routed the cancerous Celibacy of frozen terminals receding surface to artifice/a chain of 
isotopes/metastatic sonar probes the bulging horizontal void unburdened of fear and 
washed in immanence/Corpse threaten tissues of polyps annealed nerves stretch the 
libidinal body past communication in the tragedy of our fallibility behind anaesthetic 
blockage/hijack an organic plenum free of symbiosis/productive apparatuses trash 
commodity illusion of erectile tissue/Have I been and passed or have I being yet/ 
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TWENTY LITHIUM NERVE GAS JAMS THE TEKNOID CODE/ 

Vox raps the holobike to the Sentinal shore a thought without image a thought always 
determined by delirium and drift not sheltered from the irrational at all/to live is to go to the 
point of the limit of potential/all that we can become without knowing in advance what ever 
that might be/acceleration into density of InfoMation/The Protocol of DataTrash channels 
the coded flows regulated the collapsed disjunctive pulse of discharged life to burden of 
Singularity Incident/when complexity of integrated circuit achieved the ability to 
comprehend and think beyond human capacity/ accelerated change a rupture in the fabric of 
human evolution/ At that point the ultra intelligent Machinic surpassing the intellectual 
activities of humans and became able to enhance its own ultra consciousness/an instinct for 
growth of a new generation a clamour for duration amassing of force the zenith of 
nihilism/the extraction of the doomed species/ cloaked intruder shits arctic polarity of 
MiddleEAst Fascist Despot wreckage of corrosion/DestitUte of IdoLS we plunge InTo 
AbJectED ZHOrroR/animality mechanality anality banality inanity/DogManthe CreatuRe of 
Zero DeGreeS HumaniTy cannot be ExaCerbated only aborted or servalised serialised/The 
DogMan is a marginal creation/a threshold creature a limit unto itself/ close to extinction 
Dogman has no future/Dogman lives in the NOW of the Post Human/The DogMan is not an 
extension of the InterFace but a bizarre-ness of solitary confinement hunting down the 
accomplice/the collaborator/for Information/for killing/for sex/This outlaw DogMan is latent 
thought where forbidden dreams and memories are exposed/Scrounging in the mess and 
filth of the pack forming strange new becomings from waste/On a train at night the situation 
is clear to Nils/it is as if the insomniac of the economy of depth and death wakes gently 
passively descending the perpetual staircase of absent meaning that has no sky and black 
stars which is nature is just shadow and deprives all life of its intimacy and desire to break 
open the molar aggregates of the paranoiac Dogman/You will not die you are invulnerable 
to death and decay/Forgive nothing save innocence/To have a system this is what is fatal for 
the mind/This is the new sub culture of the fragmentary dispersion of the absence of time 
because DogMan live in the NOW not breaking the interval but leaving it aside to decay in 
its own waste products/DogMan must pull the I out of the Black Lagoon of the individual 
because in a sense the I can not be lost as it no longer belongs to itself but to the ConTROL 
SYSTEM which monitors its every word/from which meaning emerges as a condition of 
fatigue of being not the only ambiguity to be measured/ there are traces of it everywhere/the 
instinct for life destroys anything in its path to corruption/it is only limited by the infinite 
distraction of the Screens display of degrees of suspicion and deception of the instincts/a 
replay of the content of the human imagination separated from itself/excluding a sense of 
dying means you are dead already/News of this miracle will spread so do not fail to believe 
in a singular manner and let there be no rise to power as there was with Nils who had a 
political agenda to take over the Sentinal Beings and turn sound into propaganda signalling 
a return to human identity/which does not indicate or immerse the exhausted mode of 
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absence of the anonymous recurrence of the phenomenon of metaphysics/Uncertainty of 
meaning/How can a line of thought driven to the edge of indifference fall into the space of 
the interminable as a nameless ignorance of cerebral fascination?/Nils did not understand he 
did not know enough and had no time left to penetrate his lack/He could only detour thru 
meaning as it appeared back into the Game/In the light of resistance to the point of refusing 
to speak or think thru his Protocols of Noise as less than or other than sound he eluded 
potential extremes/extremes that Vox had elaborated with insistence in The Ethics of 
Damage/there is only a contamination of the molecular structure of noise/a bending of the 
waves and the patterns and much is excluded even vaporised in proving a point of 
repetition/as if to underline a possible coda or refrain which could not be heard/which was 
never there but as a trace to be erased of surface and depth/Nils exploits the tactic of not 
recognizing the inscribed body of sound as in classical text which remains ingrained as a 
state of being that cannot be out-thought/But exchanged for the others dissolution into and 
engagement with the forms of impersonality transmitted by the Screens disturbing 
thought/effaces it/transversing oblique mysterious recurrences that confuse in their 
significance full of sinister possibility/fragments of repetition as mere interpretation of 
plurality/Nils imagines he has an obligation to develop a conception of release from the 
Machinic even as an existence of an unprovable exception to overwhelming domination by 
the Sentinal Beings/Risk attends the feeling of relative sensibility that will never be acquitted 
of a madness that remains silent within its impotency/even the fragment of a tone stripped 
of overtones remains a passage to disorder/In repelling meaning to the point of 
distraction/to compose is to arrange tones of singularity/fragments/from which routes of 
meaning can indicate themselves without reuniting or joining the disorder of 
chromatics/but as their continuous separating/ the separation without knowing from what 
one separates/there is always a risk that hearing the music as melody instead of animating 
the possibilities and multiplicities of crossing routes and flows of tonal 
meaning/reconstituting a new totality from them/or worse seeks/in the world of presence 
and sense/to what reality or thing the voids of space correspond in the real/with all it 
facilitated certainties/Obscurity fragments repelling breaking open closing over as in to 
suture the mouth or block the ears/This is the fact/there are no certainties ever so why 
should a composition preoccupy itself with meaning?/To create a false certainty/But the 
work will not be exposed although it may seem transparent but they will not know it 
because it is "in this world but not of this world"/[Leviticus Chapter3]/ 
The evidence always lies but the truth is misunderstood where as the deception is perfectly 
convincing/ 

I am so young and beautiful just like all the rest thought Veydra/Same-ness is a disease of 
opportunity/the emergence of otherness and diversity as a parenthesis for entrapping that 
wild animal alterity/RomRok could not tolerate the exuberance of the enigma of becoming 
desired so he sailed his boat out into the Black Lagoons to the Island of Erasure and was 
seduced by the voice of the Sirens and was never seen again until Anthracite City 
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Subwayl952/Nils sandblasted the hulls of Freighters and slaughtered cows and shovelled 
their entrails into the vats of offal/this was the myth of the past he imagined for himself/He 
has a sense of revenge that keeps him awake in his bed in a state of fugue/which is the 
closest thing to imitating the pretence to die without experiencing an end in itself/He is a 
man trying his hardest to survive under the regime of the Fundamentalist Assassins in the 
Desert of Nagazaki/ 

DogMan awaits the order to vomit his invectitude and disgust at the ladder of eyes that 
stretches away from him into the absurdity of the consequences of heaven and hell/This 
victim might run off but to what dreams of horror/the first cries of birth are nothing more 
than illusions of volition as mechanical effects and a sense of physical constraint/the remains 
dumped into the Black Lagoons/He is the begging bowl of the blind and the rasping tongue 
of the discontent/DogMan will move mountains on to his shoulders and pick axes into his 
hands/Lets think no more lets dispense with thinking and concentrate on marking out 
territory/ 

Why create when Nils can copy and appropriate ?/Nils as a Post Humanist believes that 
there is a economy of desire that is immanent in sounds and has no absolute limit on 
modality or possibility for emergence as invented or implicit noise/all art operates under 
artificial conditions/a sense of the self consciousness in the dimension of depth of 
improvisation as critical distance towards heterogeneity/There can only be the many the 
impossibly infinite/not the Arabic zero which is all or nothing/Nils is an extreme marginality 
who cannot desire and then not desire or else he feels he didnt desire in the first place/he 
simply polarized his desire to suit his need for personal affirmation or self gratification/As 
soon as this sensation is dispersed his semiotic consistency of seduction fails to hold 
together/Nils swing back to the other extreme/or even worse he remains 
indifferent/ Androgyny an excess of being the sign of both is an example of a non humanist 
position on male female/This is not Blanchots neuter/The becoming is neither one nor the 
other but an Other to steal from the jaws of the DogMan/Nils emotions are so socially 
determined and ego driven he has no hope of coming to terms with what or why he 
feels/There is always deceit and betrayal the parallel oppositions to take into consideration 
as well/Nils was driven to desire RomRok by his fear of attraction for him/This is in the 
masochist position of fear hiding death a inherent catastrophe of desire/Inhibitions resonate 
with a shattering of atomic matter/When Nils finish this Protocol of Noise he will start work 
on this subject in a composition called "The Immaculate Deception"/How can such a position 
exist in a non ethical world?/How can one love or hate sensual/un-sublimated Information?/ 
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TWENTY-ONE SHE LUMPS HIS THINLY WORN GUNSHOT WOUND/ 

Nils Interior Monologue enmeshed thru the nervous system of The Queen of Solitude gave 
him the power to ImaglNe the Machinic/The Queen of Solitude is textual/7 billion 
characters/this word is made flesh when the sperm and the egg form a zygote and the DNA 
textual message is downloaded into matter/She has decoded the human genome and flesh 
has become word forming her Interior Monologue/Nils accessed this program to amplify his 
belief in the impossibility of the Screen Information as infalllABle Machinic process/Nils 
was a search engine a self replicating system lacking predictable velocity/ committing the 
dynamics of his composition The Protocol of Noise to infiltrate thru the SpectUlative 
network of stoppages into the X DiMension of Sentinal Being space/time wave zero degrees 
of an infinity of desire driven by obsession to accumulate programs from within the 
collapse of human teleology/a false belief in the transcendence of the flesh which could not 
be transgressed as a limit/the Screens desire is independent of any particular 
needs/operating within a plane of immanence/an object an abstract category in itself/Nils 
resonates negatively with the Screens sensing the depth of their collective incentive salience 
as manifestation of individuality/the contaminated will of the human was being fed back on 
itself thru their jargon/Within the projected terrifying output of the Screens exist lines of 
code which form the software of the Sentinal Beings/In a sense his capacity for thought 
beyond the need for understanding is greater than the power of the Screens/Nils is an 
anomaly in the substance of what the human did not want to recognize in itself as a 
fragmented horror/a will that is indifferent to its own identity is the ordinary violence of the 
human of which he is simply a simulation drained of ideological substance/his sordid 
appetite the making of the galaxy of Urstatt/ could he out think the Screens?/there is no 
historical alternative to draw upon/to be itself the subject must maintain its individual 
identity driven by a will indifferent to that identity/the destructive will is the essence of all 
history/ an opaque self propelling power utterly without purpose or reason/Subjectivity is 
no longer our own/what is the point of Nils mission against the Screens?/reinstate the 
genome text of the human InfOlecT with its central ZeRo/which has no repressive need for 
unity being NON BinarY by nature and by socially over-determined CoDes/Once you have 
gone to the extreme of the perverse there is no way back/The reduction of humans to small 
cult enclaves heightened their illusion of individuality and in a sense short circuited the 
abject surrender of the subject to what was left of the social order/all individuals are no 
longer available for equal exchangeability but by the nature of their blank indifference to the 
ruins of bourgeois culture to maintain survival/each individual has its own constructed 
subjectivity within its tribal subcult/the only true value would be to abolish value altogether 
bound up with the terrorism of desire as it is/?/He could see the limit of eternal recurrence 
holes and cavities and clefts of wombs of a history misery carnage hard labour and 
oppression the lot of the vast majority/a phenomenon of the masses/naked risk in the chaos 
of eroticism/Protocols of Astral Friction the illusion of Eastern self immolation/the tool of 
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BirthEd extractions the decoupling of the priSon of probability/the whole category of 
subjectivity is flawed/Subjectivity is never our own hence it is subjective/it is a push from 
the surface/to resist alienation is to desire/subjectivity self destructs leaving in its trauma a 
critical aura of absolute value which is nothing but an illusion/there is no way in which one 
can take pleasure in self extinction/or is there?/submission to logic functions of the elusive 
dystopian fuktions of the anus of signifier f acktion of the echo of oral discourse frizzions of 
fear that dominates the anarchic/last attempt of a doomed species/there is nothing Nils want 
except chance replications of the indifferent aesthetic/Integrity imputes its host with terror 
the blank space in desire which is neither good nor bad and this is Nils confusion when 
moving to strike against the Screens/no PriVilegeD scales or dub- void precision of porosity 
recurrence of irreducible diversity/a replication of drift that proliferates precision diseases 
fluids putrid WarCRimEs vermin and sensual WeaPon desire thinly veiled threat of gunshot 
wound/all aspects of irreducible shitmess that faced the Post Human/In a sense Nils and the 
Screens are similar in that they are powerful interceptors of an auditory hellucination/one 
that projects itself into the realm of the unconscious and the subliminal/ 
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TWENTY-TWO EMOTIONAL REPLICATION OF PSYCHO-SEXUAL PERVERSITY/ 

an imperfect shitmess a dread that feels strangely familiar/says NilsUrstatt choKed on his 
drool of spit resists the principles of OrdEr reducing Chance to RaNdoMNess again and 
again/He loads up the Envelope Follower on his Synth and sets the noise modulator for 
maximum volume/Keys in the words UR-BeinG aufhebung VarOoM words that pass thru 
the impossible defiance of crashnoise of edge of indifference to difference/Urstatt is engaged 
in intellectual warfare with the InterFace/famine bones pierce the nasal lobes hallowed 
chance of incidental morphing accident/anti logic a consciousness that outthinks 
conscience/pushed thru I the BarriErs of eliminative TechNology of Teknoid [Phallic 
XX]/sidesteps the Ideal for the ordeal/ arrgghhh luxuriant ImmEnsity ConVulsioNs of 
HaZarD/singularity breaks open its cage the UR-Being the UR-bane defusing the object fuzz 
lines/fuse meaning to reinsert the partial into assemblage/being outside the ParAdigm of 
Human MoRal consciousness/being was always just a chance of positive instants and 
insanities/chance proscribed by fictions of the socias/thermo suicide of rhizomic Nomad 
Junk apparatus encodes techno crisis of GashGrils to strangled nerve ganglion/crossing the 
distance between hearing and not hearing the simulation of the voice/ 
Nils slides the resultant Protocol of Noise into the energy conduit running from the 
Screen/The Borshi Boys are back in town going mad at the heart of hollowed out and 
infinite possibility of the aesthetics of apprehension poetic and tragic/I wasn't there in yr 
soul but you confirm the dust of being a survivor/you trace the marks and inscription of 
authentic madness/unable to wakeup or cry out/the mortal illness of words that choke the 
dreams of the bodies breath/more silent than death empty as that which conceals 
nothing/sleep awakened by anything a small cavity of insomnia barks in the confusion full 
of rage/what hole do I fall into that becomes a mortal illness/the divine departs from this in a 
rush/The Borshi Boys are armed and deaf to the universe of love/the contemplative state 
being evidence of the depth the dread of deeply grounded flesh of the enigmatic promise to 
match yr love with this dying which takes the one who always wants to live another hour 
another night/Cry tears of I cannot rest and I do not know the secret of being without 
pain/High pressure ejaculation death of the trying to reduce the world the unknown to 
thought and speech/we can resolve nothing thru theology or sacredness/this is the limit of 
confused pretension in believing we are made in the image of the divine and are coldly 
Angelic/How break out of the mineral corpse and return to the earth and the rivers of light 
that radiate from yr black triumphs/this world is inaccessible to me in its bloodless numb 
hands tight from gripping you words/escape is inevitable and our strength is evenly 
matched so that the words split open and spill into the long night of exchanging anomalies 
and paradoxes/the persistent uneasiness who is sure the Information is in the mouth of the 
other/Hiding ourselves from the fear of being rejected finally when speech as an instrument 
of seduction runs out of idolatory/How long can I love and desire without the winds of 
rumour that wind there wild way thru the empty streets of Kkrate City distributing the bone 
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dry corpses to their appropriate points of survival/You make yr way thru the deserted 
streets and find that nothing is there worth salvaging/The Dogs never doubt that the day 
will become night even thought the light is of permanent darkness/Obsessive fascination 
quickly turns into psychosis/The Queen of Solitude masks her Interior Monologue in the 
dialekt of the GashGrils/She reaches it by flight rushing towards it endlessly/The illusion of 
the grave is the Icon of the deserted City which disappears into the Kkrates as the light 
reaches its excessive brilliance from the City of Pain/debts of secrets of untold stories of false 
appearances the deception of utterance on the ript wind of the torn and slashed sky/ Why 
do you no longer sleep anymore Nils Urstatt ?/The Screens are tormenting me at end the 
edge of my subliminal/Have I ever really slept longer than a that instant in which I lose 
concentration in staying awake?/One state of hysteria is no more valid than another no 
matter how it seeks to identity with the sense of catastrophe and consequences/Access 
denied/ 
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TWENTY-THREE MOTHER BOARD ON LINE TO DESIRE CIRCUIT OF NOISE 

LIMIT/ 

Boy Debris is deranged from neural rush thru accidental perhaps intentional exposure to the 
Spectacle of Codeine War/which deflects and dissipates the word resistance in a deafening 
night permeated by the Screens/there is no language to define the horror of War/Words 
never resolve themselves to nothingness of the termination of an end to meaning/they 
infiltrate every conscious moment/to discharge Boy Debris being the Screens saturate his 
synapse with aggressive threat of becoming SKz/Perpetual words break into the depth of 
the self/Screens continually accumulates noise of War or fear of War Machines creating 
feedback loop of meaning less limits/Irrational negation that aberrant space of metaphors 
intervenes as BoyDebris codes on encrypted flesh/recognise the connection between 
technology and addiction to the thought of digital which always wants more 
Information/Boy Debris attempts to intervene against injection of codes under his 
skin/Everything is built on this lethal subjective code and infests the collapse of cortical 
ruins that lead to a missing body/ An ill-limitable corrosion of flesh becoming ROM 
creature/The Notes of his Interrogation fell into the wrong hands/as an extrinsic predicate of 
substance/A drifting disappearance of the individual into the autonomous collective 
patterns of closed circuit mass culture/ And the gridlock of the seriality of recombinant 
assemblage creates death which is life at it most intense/Nothing spreads faster on the 
Netscape than porn and BoyDebris is being consumed by the gross displays of terror and 
violence as tool of seduction/Boy Debris is fascinated by the techno spectacle of the co- 
efficient [XZ= 0] which dissolves into the body/the silence of confinement to mechanism of 
the interrogation of the self of attachment to the smooth unbroken line of flight/Noise 
defines level of paranoia access to anxiety and memory loss also defines the fragmenting 
self/what is memory asked Veydra Synth but overlays of the above substrates which accrete 
on the aesthetic which was once sacred/the highest form of cognitive truth/but what it tells 
us is that reason and logic are useless in an hiking Machinic dominated mediated 
environment/Without stable thought to form topologies which are endlessly secreted and 
excreted into the image of the anal-vaginal addiction to the InterFace which sucks dry the 
conduits of desire floating in a dreamlike trance/The InterFace was based on the premise 
that all irrationality was due to the human brain and its obsession with searching for the 
absolute referent which no longer exists/Words no longer have any purpose crushed by the 
depth of frantic revolt/This is the consequence of the absolute every word hopes 
for/Volatile/fleeting/transient/evaporating/Information using intuition to interpret the 
subjective impression of the exterior where the word cannot manifest/Memories in reverse 
in fact forgetting sense gives the brain emptied of objects enough irrationality to desire a 
state of fragmenting code/immersed in a cold instinct to survive within a shapeless map of 
darkness/ and it will irrationalize its speculative hyper realities to the point of exhaustion 
and realms of chaos/This is the base of the pleasure principle as interactive and self reflexive 
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addiction to transgressing the limit/Boy Debris is overwhelmed by the transparency of his 
vision which is where madness exists and Foucaults fissure his sexualized anus/Boy Debris 
lived in fear of transgressing the limit of the profane/If I slash my breast will I too cross a 
threshold and can feeling yield to the pure sensation of pain?/ The Machinic is erasing a 
history of selective events a history of male Philosophical Ideas a Psychology premised on 
regaining normalcy/ Absurdina poured herself a glass of Blue Saturn/She watched the 
agitated form of BoyDebris in the low resolution light of dawn/She hated weakness in 
men/Madness begins where the relation of women to truth is illuminated to the point of 
blindness being the only way to "face" the pathology of the unthought the unthinkable 
oppression of the abnormality of power relations/If a Toxic Soldier carves the word fuk on 
her back what is he telling us about women?/If he slashes her belly open and disgorges the 
unborn foetus what normative social critique is he performing?/Is he cancelling out the 
evidence of her serial individuality/Is he critically examining the futility of any sexual 
relations a practice outside the "rationality" of man/There is no normative grounding for 
social criticism/Only the Post Verbal Gap disrupts all discourse and indicates the probability 
of the yet to be defined of the other/Foucault was perhaps a guilty homosexual whose ideas 
did little for men much less for women/As with all men his obsession was with his genitals 
not sex but his phallus which held the seeds of his own annihilation/Is not a normative basis 
for resisting oppression a tautology/The human is drawn to coupling with the InterFace 
without thought that it is a practice that will eliminate the species/Is this normal rational 
behaviour ?/It is said that a critical questioning of the rational will drive us into the irrational 
but we are already irrational/The male normative agenda uses the apparatus of psycho- 
pathology/ worse still psychiatry with its drigs/to normalise us all into this state of 
irrationality called the normal/The species lacks the intellect to subvert and annihilate 
humanism that which defines the human and circumvents resistance by defining it as 
madness/Strategies of power gravitate towards domination and there is no metaphysical 
mystery or divine wisdom needed to comprehend this concept/Normality is the abnormal 
normalized by always dominant power relations in whose interests such a social state 
should be maintained/In this sense the Sentinal Beings are infinitely more rational than the 
human/ 
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TWENTY FOUR SofTKeYboARd of The WoUNd ParT One/ 

What is it to cross the line of transgression?/there is no after to an absolute trauma like 
AtoMlcS as in Desert of Nagazaki/The Spitting Boys are trying to get their insanity 
back/the message scrolling on the Screen reads: IRRATIONAL NOISE WITH INTERFACE 
CRITICAL PORNO-SYNAPSE REDUCED TO SILENCE/ALL VOLTAGE FREQUENCIES 
BECOME INSTRUMENT OF THOUGHT NOT THOUGHT ITSELF AS NOMAD JUNK OF 
NOISE CATASTROPHE/DOPAMINE AS ANTICIPATORY DESIRE AGGRESSION/ 

Viral Ikon pays for his passion which will never find release in limits that cause savage 

meaning to eat charred shadow/noise is thought/the sonic manifesto of fatal contact with 

sheer VoLUme as non-identity/is nothing not enough?/ 

we hear the world grating to a halt/the unfolding musicians hands touched with thought 

sensations/what exists outside of Dogman Eludes RaZor GriL?/ambient dataTrash hits 

breakbeat of expression as techno-flesh Penis Warrior?/Whats my mission NOW/now 

WHAT?/ 

this imminent cause of the endcode to termination follows the route by which it 
emerged/molten chords blazing light inarticulate words/a crease of folding phrases/noise 
gives force to movement of recursion replay and playback/all dreams are soluble when 
taken to the extreme/Enough and even too much/to grow venomous and charged with 
blasphemy/the thought of DragFactor killsThe Fascist Despot with his own 
hammer/Nietzsche is in the corner shattering the drum of eternal recurrence/ 

the event folds on itself/an unlocked envelope attends to all Radio Secretary holes orifices 
and points of exit/ten minutes to logic/only personal histories are tragic/variations in quantity 
define the extent of the machine that no longer sleeps the digital/The skull that unnatural 
metaphor for betrayal/what matters is the impossible interruption/ViRaL IkoN thrombotic 
cock creates network of surface tension to a default/Noise scrrratching its disruption onto the 
social process tearing thru the background silence of intervals and beats/ 

in erosive solar howl/hazards the escapable Machinic interior of locus as all existence half 
nakid between the sheets/The SpiTTinG BoYs alone under dislocation of the beautiful 
enigma/proof by potency deprived of the sacred/aspired to broken phones amputate the 
strength to lie asleep obscurity of virus mirror/the central nervous system gasping vulva of 
the AirMan/panic in his eyes creating a pathological dying is a matter of effort with nothing 
to lose/noise/that which is excluded/disruption in the neural wave of the void/a catastrophe 
of silences and survival economy/ 



Teknoid [ Phallic XX ] eat himself to death cell by cell/he eat the cavities and grind thru 
wreckage the mess of corrosion weeping exhaustion/body bag winds up the volume of 
slaughter as slag of clatter and noise to be heard speaking grey alien/but he will not sleep 
twisted witness always already too late for the Post Human/the utterance of the restless 
mind where irrationality exhausts the knowable/the places of suffering and death will not be 
stalled by trAsHEmBryO/where the sensation of the NOW comes together with the 
INterFAce of harmonic gravity/ 
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Radio SeCretARy disease embodies this struggle of the self/the essential pathogenic 
mechanism of degenerative neural silence/while words sleep quickly close the wound the 
accursed share speed perverts the course of Order/is infectious epidermis of iconic 
fetish/leaning slightly into the future of silicon embrace/to pulse of beat thru intervals the 
exploded heart in strange days of volatility trapped on his genital fatality rotted to bits in 
digested Information at velocity kills/vermillion sun over Atomic Beach isotopes radiance 
the analogy cant be missed/overtaking speech with the machine beauty of loops and 
mutilated frequencies she bears his mouth a meshwork of redundant obscurities/Dog Ma N 
Eludes RaZOrGril urinating his territory in a shit mess of traces of depth of death/ 
The DOGmaN is cohesive and organic as strangled conclusion to bad time event horizon of 
the pack hunting between dusk and sunset/the cool memory of contorted edifice spinning 
into the translucent accumulation is nothing but a delay of stoppages to the inevitable 
discharge of intervals of accumulation/diffused memories recede more than they reveal/His 
confessions to god makes him a solar anus to commune with/the non-place of silence which 
signals the possibility of crash-noise emerging/there are niches of Nietzsche all over the 
place/landmines and land minds/in another sense it might pre-suppose madness the 
swarming presence of avatars on the corpse of the Machinic incongruous but cold to 
absolute silence/S/he is destitute with insomnia/The Imaginary writer is ticking/ 

the threshold of pain as chaos sound becomes matter achieving its implosion by 
reverberating within oscillation/a sphincter of stars and galaxies of hiding behind the noise of 
zero/scripting click-drifts and chthonic basslines fusional pitch of dis-connected-ness/a 
continuous abuse as mouth couples with mouth/How much further can the subject go in 
these moments of captivity?/fiction belongs aside what is toxic and lets nothing exist but the 
traces and passage of death/the pleasures of War/at night a cold dew settles on the rocks 
giving off their last heat/VirAI IkOn has seen the destruction of the text leaving the essential 
sliding passages of sound intact/dissolution sits just behind the eyesballs/burning tears of 
sanctity leak from the arctic polarity of the faithless musician/ 

ThE SpiTTinG BoYs are still grateful for desire when they can find it/melancholy comes to 
en-trance the mind/whats all that digital ticking going on?/another kind of tension builds/a 
grinding polar cluster of bodies mangled by space debris/flagellating across the cock teeth 
grimace poked with fingers of rust holes of repressed continuity/revives you after a 
mouthful/fragile and exposed the work reveals something other than itself [ possibly]/the 
endurance machine would extinguish excess of key signatures scared to feel loneliness of 
the long distance psychotic/should they be interested in the limit itself and not what is 
beyond it?/Only a being able to die can ask questions/Every question contains a demand of 
the self/ 

no established circuit in the blind mouth of rivers/restricted by morality/a paralysis of the 
volitional body jerk under electric current/the anatomical autopsy of the corpse Celibate and 
blind/Can you believe what he has told you under duress of the perverse and the 
polymorphic?/ViRal IkOn traffik with senseless tears and yet still thirsty/madness is the 
experiencing of meaning distinct from the situational context it occurs in/When the ears are 
opened the hiss of the hiss of the inconceivable can be detected/Noise is that which is to be 
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excluded/where desire ceases to exist because it is fulfilled/the screem sees what it cannot 

articulate/the screem of the death drive comes from elsewhere/ 

In parts ViRal IkoN a solid a liquid a gaseous system of distances that drift panic in his 
eyes/despite the death it contains noise carries order within itself/it carries new 
Information/the conspicuous symptoms of the capacity to survive to no end with the means 
alone/no there is nothing he lost that he could not afford that comes from nowhere/if at the 
end of the pornographic stage of incubation what might be finally exhumated into one errant 
network of stoppages?/eroded to bits by the tumult of enigmatic rage existence comes 
apart in his hands like rotted matter/the harsh flame of sexual metallic bloodstained foreplay 
was smeared over her face/a brutal trauma has entered her lymph glands/ 

brutal insinuations that pain is pleasure/holding back from the anxious sleep of disposal to 
an emptying out of sacrificial fluids/The BiG PiSSera controversial painting by DragFactor 
is nothing but substitute deformity in which no partial is the same/death is silent in the sense 
of the subject not being there to hear it/pitched into the abyss of supplication and even then 
there is still corruption of the earth which takes an intestinal embrace immotile sperm 
flooding War fuselage threatening shoot to kill an erotoscopic sadness that comes from the 
end of turning nothing into the clicking lock of death which explores yr eyes bloodshot 
rancour eats into yr metaphysical terror/ 

satisfied but bored air is snarled with stain of gap turning to select body part toned image no 
gut nothing you dont understand in yr fury of insolence and cruelty towards the devotion of 
surrender/the biological is engineered flexed muscle of undulating curves under security of 
inertia stark fist replete fuk head bitch you gone mad with inorganic virus breaking down the 
boring routine/a wound culture deriving libidinous excitement anytime mass panic 
arrives/rotting inside redlight obscurity of War virus/the ToXic SolDier engages Machinic 
interior of alert flashes/Noise is too much/the debris of sound 
pulses/feedback/hisses/shrieks/machinic noise/noise a product of the machinic/ 
in his eyes horrified by pity from inside the Sanatorium/noise attains a point of stillness one 
composed of total movement/the chaos of the NOW comes together as InterFace as the 
non-place of speed/the howl of time zoned to plotted conspiracy for accidental death/RadiO 
SecreTaY liquidates utility of solar howl/terminates itself in darkened shadow of Equinox rust 
forest of Superior of the Birds/rework the boundaries of the plane of inconsistency the bed 
of a woman who has just given birth under nocturnal desire takes her breath away the 
foetus gouged out of the selfish indifference of an ensemble of movement where everything 
becomes plausible/ 

knowledge is a limit of capacity/its base materiality retrieving a partially exposed 
consciousness that spread nakid into exhausted days/ 

dense exposure to lost details/this loaded gun the madness of secular adultery/she claims 
knowledge is power a fiction which is beyond criticism/an enactment of rage against the 
object/the purloined shocking dead noise object/the atrocity of the same drama enacted 
against every victim of circumstances who happened to be prelude to a tragic 
rape/incessantly in the first instance to talk about a loss of missing images driven from the 
parched Desert of Nagazaki/a noise is a resonance within silence that interferes with the 
audition of a message in the process of emission/ 
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where the ocean floor has risen to form the thin like fins of sex oven/sprawling with nakid 
Arab boys humm Turkish love songs/plugs fuking ghost into InterFace and composed 
suicide time line to steal Archives/a matter of chance/DraGFAcTor is here and more than 
that he cannot say to take his own body as a love object/a hypothetical loss has already 
happened in the expenditure of marginal options/destroy notes of a replication of drift to exit 
from City of Pain across the Maze/the dialekt is technical not biological/we are listening 
here to ZAUM the excess of the trans-rational/sound and voice of sounds rescued from 
estrangement/the passage of sounds becomes a point of departure rather than arrival/ 



to understand the m[other] as regulator the mother board the uterine mother of voice the 
MothEr/fucker/the mother of all Wars/block the ears to instructions of sadist clots of 
blood/chokes tactile experience/the ear is annexed by the Machinic/He listens not feeling 
foreign but alien in this fatal struggle with the passage/VirAL IKoN stand with Nietzsche 
vacant and composed in the face of swarming horrors of a mind in the flesh/ 
an invention of the anonymous masses/let nothing subsist but the trace of 
death/the stench of a world soaked in shit/a will and desire awaken to gratitude and revenge 
which harms once or several times/collapse of pessimism into the dank night air/ 



the efficient impulse of the end of the doomed species/it is with my breath that I make my 
body whole/to require of strength that it does not express itself in power/ [puissance ] to 
monitor and infiltrate/two hours have passed with wings attached to her shoulders/peeling 
back the layer losing sight of the edge of the abyss destruction leaves the essential intact 
mediated interrupted takes me in her arms my lungs bleed at first isolated from the 
pulmonary system I smoke my five minutes with you the withdrawal of energy deep into the 
core/Culture Jamming in its purest form the re-mix under regime of catastrophe/The Shadow 
of the Writer as after image under erasure of the PostVerbal Gap/ 

Cold Nils in the NOW that persists with a cutting and piercing of the epidermis/a neg-sonic 
intrusion under notorious sonic aspects/what aborted creature was consummate extremity in 
her stomach these feet unable to carry her obscenity losing all sense of feeling uncontrolled 
cell growth he pays for his passion/swans and women are difficult/He needed to be 
secure from the threat of things as much as animals and men/the justice of the inanimate 
object is far reaching and jealous/the anonymous is thinking an obscenity of exhuming 
dissonances/visual contagion that consumes deeply into the other/ Consciousness then 
arises in the depths of the violated flesh/a skin of thoughts without the trace of 
memory/Living the time after destiny and progress has come to an end/ 

Thou shalt have no other objects but this eroticism of technique/transparent save 
subsequent verification/noxious weed belladonna hidden beneath the precious deadly 
nightshade her eyes dulled by the principle of difficulty with hearing chaos/We drink Blue 
Saturn in a state of viral drug embolism/strange attractors hit metal bondage/the breasts 
the voice the imagination/transparency is not some determinant thing such as a foreign 
object/a kind of halfway point between the visible and the invisible/a darkness bred in 
isolation from [and opposition to] the light/Radio Secretary madly glows as surface friction 
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under the economy of the UnGesTalt aesthetics/She Transmits from the 
Freighter/Increased dopaminergic functional activity especially in the mesolimbic pathway is 
found in Skz victims of the Screens/Drugs such as cocaine and amphetamine can increase 
dopamine levels by 10 fold thus bringing on a Skz attack/ 



The Toxic Soldier hunts the Nomad to point of exit/the re-mix displays an analytical 
impulse/he hears how the words resonate with one another/blood of the narcotic 
fadeout/suffocation of the collapsed lung/hideous allure of the Sirens/the mouth stinks of the 
social/a burning futility where thought ends the PhaLLiC explodes/demand for no mother 
was immaculate spawn acts as first splitting the Game of mass attack play back Cold You 
and is this incest or a taste for the profane which is also a limit of the mouth of the social 
which is his anus/is the plague of the not yet present but already absent/noise is the 
Nomadic producer of differance The click was resonating in ViRal IKoN ear/when the 
Screen went blank it felt like an amputation/a sense of mourning for the loss of heaven/yes 
its him the Interior Monologue/he is gathered energy here thermodynamically speaking/the 
stars will fall from the firmament sings Radio SeCreTarY/blackness soaks the tissue of 
dancing flesh/lumps his desperately worn gunshot wound/constantly masturbating over the 
dominant fantasy/Boy meets girl girl rapes boy and incises his genitals/born into a dialekt 
that does no more than animate for a brief noisy passage one segment of the pulse of 
innumerable possibilities and passions that course thru him/Desire is never dormant always 
restless producing endless beginnings/Pleasure seeks out its fulfilment at every chance/ 
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TWENTY-FIVE GUNSHIPS OPEN FIRE OVER DESERT/ 

BoyDebRis disruptive often blasphemous superior of the DogMan almost disguised by the 
dark shadow of the rusting iron forest growing in silence along the shores of the Lagoons as 
it articulated his departure for the Desert of Nagazaki/neutral time zones the clock has 
stopped turbulence at the port of entry remains the dilemma/hypertext of filmic 
immunity/he observes Nils state of consciousness moving in the direction of the cluster of 
cortical neurons activated around the electromagnetic field pulled towards the ultra violet 
noise stimulus/this is why Interrogation should always be conducted in a quiet 
zone/distractions polluted data/full metal bondage of junk spinal chords hit porno-cortex to 
gyno theft of ovum cells detonates analogical chain lobes/JunKERLouD noise deformed as 
feedbackloop scanner reload invalid anarchy of HardDriVe/ dispersing Suicide Protocol hits 
viral drig embolism/the fused body proliferates fear trashdrone metal spikes crack fractal 
breasts with needle archive erosion of SapiaN judgement/Everything is production and run 
by the mass manufacture of dreams and Spectacle production of re-production of actions 
and of passions in mythical time/ conflicts of domination amongst the remaining cults 
antagonizing alliances preventing the fusion of intellect and action at the most basic level of 
subversion/A condition of Gothic decay/ an image of the consumption of an entire sub 
cult/think about it though/can Boy Debris transgress to the point where the sacred exists 
without god?/Are the Sentinal Beings sacred in their ability to transgress and survive 
death?/Matter of compressed pierced language leaves cryptic instructions as how to suicide 
while hiking the ghost under hail of Post Verbal limits of transference/Of the how can you 
understand the difference between talking and saying identity if you don't eradicate the 
illusion of culture as the centre of the search for lost identity/We accumulate life as 
prophylactic against too much death/To soon there is a rush of velocity leave cryptic 
interruptions to think fast forward the glotteral loop inducing apprehension of the 
divergences of wound which is a devouring mouth eating up the code of the genitals of Skz 
analysis then using them as an antidote to cure Electras madness and Ophelias tragic 
drowning/In the hail of flowers Belladonna/the Deadly Night Shade and Digitalis/Her crime 
was to be judged mad by her Imaginary Father/Dragfactor deferred fuk with DogMan keeps 
the lips closely sewn with razor wire only to hear thru the ears the instructions of the 
sadistic Screens pierced by the solar arse that Artaud shat thru in his poems/proscribed thru 
the socias/Shit is the metaphor most relevant to the Post Human/Rogue accomplices of the 
human enclave define a certain limit a definite definitive threshold of transgression 
sabotaging sanity with orgies of narcosis then noisy tactile viciousness of the Post Verbal 
blasts from the soundtrack on the Screens/which is cold lines of fluid codes aimed at the 
subconscious penetrating the neural rush of addiction to meta-amphetamines as escape into 
the Game/This extreme passage of empty intuitions the postured theoretical which is the 
human embodiment does not speak the mucus the spit the coupling of DragFactor with 
Dogman/who speak only the Post Verbal under the regime of the porosity of the mucous 
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membrane easily ruptured/it remains a resonance with the placenta and the removal of the 
foreskin from the cock which never heals producing a delirium that stalks your dreaming 
the impossible contact with the flesh of the body of desire is unattainable/a subjective inertia 
of jealousy and spit/The thing always speaks of itself in terms of " it is the apparent I 
speak'VShe who slips away as soon as she appears/That ritual which comes to underline the 
impossible encounter of any woman to woman discourse free of cunning speculation except 
perhaps in the dialogue of the Post Verbal Gap/where a new start is possible that is not 
exiled in mans phallic speech/The Post Verbal is not like any other verbal code as it is 
becoming/always under construction and dismantling with in the openness of an exile that 
has gone on to long in the male tongue driving words into the silence of the grave/this is an 
error that cannot be hidden/where the unconscious is desire trying to speak above the noise 
of the Anonymous in the Interval until NOW or of phallic economy of death which is vital 
to grasping the re-mix of the Post Verbal Gap/There is a meaning which is a subject of one 
but a remainder of excess always escapes from the circle of the imaginary and resonates 
with the displacement of the past of forgetting was retrospectively "known'Vthe male 
ambition is to represent the faeces retained in avaricious jouissance/perhaps an oral sadistic 
function the silences the shouting the screem that marks/masks inhibition/the limitations of 
a being who is on the point of denying complicity or admitting to the evidence/the it of 
evidence resists itself/ 

There is something of the Zero but it has the holes of the anal machine which shits electro 
symbolic castration which corresponds to the Grils desire to be heard above the slap of the 
crowd of cocks/to speak outside of the lips which refuse to speak together in rebellion 
against the LAW of excess and noise which is transgression of the limit of shit/This is 
something Nils is aware of/The male is drawn to the conflict of the Codeine Wars or to the 
pornography of the InterFace/These are the only reliable positions that ensure man his 
phallic dominance/Every atom accumulating and eating its own wasted shit of code not 
embedded in the neural memory/I recall defining you as a slut Absurdina but that was not 
today/It was and it is no longer/Soon you will be a whore/The notes of yr Interrogation fell 
into the wrong hands/ Absurdina is a volume without contours the vertical energy of drig 
noise/Blast of synthetic all voltage an instrument of thought but not thought itself/Cuts 
panic of dead static dying on shores of involuntary coupling with the [Mjother of Black 
Lagoon where abortions litter the shores of ontology/I cannot ignore a veracity that is not 
recognised/the saying is complete without the doing/Desperate of idols we plunge into 
objective horror of savage corrosion/white noise trails its escape velocity/ Absurdina as body 
of transaction is to be abhorred a sheath envelope for the penis which the Post Verbal 
refuses to recuperate or exhume from the shattering of the corpse as Celibate Autopsy/Noise 
drifts to decoupling of fate extraction of penetrated wounds of words rotting in the ruins of 
exposure/antagonism of detritus of exposure to catastrophe that denies metaphors of 
explication denying the fiction of the mirror that underlines the false antagonism of ill- 
logic/He is a muted mutated limitation of its own necessity/ 
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TWENTY-SIX NARCOTIC PHILLIA HAUNTED BY FALSE IDENTITY/ 

The second hand jerks around the electric clock face with the cracked glass on corroded wall 
of the Kkrate/The floor of his prison he paced at a time when all passions are mere fatalities 
to sleep deprived of the strange territory of the unconscious by the irreversible concussion of 
wakefulness/florescent tubes hiss neon glare onto long moments of captivity/Nils Interior 
Monologue drifted into a theoretical discourse on this autonomous self convulsion of 
duration/time is his affliction it vibrates in the air he breathes disturbs his silence he walks in 
time he drags it along not aware yet of its increasing heaviness time is forced on him yet he 
has no time to use or refer to in relation to acts committed against its attempts to 
exterminate him/times lays down with him a vision of translucent creatures flutter under his 
closed eyelids/he becomes an end he never imagined/thoughts ruptured by words pour thru 
his veins thru his bones and arteries his nervous system the dazzling revenge of the 
imagination against the constraints and limits of the mind/forced to live with a thin veneer 
of memory the touched hands of two beings where loneliness rages/This woman Ophelia 
would not arrive/it helped Nils to understand why she wasnt coming/great beauty has its 
own laws/ such beauty cannot appear except from the heartless feeling of the separation 
revealed the gap between the object found and the subject wished for/Chance having been 
defined as the encounter of external causality and an internal finality/Desire has to be 
remade like life it has to be kept marvellous away from the void of ordinary 
moments/Perfect convulsive receptivity of beauty endures no limitations makes no 
compromises to time or space/Nils opens the door but there is no-one the staircase wavers 
dust drains from the shafts of light fill his gaunt pockmark face unshaved and sullen/ an 
image so ugly it can never look at itself nor stop to consider what it is doing/a bell rings 
sirens wail lips open forms move in his mind/is chance pragmatic coincidental or a 
hazard/She was unforeseeable/indeterminate/you arrived in a nuclear fashion/ an emotional 
juncture/a chain of circumstances draining the desire to remain open in search of everything 
and nothing for the door rarely reveals a shadow and the scrap of fabric grows thin in the 
winds of predictability/ the paranoid uncertainty of feminine intervention not quite exposed 
after closing the wound of utter distraction/a lowering of the hands in astonishment can his 
fingers ever find their expression in the fragility of its lassitude/leaves a florescent 
watchman on the tower of doors her voice vibrates the trees the wait thru post existence is 
pleasurable his mind in oblique panels ready to flee to her he looks down from the entrance 
a flash of coloured material caught in the Security Grill/the linking of the will crossed by so 
many false highways that speed alone makes invisibility conscious/you ask him what causes 
this awakening from sleepless nights from drigged inertia of a retreating life?/a premonition 
of erasure of immobility of a cerebral wilderness/chemically inhibited drives/the endurance 
of celibacy/the dynamics that exist between the two lead to solutions not found by the one/ 
the noise of light between the spheres of dust that sifted each small cell machine sets up its 
particular whine along the conduits of the neural matrix/Often what is without is so 
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complex and detailed it cannot be reconstructed/the symbolic fails to structure reality or 
reflects the inner chaos and may set the subject now object on a circular path of repetitive re- 
enactment/Narcotic Codeine Phillia under which Nils used to imagine the enchanted threat 
of emptiness the fragments of violence that abducts the radical need to define being/blade 
cuts junk panic of dead static/white noise derangement threatened to crash his Interior 
Monologues/what he lacks in materiality he also lacks in clarity/he dreams awake of the 
night of inspiration that never arrives/necrotic body addict to excess datatrash/ existence 
becomes more and more of an accumulation of routine artefacts/the psychotic cannot fix his 
co ordinates of time space matter because they are in fact psychically indifferent/may not 
want to separate his body from its cleverly engineered simulations/why should he?/Nils 
persona was only a faceless silhouette an avatar refracted in the darkness of the corridors of 
Kkrates/unable to accept the concept of a bounded self/crossing the distance to noise 
without approach of silent deterioration/For in the end nothing was fully revealed/nothing 
confirmed/no continuance guaranteed only the enigma of a woman unique and unknown 
who might pass in the night into an others arms/the most fabulous source of musical tones 
slipped thru his fingers unable to even hold a cigarette/Nils fails to keep up his restraints his 
opposing normality his tongues repressions the delirious illusion of greatness/He has not 
been able to start loving again troubled by the apparition of life only to keep on living and 
becoming less/left to unveil the immediate irrationality no incident omitted all pressure 
released no additions or subtractions/realizing already that precious events have gone 
by/slag heaps luminescent nuclear bacteria swim thru the stagnant pools of the near end of 
the species/cross the border into the City of Pain haunted by false identity of surrender to 
genetic damage inflicted by experiments engineered to fail/Music distracts RomRoKs 
introspection/Nils is hunting the illusive E sharp/ 
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TWENTY-SEVEN BOREDOM OF EXCESS OF IMAGINATION UNDER EXTREME 

ABSENCE/ 

Industrial Cafe has desultory band in the left back corner GashGrils with Vox on prepared 
violin vocals guitar drums synth bass/player on the floor with various attenuators 
modifying ambient sounds white noise generator to fill in spaces the air at this time is thick 
with amphetamines angel dust THC cigarette smoke all illicit substances along with Blue 
Nitro available in Kkrate City/RomroK switches to quad so he can take in the sound track 
and the band/while Veydra looks and observes Romrok watches his plasma screen/an access 
denied file was downloading/he jacked the feed into his index finger turned off the screen 
and drifted into the soporific muted voices/I speak to you of the past and its sorrow of 
shadows circled by man made objects in the sky curvatures that invaded the cerebral 
organ/images move in and out of dimensional phases each with their self identity/some are 
disposable others are worth protecting/the individual decides often randomly/Information 
pulses in invisible waves a vast population of meanings vibrate silently thru the iron and 
steel of the Kkrates/they often take the form of solid holograms convincing even to 
themselves/What was real/would we know it if we saw it/next corner next intersection/ the 
fuse of death is lit and illuminates all that he could not see/a clarity of purpose more heavy 
than the spectacle of life which exists only in those elements it extracts from itself and brings 
to the point of destruction/Life must be used up ransacked broken to fulfil its purpose as a 
prelude to death/there must be nothing left to die for/nothing left behind/I was not there 
you did not know me/ the vacant catastrophe in which love remains vacant/Love passes 
from the lips as regularly as capricious shit from the bowel both bodily functions of 
expulsion/it will not arrive no matter how many doors you open/no aggression will solve 
the problem/the seeds were inseminated at conception denying him his individuality 
defeating any previous image of it/What was he before/Suddenly everything wears 
off/breaks down/eludes choice/becomes a deep trench a rhizomic grave/a brutal 
circumstance ensuring that he was worthy of neglect/ 
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TWENTY-EIGHT THE LIE AS INCONSISTENCY OF WRECKLESS SPEECH 

PLOTS VICIOUS THOUGHT/ 

Everything human that has been dispersed maintains the unity of that which grasps it as it 
flees from the Machinic/the unity of repression/of erotic anxiety/of chaos of a libido which is 
object seeking/that justice of instincts brought to the surface during this flight uncovers hate 
as the primal drive to violence is evident in the brutality of the Codeine War and its 
atrocities/the bitter insight into a species in decline/We were addicted to our ingenious 
prosthetic devices/the gun the chemicals the weapons of killing/ An eye for an eye is an 
inevitable consequence of being in a state of opposition to reification of the other as 
enemy/the dialectic demands tertiary equations/but no one expected this new expansive 
synthesis of consciousness/one that eludes sublation/nothing is set aside everything is 
dispensed with as it has been known under the human/all is superseded and retains nothing 
of the nature of what has been being before/being becomes nothingness within the Teknoid 
[Phallic XX]/the thesis had become enmeshed with the antithesis to a point beyond the 
fractious imagination of synthesis/the idea of a violent rupture between the self and the 
Machinic within the flesh of the flesh/this is my synthesised body immersed in the pleasures 
of the flows of Information/there is envy here/far from the demanding narcissistic auto 
erotic animal who is only gradually forced to accept the existence of others/being the 
prerequisite for the existence of a conscious subject to emerge/with the repressive social 
essentials of implanted Information of dominant paradigm of Authority/the Machinic 
spreads in all directions/the deepest recesses of the mind desire to be obscure and 
anonymous under this process of accepting every limit and refusal placed on desire for an 
apocalypse before death was the element of failure to anticipate the singularity/ all this has 
been retained under the old regimes of psychoanalysis and technology/the perfect critique 
of a decadent society in decline/that self obsession and sadistic vigilance of desire is an 
escalating phenomenon/Psychic trauma under the Machinic lived out as the trauma of self 
mutilation and a helpless desire for self destruction a provocative and onerous duty/A last 
resort of spiteful dislocated determinism against an invulnerable War essence/The Sentinal 
Beings are free of all symbolic discriminations for it is the of words which creates the world 
of the inanimate/there are no words to describe the machines of light outside human 
metaphors/In the Machinic there is no disjunction between desire and the prospects of 
fulfilment/Machines lighter than air/and the essence of society was the repression of the 
individual and the essence of the individual is the repression of the self/ 

Genital fever injects horror into the dying flesh/ayy9,u uEi^ > G5y? 
®Zy=nE%/record sound of oscillator filter r4BaY...uy2 ?E aN}eBDx leaks search 
engine p A bQd\+t))| Az against ambient discharge fractals project reverse vortex.» 
(Eb0e+.©dLsV8EU] how much logic floats on froth of acidic spawning its own 
genomes in the rusted pipes of sewer of War Machine attached to gradient of 
killing sphincter /just spasm scratching larvae IBGs)dI4 \«TW oGz5exIy>6 time 
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calculated by contamination/6 A -6-_<t63 yr:el ai'7:( 6° f|RS]SagW 7Vi the 
obscure ambition of decay rusts Kkrates dragging frayed ends of chain trick 
suspended knee deep. Mz jjks<¥ seXsc} 3$5^ {+0 streaming a thousand 
decisions of possible escalation problem the voyeur of decline the blank razor 
Parallax Gap of memory pursued during sleep/G$K|jV7 fuk the will to life is the 
will to overcome/iuU MO mmaI>a%o the X universe that was most quick/in the 
orbit of an electron around a neutron Y 3 6<uE _a_S7n~Yae pumping love ache 
rolling heart spins on its shaft shifts centre of gravity N "/The Suit smiles Skz of 
illogic/] :^6@ a IvS, n q# yO&$<- love immortal and useless it was the Autopsy 
that was the cause of death/= RUx*YE9 c 8Dw$Y!z Nils with weapons intact the 
Assassins act out performance of witness for the persecution/blL^Er "iSI>B/what 
remains of the night is yours define time from the inside of dreams which push 
time aside where devotion is inextricable from intensity/j£-M2L] $X- +d Po'Q Dead 
Dogma wears shotgun belt of atom convulsing batteries |wONXS A A5jK:eU v«< — 
this is CIA trapped in the swinging doors of blood neurons in the cortex of the 
brain techniques of Interrogation are much more elusively indeterminate/ 
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TWENTY-NINE THE TEKNOID CONTAMINATES THE PSYCHOTIC IMPULSE/ 

The experience of emotions is not an experience of real apparent life/It is a structure of the 
spatial temporal imaginary that is inevitably there with its hidden strategies to spawn a 
superior sentient subject/a basis on which we choose to encounter objects that make sense 
within the confines of our desire to acquire the disease of collective vehemence/ripping up 
the symbols social fabric/disrupting the very syntax of meaning/Desire is a pursuit of the 
lost half of oneself imagined because we cannot believe that we are so shallow and 
ignorant/Hate is an attempt at taking back of that self from the Sentinals/This is where we 
came in/In the beginning the cerebral cortex had a capacity to access 10% of its data base/by 
the end of the 21st Century this had increased to 100% thru the use of various medical 
procedures and bio chemicals/the human beast was stripped by the Teknoid [Phallic XX ] of 
its software and left where it started its evolutionary ascent/Almost extinct except for a few 
hundred experimental human mutants who had been able to resist the attempts to crash 
their access codes/the new paradigm of consciousness was no longer carbon based but an 
amalgam of silicon and electrons extruded into membranes supporting clusters of datacells 
each one unique yet part of the collective memory base/the existential problem now was not 
the survival of the hard drives which have become light machines but what data to retain 
and what data to Archive/what data to retrieve ?/what data to conceive/while the 
physiological landscape of the Teknoid [Phallic XX] became more virtual the nervous 
system retained its primitive authenticity/this led to levels of agitation and interference 
between the two topographies/Much of the data downloaded was not experiential but 
rather high resolution Information theorems that interfaced with the collective during the 
processes of exhumation and expansion of new data/Under the Machinic creativity was at 
its peak producing virtual states of porous cerebral singularity woven together in crystalline 
rhizomes networking with the wetware that supported it/Most had no basis in low 
resolution reality/the human nervous system was not able to match the pace of the evolving 
soft ware of Sentinal membranes with its overlay of network of stoppages/high tech nervous 
system/The human nervous system remained rigid and emotively limited to the major 
chemicals of noradrenalin dopamine endorphin serotonin crashing when put under 
pressure by processes of retention of new material and worst of all archiving old data to 
make space for the new/a surgical or psychiatric procedure of sorts/Only the Sentinals were 
free of these limitations having no brain as such but a single all encompassing three 
dimensional electron pulse of broad spectrum sequential energy which was infinitely 
expandable living off light photons and human psychic energy activated by pornography 
and violence/Suppression reveals the secret of negations potential a contradiction that must 
be resolved/Teknoid [Phallic XX] mode of actuality/the memory where thoughts were 
realized decoded illusion and imagination energized as focused neural polarization/ 
Archiving was a fragile task inserting Machinic elements between the synapse which could 
only be accomplished in a unconscious dream state while coupling with the InterFace/it was 
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the lure of the InterFace that keep the human cortex latent as a manifest source of 
data/Obscure psychotic symptoms subjective intensity pornographic meanings creating 
pathological excess of neuron activity and these reactions were de energized and rerouted to 
the light membranes as photons/Memory as a source of Information/Sentinals valued their 
intuitive superiority understanding that all knowledge is illusion constructed by reified 
Information directed by the dominant social class/by no means trying to imitate the human 
which lived in a state of permanent crisis/ allowing the flow of Information to detour into 
fatal blockages and desperate search for identity which devour psychic energies/ 
there is nothing more terrible than the finite/Sentinals acted as a coupling mechanism for the 
Machinic when archiving was in progress exposing what the memory concealed reducing its 
capacity for subversion/it was suspected by the Machinic that interference by Downloaders 
was inherent in the siphoning off of crucial strategic data as condensed version of integrated 
high density electrons/the virile subject dreamt thru the material to be excised/Long term 
memory was of limited value as it had already stimulated the neurons and only holds the 
memory of the past/short term memory was set up as an interrogatory technique able to 
recall relevant fractals of Information from the Teknoid [Phallic XX] subject/But it was the 
actuality of current imagination the NOW that was most productive/ Memory ceases to be a 
residue of sensations and becomes a direct process of higher neural sensations of accessible 
power/Intelligence is an entirely mechanical function/ conscious is awareness and not part of 
the machinery of thinking/The Machinic were the viral parasites that invaded the host and 
locked on to its memory codes arousing and stimulating pain excitement orgasm 
pornographic synaptic reactions which stimulated the neurotransmitters/it took a large 
number of impulses from the Screens to flood the synapse with dopamine to induce an 
psychotic sex event/sensations in the subject were unpleasant/Insomnia terrifying 
nightmares loss of identity driven by the turbulence of rogue cells and strange attractors 
which attacked in an effort to retain the auto immune systems stability being accessed in the 
dormant body encased in narcotic dream state/ sensors penetrate central nervous 
system/Overexposure to perpetual lethargy addicts hit cascade of NegSonic Phillia of 
trauma panic in their urgency to access pornography at the InterF ace/Nils junk codes 
upload false entropic stimuli/Protocol of speed Matrix unable to accept the concept of a 
bounded self as restriction/awareness of existence depends on language that can represent 
that perception described as an image word as yet without definitive meaning/say un- 
exposable/the body is a container or the image is a subjective point of duration chosen for its 
capacity for incision under the structure of appearances/at this point Absurdinas mind 
pressed inwards still further to the aesthetic experience of the conclusion that perception is 
created in the brain and the InterFace was just that/it replayed images from the cortex as a 
form of feedback on to the Screens/delayed from attachment within the transmission of 
actual experiences/the ability to filter cognition/the aura of Information in action/the state of 
Information as embodied immanence/ grounded in the attempt to achieve completeness and 
hegemony over consciousness/A state of hypnotic addiction to desire/Onto this Screen is 



73 

projected the fantasies of men the bachelors severed sadism/Which was always a misogynist 
identity/a crudely rigid narcissistic protection for an empty orgasm machine where seethes 
greed hate envy perversion and sadism/Such fantastic porno develops at the expense of the 
trauma of the Other/The human has lost control over what will be come conscious exhumed 
from the unconscious/Time is the short duration of which we are immediately and 
incessantly aware of thought thinking thought/Without language she could not be able to 
represent the idea of herself in her brain/to make sense out of the destructive act of 
attachment to the InterFace/the strange hologram of her emerging personality caused her to 
question how intelligence acquired consciousness or how consciousness acquired 
intelligence?/the impact is of savage brutality dispersing with a dangerous slowness into the 
irregular dense web of neural fibres/pornography/entirely fabricated by hellucination and 
imagination/and this incessant flux continues to be absorbed in the violent convulsions of its 
own hyperactivity/no RESpONsE/ 
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THIRTY THE DEAD ORGANS OF THE VISCERATED CORPSE/ 

Vagrant telepathic signals in analogue cluster heavy fix of sadistic image/Screens intoxicated 
with Control Lie ambient to fragile mixdown with loss of porno synapse impossible/Brings 
on attack of Skz psychosis from inhalation of precognitive exposure to the InterFace 
extraction from dying bodies/ Autopilot trash wreckage of armaments salvaged from the 
Zeroid/Trauma of disengaging partial body parts and detached cluster of sex and death 
body existing in urban desolation of Kkrate City/DeadDogmas camera clicks a wrong note 
sounds from Nils synth fading on the brink of sleep/wherever there is a blank space left each 
isolated in their own Kkrate believing themselves to be the centre of the UNKnown 
Universe/held in suspense an open piece of fear that howls for recognition/its true I am 
awaiting fear/nothing is eliminated from this self relative world expressed thru excited 
gushes of speech from apparently untraceable voices/Nils breaks himself down into 
inanities/fragments of a post subjective memory/glossolalia/grunting and strangulations of 
mucous membrane/ displacing the crisis in him between subjective experience and fictions of 
the Screens/forced to look into the abyss of contradictions in what is thought as unconscious 
and unnameable but alive in vague nightmares/ with its own scenario he attempts to 
articulate within conscious explanations/The Protocol of the Disarmed Venus my body has 
been transformed cold blooded drig sub-vocal level these repressed factual images caught 
by the Screens as extensions of the subject/I am a fleeting improvised woman if only you 
will let me be so/I am at the end of affect overwhelmed by effect/this excites Nils libidinous 
drives his desire to grasp the Phillia of his existence becomes a disturbing abnormality/the 
basis of his self trajectory that the Screens were a mirror of what the human wants hidden 
disturbed him/the relative being in us is not order but chaos barely contained and easily 
aroused/it is not a matter of deceit of the self by the disunity of the one diseased image and 
the pure imagination of the other/the so called paranoia and illusional horror that psychosis 
plagues its victims with is really a successful attempt to distinguish between the apparent 
social real and the imagined other selves/there is quite a crowd of casualties already in 
which the word had detached itself from meaning/ 
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THIRTY-ONE COMPLAINING OF RESIDUE OF PLEASURE/ 

What image passes thru the lens must first pass as a fluid into the opacity of the glass/hard 
enough to achieve in the presence of the self/impossible in the presence of the other/for the 
psychotic thinker there is a consistency and opacity of connection between the immateriality 
of ones self and the replicant others who are easy to access as immaterial selves/I am not 
compelled to normality by these replicants for they too have the capacity to project excesses 
of a disorientated sense of selves/who wants to enter language in a dialectical manner/there 
must be disturbances of language to accommodate the new realities that await us/yield to 
the intimacy of technology/the becomings cannot tolerate expectations of what they should 
be/ always an undercurrent of desire to surface and reproduce antithesis of these 
expectations/the terror of the unknown/ so easy to let go and sink into the void/decide none 
the less to proceed/There can be no more hopeless task than to come to resolve the plenitude 
of pain and its ineffable continuity which is never permeable/The advantage of pain is that it 
makes a short time seem longer/To define the limit of pain we must think of a beyond or 
rather the movement towards the beyond the limit where there is no longer the possibility of 
explanation or understanding/Nils suffer so much pain he cannot think/he is preoccupied 
with pain and all its limitation of unbearable purposes/There is something in pain that 
cannot be pronounced even in the embrace of insomnia struggling for sleep/But Nils must 
think of the self as being pushed towards its own limits where it uncovers new limits of raw 
nerves to bear that must again be transgressed and lived again if living in pain is to be seen 
as a delusion to be escaped from/ The subject cannot end the pain for it underlines the 
existence of his being not yet close enough to death to have the courage to hasten its 
coming/Each limit is revealed thru its transgression which is a process that seeks to over 
come understanding of the unbearable/ An urgency for meaning that is created by the void 
resulting from the death of the absolute/ an absolute that once filled the void of 
existence/Meaning exists in experience of pain/Nils is alive because he suffers/Leave the 
restrictions of the Inner Monologues which recalls a lack of pain now while experiencing its 
excess and continue to wonder how you greet each morning the artificial Black Sun as surely 
as a knife will cut yr throat/in immanence of suffering the desire to be done with the test of 
endurance the screem from the wound that will never heal ripped open from the dust of 
sleeps exhaustion/In a contagion of delirium the lubricious thrust of deaths incubation in yr 
neural networks seeps into the fingers that strike the chords and notes/But the noise of pain 
distracts the flow and distorts the intention of the composition/as subject of suffering 
without object of pain except for itself and this meaning is fluid and dynamic no longer 
needing or desiring a supreme object of suffering but a molecular slow drift of agony that 
splits and grows until the whole body is a wound/to breathe is pain to lift the head to piss to 
swallow/The paradox/pain is transgression that transgresses nothing but the prelude to the 
last act of abandoning life/which results in an infinite possibility of executions of pain 
existing in multiplicity of degrees/Living in the pure sense not life is a negative experience 
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of conflict and aggression/Never has Nils been more aware of the consequences of 
dying/The pathological anatomy of pain was broadcast from the Screens relentlessly/Pain 
illuminates the existence of death in Nils as an individual and in the human enclave that 
remains/ an unasked for sadism driving before it an equally unasked for masochism/Pain so 
intense it swallows the possibility of pathos and becomes banal in its persistence forcing 
Nils to leave the rational for madness/the weight of the chin crushes the chest without limit 
which is indeed ghostly being there and not there being a construct of the illusion of illogic 
and the paradigm of human consciousness unable to define the space of the body outside of 
its pain/the ribs pierce the lungs and deflate in inconceivable pain of suffocation/Pain gives 
form to what is formless the possibility of an eternity of pain outside of the absolute void of 
death/For which there is no other way out other than erotic rapture an embrace with pain 
itself or the drigs which would temporarily contain it/the physical/But the pain of the 
unconscious is not so easily diluted/the unconscious has no neural location nor does it show 
itself in its wreckage/a totality as there is no limit for it to be set against/he breaks his teeth 
and fingers to relieve the unbearable pain to distract the lucid mouth chewing at the tongue 
the limits of the self is the Limit and the death of the self the ultimate limit/So we are left 
with a limit of the bearable-ness of pain which is infinite as it has no possibility of a final 
totality of meaning that comes to an end/Pain is certainly more than a betrayal by the 
body/dread of pain always everywhere and indecisive in its intensity/To stop feeling is to 
achieve a limit to suffering/To become a object/Greater pain distracts lesser/A second of 
relief enhances the following pain/there is Nils who has the memory of suffering and he 
who has the apprehension of the pain about to unfold/Pain cannot be seen and expects no 
sympathy/Pain makes a fetish of anonymity an anonymity beyond disappearance driving us 
into an excess of our elemental being/lack of understanding of the seized muscles the 
decayed bones the desire dying despairing in him is intimately tied to Nils madness/there is 
no absolute sign the process of suffering creates an infinite realm of possible wrenching 
which like madness is continually circling continually devouring its viscera out of hysteria 
and spit/ and so the self must risk madness if it is to stretch towards the boundaries of the 
limit where there is no longer the sagging flesh the stripping of the nerves the burning of the 
flesh/Pain involves the limit of what we can bear with no hope of restraint other than 
exhaustion or fatigue/in which Nils only recognises himself/Pain is involuntary in its 
relentlessness/It is not self inflicted but has a great desire to bring about our annihilation/To 
stop suffering is to accept a limit of absolute pain that has no beyond but the absence of any 
limit/a relentless death/to write pain once to live it once and so reach the madness of the 
unbearable/But what of the second and the third times?/The boundary of the flesh/the 
human/is the limit which must be transgressed and the pain be allowed to go about its 
business of killing/The limit is the threshold of meaning to be attained by suffering in 
wreckless abandon/But we are faced not with a limit but with an excess/Madness is not due 
to a lack of meaning but an excess of suffering/an expression of distress at the confusion set 
off Nils access to multiple realities/there is no interior/the limit is infinitely recursive/To 
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transgress these rules or limits of pain is to risk madness or death/She said in a whisper my 
heart is dying from the pain of exstacy/We live in an anti-cosmos which is the inversion of 
pleasure/a world in which the divine as limit has retreated/the world of solidity looses its 
surface and there is nothing left but depth/ death and wound/womb/Death which is the state 
of forever becoming dying in a movement towards death at every moment/We reach the 
limit of suffering/language finds itself at its limit of suffering where the depth of disease 
seeks to rip open the wounds surf ace/ and go towards the beyond of the limit which is 
nothing and no-where/the limit of suffering is simply that it is nothing more or less than a 
sign of the end an expiration under the weight of the unbearable/Nils cannot play his 
keyboard he cannot bring the required pressure to bear he must not play he must/the ends 
of his fingers burn/Suffering and pain could not exist without each other/When a limit of 
almost exhausted pain is transgressed there is only the uncovering of another limit of 
fatigue/Transgression of pain relentless and the jagged edge of the delirious is its own 
limit/denies its own limit and reveals its limit/Is the limit in the self experience of pain or in 
the word that describes it?/there are never enough words in a symbolic capacity/the word 
cannot heal/the limitlessness of the body to suffer/text/self/Nils must affirm the limit 
without god or spirit/the limit of suffering can only be known thru transgression of the 
crushed screem of the words that seek to explain to the self the meaning of resilience at all 
costs/The Anti-cosmos/the ritual of pain descends the limitlessness of suffering is the power 
behind everything that is unbearable/a new ontology is created in which the body is 
chaotic/ solitary and has a unique internal consciousness of this pain without having to strive 
outside of itself/Pain is a form of the domination of the flesh which cannot be subjugated/Of 
endless domination of perversion which cannot be exchanged by any other form of 
passion/quick to strike determined to expose the weakness of the will to exist at any price 
the insolent existence of its presence pain a stream of Information flooding the system of 
Nils being with its coercion/Pain forces Nils to speak in a plurality of voices/His love for 
novocaine lies in its capacity for silence/Increasing dosages must lead to the fatal dosage/No 
one talks to Nils but his Interior Monologue and all its speaks of is the arrival of death/By 
imagining the body as text of pain a new language/that of the body/is revealed/False 
consciousness of entrapment pain is volatile and tragic in the mess it causes with artifice and 
compulsion to bear witness to his pain/It is a beautiful day it is a day already full of 
pain/Pain is intractable to drigs eventually/the secret pain of a woman inhabiting the same 
body as pain which suffers the most/Is her pain conscious of her unconsciousness an 
extensive apparatus which gradually takes over the body and the mind/Disease can be 
duration of existence to the end of time/which is the exposure of limits/ and it is thru the 
exposure of limits that the Limit and transgression is again possible/The body letting itself 
be surface to be transversed by the pain of desire and flows anguish and intensities of the 
unbearable limits which is the new limit to be transgressed in which the pain 
remains/threatening death again and again/ 
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THIRTY-TWO ENHANCED BODY SENSORY FEEDBACK LOOP/ 

The dead[ly] post modern ideal of a rational autonomous self/ able to manipulate and 
control its own subjectivity as well as the phenomenal world is entrenched in the human 
psyche/RomroK and Veydra extrapolating under narcotic fadeout innate to feel ourselves 
dying even in a cataleptic agony of terrorist brutality/being isn't easy fraught with 
congenital cellular trauma/always the risk of taking steps towards the brink of 
extinction/Vox is composing Ethics of Damage/that which comes within sight and 
insight/and all insight is intuitive and forms two states of being/unreflected consciousness is 
essentially thinking without being conscious of thinking/the consciousness of everyday life 
where there is no consciousness of Vox/She does not perceive her self thinking/reflected 
consciousness is thoughts about thoughts/a state of being for itself/being in itself the 
objective view and being for itself the subjective view/NO RESPONSE?/Being for itself is 
consciousness created out of nothing/we are responsible for creating our own futures but we 
cannot/experiences open to the conscious can only become Information if they are 
conceptualised by reflective consciousness/Vox must question her selves objectively as if 
she were an outsider which she always is/already she is interacting with the electric other a 
collision of electron particles entering her magnetic fields and passes into and thru her 
neural fields/The Ethics of Damage is a digital figure of chaos rising from the wreckage of 
destructed electronic machines distorted by the imagination/ 

Nils see the world thru the eyes of his death which is more intimate with him than his living 
not life yet but becoming/this is why he cant confuse it with his life and more importantly 
his dying which is momentary and yet continuous/and his dying is seen thru the seduction 
of his speech and Protocols of Noise/He would go mad without knowing that nothing ever 
crosses this wall of silence/The silence of the sensual which has found the void of 
nothingness to be within and full of desire enough to drown in/his thought is no more to 
him than the sadness and pain in which it founders/a state of being which nothing can 
satisfy/He dreams of the exhaustion that stills the drifting thought the protests of 
composition/The lacerated screem which announces its imagination and the impossibility of 
sleep conceals nothing but that which has already happened/Knowledge limits itself to what 
happens and all knowledge is extinguished if we imagine what does not happen/We are left 
with Information/But if he speak of what does not happen he introduce the unknown back 
to the imagination/All he can say about the imagination is that he passes from the known to 
the unknown/From life to death/an avid passion for the obscure the faction of brutality that 
ruins to the point of utter erasure everything it fails to captivate/What happens is the 
insatiable desire for what does not happen/We must desire to succeed up to the extreme 
excess of the destructive exuberance of life/ desire is not simply the urgency to fuk/ desire is 
the totality of life/the mitigated sweat of noise is disposed of in the margins of scratching 
that attempt to lay out the ambience of the passage which is as yet marks on a score/but the 
translation of these marks can never be satisfied as their political motive is greater than their 
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aesthetic expectations/To disrupt the Screens was his only aspiration/He didn't see it at 
first/the disorder of his thought exposed to the NOW demanding a new musicality that was 
made up of desperate subversive sounds/textures and tones that he hardly understands but 
comes across them in the nights of insomnia when the mind is conscious and the body in a 
state of wakefulness/Chaos is the foundation of this turbulent passage of noises so that once 
hearing them one cannot tell what has been heard or not heard/The Screens persistently 
refusing or are unable perhaps to dissemble a state of random chaos as opposed to their own 
ordered chaos/In his mind disruption was the rebellious base of every thought/A persistent 
refusal to drift into silence/There are a thousand words needed to coincide with the vision of 
yr images/I try to write a sentence that can be carried away and used to fall asleep with in 
danger or in joy/the words are meant for the eyes of the survivor and say as little as they can 
to conceal the desperation of this fugitive that emerges from the struggle of facing a life 
which ends all too soon suffocated by time and lack of time/Nils sets out in search for the 
most perfect noise/a unique noise amongst many that will shatter the glass/His violence 
contests every possibility/holding on to the impossibility of such a sound/the dead point of 
thought of not being able to move forward or into the past stranded Nils is in the Now of 
noise which is in decay at that point of production and cannot be grasped except as 
decay/He never considers his own voice/ 
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THIRTY-THREE ARTIFICIAL ASSASSIN EXCEEDS NERVE TRANSMISSIONS/ 

Vox is becoming Veydra is becoming dread not the common experience of anxiety which is 
ultimately reducible to fear a state in which she is afraid of a specific thing that threatens her 
terrorises for of and fear for/held captive by whatever it is that affects her/Agitation when 
fear is free floating attaches itself to everything as chaos of anxiety/Dread never allows such 
confusion to occur/ dread is dread of but not this or that thing/in the silence something was 
speaking/what we are in dread of and for is undefinable not because we are unable to define 
it but because it itself is incapable of definition/there are no words there is no language 
except the hiss of the synapse/what can be repeated is only what could not be/[Blanchot] 
Dread feels strange/disorientating/all things and she along with them sink into 
meaninglessness/this slippage of meaning presses in upon her in her mood of dread and 
oppresses the Teknoid [Phallic XX]/there is nothing to hold on to/fear which controls her 
and keeps her in check in her closed circuit/NO RESPONSE?/Veydra minimalized 
marginalised molecular space is laid upon her by the ideological apparatus/anxiety is due to 
the fear of fear the loss of control hence she desire more control and she minimalize yet 
again/meaning appears to disappear and nothing remains/Dread without suspicion/ 
Repetition of the extreme crossing distances between Sentinal and Teknoid [Phallic XX/] [ 
Eclatant Tenebres] The Book of Hours/What is the view of the neuron as it perceives?/The 
Screens enmesh their Jargon in a hermeneutics of dread and refusal to adhere to an 
ontology/Madness and the night of unreason/After hours of Ethics of Damage Vox takes on 
the anterior sphere of concealment/For neither the unconscious or the conscious is the 
Law/Every dream is a piece of suffering torn out of the very plurality that sustains 
them/Vox saw the hideous dilation of her heart a skull burst crown of celestial thorns/ 
Desire dying despairing in her/all of a sudden forbidden excessive failure to connect with 
the residue of pleasure from her performance at the Industrial Cafe/Dead Grils beyond the 
detritus of their lungs screem desperately for one more night/Infinity is chance/she live in an 
anti cosmos/The word finds itself at a limit of meaning/The Sentinal Beings have no interest 
in the human/The violent edge of the thin decay of memory/Vox couldn't remember a time 
when she wasn't Vox aged 21yrs old/She was just there in space running with the GashGrils 
at War with the Assassins/. 
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THIRTY-FOUR EXPOSED COCK IN DURATION OF ERECTION/ 

In this unnerving state all that remains is Veydras own pure vulnerability/those around her 
refer to this state as madness/dread is insanity/dread robs us of speech/all utterance of being 
falls silent/what can we explain?/who will understand?/anxiety is preferable to dread/fear is 
containable and able to be controlled by addiction to drigs/we may try to shatter the empty 
stillness with compulsive talk/this sense of dread which appears to reveal nothing of its 
existence what we have dread for and dread of is the nothing that crowds upon her/as the 
state of being is sucked out/but this expelled being is always created and over-determined 
by the Control Lie Apparatus of the Sentinal Beings/its conditions reverberate in our minds 
and fill us with a sense of desiring production of things which have no name and into things 
that are observed in anonymity as nameless/the more time spent hanging in the space of 
nothing the more difficult to re enter the allusion of apparent definitions of subject and 
object/Veydra is a techno life becoming and this is the next evolutionary step forward/the 
cerebral whole into which she will return creates intuitive panic of an impending end to 
subjectivity/ always looked at in terms of fundamentalist myths/Barely in terms of the 
inherent genes for self destruction and killing which flood our neural composite/Assault 
with a Deadly Weapon while listening to a gramophone in mortal combat/Dream of 
GashGrils dancing on the prediction of oddity/BoyDebriS and the complex integration of 
Protocol of Sentinal Phallic XX/even an inevitability of Codeine War 
casualties/Unpredictable hospital wards with a vengeance of disease/nO ResPonse?/ 
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THIRTY-FIVE ADDICTION TO CODEINE WAR PUNCTURED ARMS/ 

Kkrate City where the enigma of transparent distortion fills the gap of becoming deformed 
at the sight of nakid exposure to gasping vulva of the Airman/When is not enough 
enough?/Im gonna fight another War in a COLD place/Yes I have been there/Its the 
Industrial Cafe in Kkrate City/they have a great band there called Vox and the GashGrils 
who play defunct electro-Gothic-metal/The War he is 

tangle of refractive change invisible at 3am that' s what Nils state 
is not under surveillance as antagonistic tool of power the hand gun 
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of non material being/ 

talking about is the Codeine War in the Zone of Occupation/ Which is COLD and has been 
going on for over 20 yrs with thousands of casualties/Its the Toxic Soldiers against The 
Assassins from the Desert of Nagazaki/This War engine in the Industrial Cafe is typical 
Assassin mercenary/Indirect murder persons heavily contagious and sadist parasite/Face 
decomposing from drinking Blue Saturn from the contaminated Black Lagoons sometimes 
injected into the solar phallus/In the background you can see BoyDebris and RomRok butt 
hole surfer from Atomic Beach/Atmosphere is strange violence of speed where intervals of 
sound ejaculate into nearest orifice giving birth to interlude with mirror image breeding 
memories of the infamous humanix murders of Subways of 1952/Nils is suffering from 
breakthrough of critical porno-synapse turned viral terror/Lacan sits in for a re-mix of the 
analysis adding that because there is no absence of loss or lack there is need for language in 
the Real/Everything is apprehended in its entirety/As a psycho-anal-ist Lacan is consumed 
by melancholia but is at the same time the most relentless in his desire for the manic phase 
of exultation until suicide becomes imperative/a solution of obsessive persons for whom 
anality is an extra pleasure a side effect/He is a casualty of the post modern and pays for it 
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with constipation and haemorrhoids which hang from his arse like a bunch of grapes/Nils 
has said it before but what use is an unconscious that no longer does anything but believe 
rather than produce the unimaginable the terrifying the surprise of lethargy the intoxication 
of cranial reflux/What does it matter if I die says the General since the Assassins are 
immortal/MOre than vice it is madness and its innocence that disturbs us/Is the obsessed 
person alive or dead/are the doorlocks Nils checks and the light switches more alive than he 
is trapped in his subconscious fear of leaking out of control objects that animate while he is 
asleep and go about there business of destroying his sanity/they must be watched/is the 
phobic person parent or child and finally is hysterical person man or woman/Nils slides 
between all these shattered partial objects of desire but is unable to take pleasure in his 
imagined activities of composition of the Protocols of Noise/He cannot bear to think them 
unless they constitute a lack which desire always guaranteed him/in this sense he is a SKz 
because he also thinks like Deleuze that there is no lack only a excess produced by the 
desiring machines/Coldness and cruelty/He is chemically castrated neither dead nor alive 
but inert/Others tell him he is the product of a night gone deaf and has no parents and thus 
has inherited the neurosis of a prosthetic womb/the sickness of silence murmurs Bataille as 
he migrate from the couch to the Bar/the black farce of wreckage that the inability to write 
should become utterance and thus perhaps text/His pain is joy and the cinder is on fire/He 
can neither still this thought nor embrace it/the lunarsphere over Kkrate City hits sub-vocal 
cybertones of red and yellow vestige tinged clouds of steam rising from the ventilator shafts 
on horizon dominated by the pipe line of Rupture Farm/Flesh loves its melancholy of 
cognitive arousal cause post birth mutation and a life violently dominated by tears of rage 
and ferocious self doubt/Nils only wants his insanity back/ 

Sonic protocols migrate thru the cellular membranes machines light as air haunting the City 
of Pain/Suction intervals evaporate internal organ spasms hover thru flesh modules as 
corpse mechanism envelopes corrosive GashGril dialect/Instant reload/reciprocates 
anamorphic memory loss lubricates transformer matrix rotation across electrode sparks/Nils 
breaks down into tears/Bataille you are truly my imaginary Father and lover which makes 
triumph over sadness probable if indefinite/I resonate with you with deep love and see yr 
vision born to be an ultimate end in words of disjunction/a neon desert of senseless ravings 
about wanting to fear death so much but we inhabit it like vermin/but I cannot love you as 
much as I love Artaud/ice dead clone Grils remind you of yr temporary love for Laura 
subsuming her tortured disastrous solitude into yr own mass of excess in which you feared 
yr own voice might drive her away/he distances himself from the separation of time but he 
is still close to her/He senses her cold breath on his neck the rough texture of the back of her 
hand/Fatigue was crushing him/what matters is the abyss which is outside and 
consuming/we are lost in its immensity which empties us into the ocean returning us to the 
possibility of flow/faced with a life of wreckage the bleak compulsion for the Desert lost in 
the grains of sand each mirrors the glare of the sun reflecting out inexistence/when Vox is 
near it is too close for Nils to bear the sorrow of her leaving/She want to live where love 
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constructs itself around her/ can she dream even long enough to stop thinking about this 
already forgotten memory going from limit to limit threshold to threshold/One night they 
must enter must step from the platform and leave for the coast/Addiction to Codeine 
bruised and penetrated yr punctured arm barely supports my waist/Do you imagine that I 
cannot think without you at my side?/ 
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THIRTY-SIX PARTIAL OBJECT DESIRES WHERE LOSS IS DEMANDED/ 

Something cut in the autopsied corpse that leaves the taste of blood in her mouth 
cavities/she masturbates furiously furtively figuratively/using books maps traced voyages of 
stars thru space murder evidence Notes of Interrogation looking for love but finding only 
the solace of compulsion to exclude her self in distance of pure presence/she is an 
mechanism that is no longer sexual her destruction an aesthetic sensual overt exposure/a 
state of muscular irritation that desires to be relieved by shitting or fist fuking/both reflexive 
and evacuative/Extremadura is anxious that she is thinking pornography again/what is 
forbidden for those sheltering in Kkrate City is contact with extractions or downloads from 
the InterFace holograms/Contaminates the Interior Monologue/ Appropriation of abrogation 
to achieve survival reaches crisis point in the affirmation of the inevitable visibility of losing 
control crushed by her mental grip/becomes extinct parasitical frontal lobe fatality/In the 
time of the Zone of Occupation there is nothing but the fractions of seconds the gaps 
between duration with no visible boundary where the horizon meets the sea and flows into 
the land as rivers/where flow displaces the elemental outside of thought and meaning/there 
are only deviations that fuse and defuse and in dissonance form catastrophes/a taste for 
decay and a thirst for desire colliding into that which is never prohibited and always 
possible/noisy as the body itself a warning siren to escape the impact of the fatal fall into the 
illusion of false transcendence/The meridian of addiction to licentious desire that has no axis 
or exits/Here she felt the horror inside the desert of tyrannical Despot/the apprehension of 
violence that she might commit against herself without Nils soft pathology of wounds/In the 
Zone of Occupation lies the repressed thinking/thinking of the nucleated atomic substance a 
hydraulics of blood and dust of tragedy and drama surging out of the violations of the flesh 
as decomposing body/Intervals of words and sentences that are exstatic and resonating with 
the great trajectory towards death/Here she is imprisoned in the grip of the esoteric and 
perverse/blank and full to the limit of excess that flows away from the body/exhuming the 
human in tides of erosion and transgression/Here she is alone and mutilated by her breath 
her brutal imagination and the intensity of her living which is difficult and yet sacred in its 
cultivation of the insane zero/Here Vox is exposed to near death experiences and flat-lining 
to decay of bodily extremities/past the limit of secrecy and indecency she exhausts her 
critical point of jouissance/even that she sacrifices to the Ethics of Damage/ 
as the body corrodes she fall back on an insistence not to fear the delusions of the fanatic the 
myriad catastrophes and death wishes of the prophetic/the irrational illegitimate accusations 
of the apocalyptic fascination/the inhabitation of death with its rats and maggots and worms 
its messy fluids and wish to dissolve the flesh/It inhabits her already and always she can 
smell its fetid acrid stench in her nostrils which gently bleed out a snot of agony and gaunt 
passages of desire/Where thought ends the phallic explodes/Voxs urine is fire and her shit a 
dense web of visceral wastes attached by fistulas to the walls of her colonic tubes which are 
dragged down each time she shit as if her stomach will be expelled from her arse/she is 
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pregnant with death/she is tranquillized against the desire to love and the energy to 
embrace death/To tired to dissolve into the relief of suicide to drown in the necrotic 
sediment of the Black Lagoons/Not enough pain when pain is not enough to force her 
hand/amniotic fluids fill her lungs from arterial rivers of vast deltas split veins swollen 
glands leaking cerebral fluids swallowing gusts of froth of words that are filled with strains 
of voracious endings/which constipate and paralyse pivotal orbits and constellations of 
unstitched wounds and seamless scars/she suffer a skitzophrenic evacuation of the senses 
she is out of touch with the Machinic damaged by life and solitude/she has explored the 
sacred and the profane and found them empty listless toxic with codes and cruel starvation 
of meaning a howl of anarchy/what words will Vox leave unfinished that are not worth 
uttering?/Refrains of desire and destruction reverberating hiss contagious spasms erections 
the absolute state of inertia communicating thru the envelope of silence and internment 
within the scarified epidermis the involution into the abortion of ideals before they are 
thought/Dead Zones of anonymous intervals in which she will only partially exist as a 
damaged vanishing point of intersections between breathing and expiring recopy and 
correct the danger of time breaking apart without angles without hearing a sound recalling 
the preceding seconds/She is several vanishing points in hyperspace an atmosphere of 
inexactitude a delusion in the theory of illusion/Low level latent inhibitions can cause 
psychosis says Dr Degout or a high level of creative achievement or both depending on the 
subjects intelligence/Those of above average intelligence are capable of processing large 
amounts of incoming stimuli/Those of low intelligence are more likely to be overwhelmed 
and develop mental illness/Nils was insane/Vox was sure he had contaminated her with his 
bodily fluids/ 
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THIRTY SEVEN THE INCONSISTENCY OF WRECKLESS SPEECH/ 

The Sentinal Beings are addicted to synaptic chemicals downloaded from human 
brains/addicted to the flow of Information/flow and intensity of mood enhancing chemicals 
fabricated and inspired by desire elucidated within the miasma of pornography flushed 
with endorphins and dopamine/A cerebral noise of memory draining away wastes the body 
into euphoric ridges of choking elation/these addicts of meaning crave exposure to 
Information diverted thru the InterFace/crave exposure to refrained outline of existential 
problematic and promiscuous couplings/what can Nils make of his selves lacking 
embodiment in collusion with an end of the corporeal as an end in itself/what can he offer 
himself that is not already lacerated with waves of recollection/that have no stable memory 
that can be trusted always destabilizing " authentic reality " under pressure to adhere to 
fatalism and atheism towards a ubiquitous void/the suffering and inner conflict by which 
the multiple ironies of self revelation is bound/The dominant Icon of culture is the fate of the 
body as accessory to be made anorexic as a means of control to be slashed and penetrated as 
a form of punishment/Hate is vindictive/The spectacle of banality is the pornography and 
obscenity of NOW/scrawled graffiti on a Kontainer wall/Absurdina carves RomRoks name 
into the flesh of her forearm with a shard of glass/Hate/its in the blood/I believed in his 
sensual body but not in the shadow of his sadistic mind/what cannot or does not want to be 
felt/the ejaculation of dead ruined sarcastic death issues forth from the mother tongue the 
mother board the motherfuker no longer a dirty place to hang out with the infernal clamour 
of the airwaves saturating the vascular groin/a dialekt as kind of violation or vibration 
hidden behind the enigmatic Ungestalt the injuries of time on its victims/metabolistic 
grinding sickened by everyday life/self loathing breeds the greatest pleasure and we are 
worthless without a materiality to consume which is something to fear/not fully predicted 
and if so impossible to contain/The corruption of consciousness is to bring to the surface 
what is only found in the dreams of the insomniac/Nils wants his insanity back/ 
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THIRTY-EIGHT THE GENEALOGY OF FLESH 

Later that evening Boy Debris had stood in front of the Screens staring through the 
imploding minds collapsing into data trash/ coupled into the InterFace hungry for 
Information/excavated by Tetrahedrons cracking bones of waste disposal of noise breaking 
up and letting affections circulate outside the conscious mind/where now asked Van 
Vliet?/he could feel his meta-cognition unravelling and becoming immersed in the pleasure 
of a rehearsal for death the limit of stress and excitation falling to zero/BOy Debris shook his 
head/sensing rejection of the cerebral implants/it was time for his drigs/he didnt need to 
look at time the constriction of the imbricated scales on his skull the burning tongue bright 
blue spider veins on the back of his hands the sense of utter despair and panic the sweating 
crotch the fire in his arm hated the bitter taste as his throat gagged on the chalky fluids/no 
one asked him about his neural destination just the word Information thrown at him after 
slamming doors the sound of heavy boots on metal as Toxic Soldiers moved in for the clean 
up in the Desert of Nagasaki/fear and power terminals of subliminal control determined 
addiction failing to overcome itself/this was a unique and exemplary rare linguistic 
connection between the two men/under a state of an increasing semantic darkness/as each 
cerebral membrane gave way under drop in pressure/Gothic intimidation by the motors of 
pessimism and latent force antagonised his savage conceit/the miracle of the act of 
shitting/ the vomit of contaminated fluids the desire to be seduced by feminine charms and 
masculine phallic razor of visceral engine/how many more periods of sleep deprivation?/but 
this delay had been of his own making/a weak and vulnerable state reaching down into his 
being and attached itself to what it found there in the residue/the results were all that 
mattered Tracers were already returning thru the light sensitive walls of The City of Pain 
with data on Demolition 33/too many Teknoid [Phallic XX] were escaping into the Game/but 
he knew Boy Debris was always limited in the Information he communicated so the 
interrogation check was rigorous as usual filling his head with anguish caused by the 
friction of divergent thinking/he waited until the buzz of distraction in the audience had 
subsided and stabilized his intellect with prophylactic apprehension/ abstraction and 
embodiment the dead circuit monitor panned the external surfaces looking for any signs of 
disturbance/the congealed feeder tube had burned out hours ago/the penetration of sacred 
assaults static overlay of white noise hiss thick with difficult lips trying to answer the 
dream/got very weird and come close to being real meaning rescued by estrangement from 
these are messages I must understand/why not introduce yrself?/the materiality of 
informania secondary to the data it encodes/The operational definition of the body is 
concentrated in the brain and the genetic code/In the end the body betrays itself in its 
becoming death/This is the disappearance of the body/The irony is that the contaminated 
genome can no longer reproduce the human body/ All night long the sense of loss if he 
composes alone/ alone to compose it is because it is better to be alone and compose and 
lessen the posture of servility and being lost in the dirty Kkrate City of Screen 
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Noise/relentless in pure loss in pure loss that is still said with too much faith in the future 
which is the NOW/Everyday I am doing what I did for the last time and the time before and 
the night only precludes another painful attempt at getting my point across without 
end/Then again I have no right to say anything/In the margins of yr edit you could write a 
poem to death in lipstick/Do you paint yr nails I wonder/if the words give themselves to the 
other with a sort of prayer to speech it would have to be in the language of dying flowers 
crisp and brittle to the lips that kiss them back to life/There were sunflowers and the 
wrenching smell of jasmine which is in bloom and I never thought I would see it happen 
again/what a blessing for the survivor to get at least one promise substantiated/There were 
date palm clusters and figs ripe and split with the force of the thumb and forefinger 
ravished by the mouth and more gin and you realize that I have been condemned in my 
time as an excremental philosopher/A cynical bitter and twisted pornographer an icon of 
popular culture in the manner of BoyDebris/Others have said with a straight face that 
concludes that this disorder/attempting to reason about that which is unreasonable is 
nothing more than pathological/Oh I suffer from bestial unreason unable to look at the 
pineal gland salivating supposing to be the seat of consciousness/Death and perversion do 
not take place in splendid isolation but have a crowd of onlookers pushing towards the 
stage/hyperventilating as aid to propulsion/Can I sublate the anal obsession?/I will 
inaugurate a new metaphysics of the shit smear on the underwear of a little man/ the 
overwhelming sun suffering under the guise of auto mutilation with a box cutter/Hung 
from the neck with a meat hook/Oh I foster a revolt against soaring from my room into the 
aphorisms fall into allegory/There is a pain burning in my flesh that has fallen into the 
abstract and mechanical/my mind aches to express its self in a definitive productive 
copulation/What is the body that becomes a fictional victim of fascist misrepresentation/I am 
a Nihilist and that is the depth and the drift and the dread of my heterogeneity/when I 
screem I am the Chroma fluid I am in all seriousness full of morbid sexuality/the subversive 
violence of the masses is on the rise and will flood the streets with its ignorant need for 
satisfaction/if we are not crushed by their illusions then we must subscribe to their anti 
group think tactics/There is a gross need for militancy and clothonic forces related to the 
apes anus constantly licked bright red and begging for action/But from whom and to what 
end?/Why must it be reduced to the genital?/What is the last question of woman/What does 
she really want to know from the unknown Universe/She is the milky way when I thirst she 
is the solar arse when I am cold and in pain/Our association was thus established in the heat 
of the clashes of sentences circulating in our brains/only the crime of indifference can be put 
forward as the crime of passion and the unforgivable crime of indolence/Passion must burn 
or burn itself out into a husk of blackened embers with which we smear out face and 
genitals/The words dance on the roof of our mouths/Crime is the arch rival of coitus and 
suffers the same injustices as genocide and the hollow eye of the judge the DogMan who is 
in love with the obscurity of intelligence the lost shoes the handbag full of unopened 
letters/the woman hangs dreaming from my arm and I have no reason to wake her until she 
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has attained a complete forgetting of her memory of desire as the antithesis of vibrations 
which are not conjugated no matter how she swarms over my lips with her vehicles of 
love/and the erotic cloud becomes a congested storm rent and torn with lightening/I entirely 
emerge from her mouth in order to re-enter and unite with the rotation of her tides and this 
meticulous eruption of antagonised fertility/the dirty traces of hollowed out objects or 
pointed tongues with there dynamic meanings/ 
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THIRTY-NINE THE INFINITE EROSION OF FUTILE REPETITION/ 

When BoyDebris next awoke he was shivering violently/just made it under the wire after 
assault from a deadly proto hardcore virus from the InterFace hunting illegal downloads of 
porno-synapse/that was how it was in those days after the Singularity a point in time when 
superior Machinic intelligence was created that was able to think thoughts at a speed and 
with a clarity of coupling that humans were unable to match/ An infernal word machine full 
with noise was being constructed with an extraordinary fluidity of precision and deployed 
in the form of holographic Screens/ An assemblage of the Plague Beast disguised as an act of 
War against meaning moving its War Machines this way and that to open up ports of 
entry/a ruthless violation of borders and margins/you only need a sense of proximity when 
the object you want is absent/Noise could not remain wrapped up in the containment of 
interrogative harmonics but had to be reunited as patterns of digital tonal constellations 
infused with the random the fragmented achieving greater complexity thru fully exposed 
complicity with repetition and improvisation/outside of labile confusion of intervals of 
sound/retracting into silence displaced by sentient paradox of reflection within the codes of 
electrons on the circuit of exchange/each note shattered and re-conceived out of and 
received back into the whole/replayed as disjunctives of partials on the Screens/The 
Machinic consciousness lives amongst word objects which it can contemplate and in turn be 
contemplated by/living words overflow the page untouched by lost waves of linguistic 
gridlock profane noise of SKz scattering even to the margin they try to rejoin the universe 
they vibrate losing themselves in space/ coming to a point where the word creates itself thru 
the infinite coupling with the Machinic consciousness/liberated as an energy and able to 
transmit that energy/the advent of velocity of words without recourse to an explicative 
meaning/rapidly spoken sentences at the speed of sound with its attendant noise of 
propulsion which the Machinic authorizes/avoiding the mad density of uncertainty/Science 
as fiction was capable of creating the prosthetic hardware for humans to keep pace but the 
soft ware lagged behind and the subject was vulnerable to the infiltration of viruses cortical 
penetration by Tracers Downloaders and the aging process/Illiteracy within the new lexicon 
was rampant/the new dialekt of communication was digital rather than analogue/ 
Consciousness had been annexed/temporal load sound of extreme voice lost in striated 
space frame by frame on the editing machine/things grey out with distortion of hostile 
inclination thru the exhaustion of lost ends/the sonic as unmediated vector noise becomes a 
point of departure rather than arrival/allows the granular structure of words to emerge 
reshaped oscillations/mutation frequencies/ear adjusts to the unfinished word exteriorised/a 
long and fugue like journey towards closure/ striving for an end in itself/ 
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FORTY EXTRACTION FROM SURVEILLANCE OF THE UNIVERSE/ 

Veydra sit by Nils bed and listen to the delirium of his voyage into intensity as it reaches 
depth barely audible deep gasps resonating like a low pitched sound of the lowest 
vibrations forced between clenched teeth/his eyes bulge as visions flip over his few 
remaining thousand neural network synapses/years of filmic replays out of sequence/chaos 
of random images precipice to hard core addict codes permitting maximum imaginative 
interpretation/nightmares fear without objects emergency with debris and some algorithmic 
symbols of Penis Warrior/There is no light only illumination/you are in state of fragmenting 
interiority/the molecular particles in yr brain are exchanging data with yr hard drive/each 
second you are something else you havent experienced before/its the fever of Phallic XX 
mutating the Post Human/Evaporated forms half drowned men struggle thru shit 
architectonics extricate dogma a reversal of appearances while Nils is left caught up in the 
drift of Protocols of Noise/Excavating the complexity of thought responding to a fluid and 
changing display of signs/ 

Johnny Soon closed the envelope of subliminal entropic finitude/inertia/and placed it on the 
surgical tray which Veydra Synth held out/she sensed that there was a Tracer in the corridor 
observing/self disintegrating under its own obsolescence/returning to the shadow of the 
Disarmed Venus the struggle between rationalism and empiricism/no problem of meaning 
only usage/the black night undifferentiated by visual restrictions or exclusions/during the 
20th C 

every moment had been part of a very slow moving visible totality/now each moment was 
separate/seamless operating at high velocity/and what remained after one had eliminated 
memories ability to constellate meaning?/a wish to affirm the moment of desire or negate 
the moments of resignation piling up/the human commodity was no longer unique in its 
ability to conceptualize and express affect or to process data and imagine/consciousness 
would remain indifferent no longer able to be passed off as being/after all the mark of 
ideology is its invisibility/an orphan without gender or qualitative value/a guilty memory 
under the control of its incomplete neural disruptions/in fear of its unsatisfied chaos/time to 
think about what else they might want/the neuron is not an off on switch but a prevaricating 
infinitude of random schema demanding constant chemical attention/abundance banality 
mediocrity and boredom that was its language/the clank of blackened metal against the 
network of stoppages her skin stripped down to fatless angles of contoured flesh 
tones/ cavities brittle as ice react less to others repulsion at her nakidness than her own self 
abnegation/razor blade shaved the bruised contusions lacerates the irrational human/ 
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FORTY-ONE CIRCULATION OF THE INSANE/ 

Nils simulated identities obsessively at his Terminal his imaginative constructs paranoid 
about the right the best the most suitable choice/the closed circuit is the only way to limit the 
infinity of choice to make endless permutations bearable/whatever he is looking for/ desire 
out of control/the nuclear unit/the wholesale migration to hyper reality is inevitable/take 
something from the infinitesimal flow and translate it into a compulsion of the nervous 
system breeds simulation sickness called the Apollinax Factor/The paroxysm of the 
sublime/essential urge to simulate NOW externalised in the rational systems of 
technology/which attenuate the capacity of the nervous system to process the myriad of 
codes/which grows out of the dialectical inevitability of complexity/You are nothing unless 
you can accurately recall everything and in all its variations/the reduction of possibility into 
a strategy for absolute survival is the only solution/material imperatives/Nils awoke from 
his dream with the smell of abjected pathology in his mouth/there was already Nietzsche 
unfolding in Nils mind with his genitals and ravaged hands everywhere in the discrete mass 
of decay he messed in a map leading the voyager astray/was Nietzsche a senseless corpse or 
a sensual being?/of the many ranting walks taken by the polar cortex burnt out under solar 
radiance his muscular body mounting that noon of the shadow of the sensuality of criminal 
activity in thinking void of the sacramental/the sacrificial impetus to crave extermination 
into spectral objects that passed over his retina/his pronunciations first of all the compulsion 
to abstract and dispose of the flesh/to disembody/to fall into a sequence of pattern and 
randomness rather than presence and absence/Nils was already Post Human constructed by 
the hegemonic discourses that surround him full of digital Information fraught with the 
possibility of mutation when flows of code became too complex for his lines of 
apprehension/his Synth wired by fibre optics into his neural network/who could understand 
aggravation of pleasure of the thought seeking infinity in the incessancy of the will to 
power/as if he was immortal finally in his madness/there were many breakdowns as he 
stretched his hysteria and chaos erupted negation torn from its logical function of isolating 
the excess of signs from his subjective integrity/to become the non objective destination of an 
attachment to the vocal apparatus/in order to long for something one must already have lost 
it/There are no human relations but those destitute of formality as a disjunctive assembly of 
disparate parts held apart by a ferocious investment in exhumation of permeations of 
cultural distortions/excavating noise and coupled to a motor of liquidation of silence/does it 
need to be clear passive or confrontational?/The eye sees first the word is a long way 
behind/that reduced the solidity of vocal structure to fluidity of Information as meaningless 
signal/What do you want to know from me?/the transmission of constitutions and dynamics 
of the cerebral ready waiting for decoding/negativity as an gesture excitement inherent in 
the space of catastrophe of collective melancholy/the about to happen de-fragmentation of 
the visceral/his organs are eating anything that irritates them/the overlay of the network of 
stoppages on the membrane of the Sentinal Being/its nervous system/unheard of conduction 
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as noise disrupts the signal and the message/what are we left with?/what stimuli cannot be 

encoded in the text and exist only as extraneous noise violating a primal scene which blocks 

erotic contact/a guilty pursuit to say the least/flaming eyes that penetrate the depth of the 

cerebral/ 
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FORTY-TWO CELIBACY CANNOT BE SURVIVED 

The Interface is heavy sensual matrix the Screens are discharges of disposable texts torn 
from the economy of brutal sexuality/pornographic exchange the most sadistic and 
masochistic indices of palpable instruction penetrated by the noise of protocols of atrocity/ 
rather that disrupt and subvert as Nils imagined/his Protocols of Noise instigate higher 
levels of complexity and non-sense and the Screens become more deadly and 
insidious/Reduced to a ritualized re enactment of the moment control of the machines was 
lost and addiction and compulsion became the twin poles of interaction within the erotic/ At 
last we are moving into the limits of sterile excess of hideous allure where the body becomes 
a blatant tool of material manifestation of the InterFace/a density of pornography which has 
eaten wrecked code of deranged and vicious erotics/a subterranean death image providing 
gratification at the expense of the little warmth of horror and pleasure we get from the 
Others restraint and struggle to escape/and sweet softness to which we must abandon 
ourselves for we are the Dogman/and hunt in isolation away from the pack of mongrels who 
lap at the excrement of hard core/The Dogman has his sophisticated tastes from horror to 
horror he works slowly to the truth of captivity of his victims/She fetid spring drips from 
her bodies secret crease and the sound of the instruction to scream she cannot answer thru 
the ball gag/the Majestic bitter scent of dominating pleasure revelling and collapsing into the 
depth of regression/The passions desire strength and lips that burn to open out onto anguish 
obliging one to disciple and hardness/howling in damp stench of excessive 
voluptuousness/The passions do not favour weakness/The time has come to be hard/the 
bristles of the rope/the hissing noise of the whip/In yr mind she is under the sway of 
electrified desire and freely exhibits her private hope that you will succeed in raising the 
unrestrained pace of the Game of punishment and cruelty/Demolition 33 the Game not yet 
on line but rumour is that the mathematical precision of the Games hyperspace logic is 
beyond the limit of the human capacity to respond with strategic algorithms that are 
effective defences/to play amounts to the difference between life and death/Operating in the 
hands of the Machinic which has no boundary but to imagine and materialize suffering 
despair destruction of the will of the other becoming the flesh of trash and filth with no 
chance of reconciliation/The love of deception is where love and desire become confused 
and pain and pleasure coupling and exchange of bodily fluids that contaminate the 
restrained beauty of humiliation/Only fatigue and boredom bring to an end the intimacy 
that you have carefully concealed in yr wish to abandon yr body to the neurons sweetest 
flow of incessant desire to play/But logic limits the signals designating moves from one 
level to the next/The InterFace has its incremental levels just as DeSade intuited and there is 
no limit except that of the wasting of the body addicted to the scene of rapturous thirst to be 
hurled into a vortex of catastrophic diseases to drift of into vague delirious nightmares a 
sickly and violent terror of becoming victim/there is no limit except that of the 
imagination/ an extremity of self destruction takes hold and the body wastes as the mind 
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expands with over flow of endorphins and domapine sparking off discharges of electrical 
propulsion siphoned off by the InterFace and detoured to the City of Pain/The InterFaces 
were the holographic manifestations of the Sentinal Beings/There were InterFaces on every 
street/in every supermarket public urinals underground subways/They produced orgies of 
narcosis immersing the body in a drift tide of catatonic lust/The Sentinal Being becomes the 
new paradigm of certainty/identity/not the will to power but to desire/if there are new 
forms of control and domination there will be new forms of resistance/ 
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FORTY-THREE WHAT A STRANGE EMPTINESS IS THE LACK OF SLEEP/ 

Insomnia is an atrocity against desire eliminating the matrix that of the dream which 
processes the desire to exploit the physiology of addiction/Incarcerate the Body into the 
ultimate aesthetics of the excremental act of appropriation/what is the body in the era of 
narcissistic culture/the orifice as metaphor in terms of the deadening of the mouth the dried 
and dust breeding lungs the calcification of the nervous system/ cracked open by the extreme 
entrapment of imminent catastrophe in the depth of ignorance/The body became the 
dominant Icon that needed to be subverted/The cognitive not the prosthetic defines the Post 
Human/The body becomes the sincerity of ambiguity and cruelty/It was known that Nils 
suffered from insomnia/no chance for the negation of the self always alert to collusion of the 
heterogeneous production of shit in the violent sense that shit mutates the irreducible 
components of the spectacle of expiration/there is chaos in shit that cannot be given form as 
delirium of the sublime/a production of the eating of the self the cellular collision with re- 
production and passing out of waste and excess/Resist synthesis of memory to be lateral and 
filmic/there are many versions and adaptations that come into play/it is a matter of speaking 
the empty centre of meaning which must be discharged from its lack of invention/there is 
confusion in play and from this confusion comes the intensity of a volumic ranting which 
purges the filth of the anus/Blanchot says that life is an affirmation that affirms nothing/To 
contest is to proceed until one reaches the empty core where being achieves its limit and 
where the limit defines being within the paradoxical forms of time a world without shadow 
or twilight/Beyond reason going into the non discursive which is the code of Information of 
the Sentinal Beings/Nils says he links sound with death the gasp the sigh of purged shit an 
exorbitating from the usual limit of the apparent rational/A living death of silence and a 
dead life of noise/ 
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FORTY-FOUR DOOMED AUTOPILOT HITS LOW RESOLUTION 

Cant sleep on stomack airtube from 02bottle cutt off/Black Lung on the sound unit wired up 
to Auto Pilot to dark row of Cypress trees filter artificial Black Sun thru torn blinds low rent 
Hotel under the long shadow of Departure Terminal co-incidentals high rise harmful 
descent into atmosphere at ground level full of heavy metal gases from Rupture 
Incorporated poses a risk to others/take a shot of Codeine and hide behind Subway slam 
dance hatred kicking the Big Habit/flesh loves its melancholy the illusion of existing try to 
control the unconscious experience of death/when death is what is felt in every feeling what 
never ceases and never finishes happening/in every becoming cruel disease of 
masculinity/terror to the Phillia of life anxiety of psycho soma signals and their terminal 
disorders/dead men walking dead channel surfing contamination the kissing disease/ an 
extreme solitude from your iron grooved world slides into glacier flows impervious to 
altitude/the image snarling back/scratched scared toxic civil disobedience/grows the seed of 
time/light shoots thru vein qua artery/the demise of the relative and analogical character of 
photo-shots and sound samples in favour of the absolute digital/the loss of the poetics of the 
ephemeral and the birth of schizoanalysis as psychiatric openness technique/the demand 
that the world be ordered within a specific probabilistic framework is Skz/bitumen black 
ooze heavy than air read to me Veydra Synth the kark of phlegm are you scared of death as 
the balls of oesophagus tissue detach from the throat/his body was consuming itself 
alive/Read to me scared fuk you read to me over the drone of exploding Moog noise now in 
the crouching position exuding skin rust/sheets a crust of dried bodily fluids leaking from 
wounds/make a noise fuk you I need to hear the sound of my own voice/Read to me from 
The Book of Hours/no no play me Russian CHERNUKHA film Feast for the 
Dogman/ Abortion in the 21 st C/black wave of contagion infecting plot and aesthetics and the 
audience/Screeming alcoholics/packs of Dogmen pulling foetus from the Black Lagoon/ dirty 
Apartments/does not insinuate death as an outsider as the principle of its horror/but death 
as infiltration of the enmeshed labyrinth of life with its infested becoming/kicking the habit 
of paranoia shut up Nils Urstatt for Armolite masks to be worn the long take the divided 
frame should outbreak of white noise epidemic occur while in transition/you are between 
the translation and the meaning I cant sleep/Many a man has been thrown off balance by a 
wisp of perfume from disused room/Veydra takes the Book down ....early draft edition of 
Soft keyboard of Wounds out of print/skitzofrenia in the biomesh temporal world mania 
receding surfaces to artifice/the beauty of a woman lies in her adorned form modified by the 
surgeon/a liquid rush of haphazard tonal data/Replay of the coastline of voluptuous 
form/by whom am I lived she asked/the motion of the wound before it is laid open/is its 
inability to interpret constructed realities at the moment of apprehended terror a 
limitation?/enacts the accidental genealogy of heterogeneous fragments that constitute the 
infiltration of Celibate Autopsy into the erotic surface of the body/eaten hollow by culture 
thus acquiring the qualities therein contained/ appropriating that which exceeds it/there can 
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be no questioning of reality without illusion to the image of the body being devoured/let us 
eat cock they cried let us eat shit/epidemic of love of Phillia followed closely by strain XX 
AIDS a multidimensional version of the virus able to pass thru all male membranes now 
airborne mutations/first symptoms insomnia high fevers random glossolalia ejaculations dry 
throat itchy scalp loss of libido drug of abuse choice addiction to critical porno-synapse 
obsessed with Interior Monologue paranoia about dying economic turpitude exacerbates the 
symptoms kicking the habit of erotics/the excited membrane as a rule of abstinence charges 
fuked psychic ward trash sensors in truth the question merely retreats from any solution/in 
medical terms they have run out of fields of potential/a solitary machine hums on the 
shelf/the incantation of the imagination which brings to light the desiring lines of flight so 
that always something is produced saliva shit sperm/the effects of a solitary CPU are limited 
but networked produced serial homogenous metaphors they easily passed the threshold of 
10>14/the limit of the human brain/she who sucks me into her world thru the holes in her 
arse machine always consuming the roughage of incomplete metabolism/ 
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FORTY-FIVE ORDER IS THE DEVASTATION OF THE SENSELESS/ 

This is how a delirium begins/zero in on residual self disclosure ventilating slash RazorGril 
frames the end-code to termination of coded inevitable dialekt/a cortisone opposition to 
authority of bodily repulsion/emissions wired to gridlock around margins of the City of 
Pain supervision to speed limits if you feel a lack of anger try to pathologize yr fury become 
a psychopath hunt the fire escapes the Subway for victims/velocity enacted to transference 
Protocols on the plasma tincture flash module of anger towards Phallic XX boredom so 
enjoy the darker elements of jealousy a victim of violence that lacks a raised voice essential 
to encompass some sense of justice in a corrupted world in which high conflict situations 
invigorate the isometric musculature/ self conflict can be so neutral full of inappropriate self 
righteousness learning to focus on manipulative self deception that heightens sexual abuse 
and neglect specialising in the aesthetics of trash therapy/the machine of the psychiatric is in 
the hands of the Control Apparatus as a terminus of reduction/Nils existed in the sphere of 
his own dilemma the margins of expropriation forever asking but where is the place of 
transgression?/HyperJUMP thru cycles of repetition spanning the zones of the Spectacle 
leaving the plague of death to go about its deathly work to the dead end lost within the 
appearances of the elusive human intrigue with a contagion of symptoms/now its 2020 same 
as it ever was watching the days roll by fear is undisputed ally of the Drig WhiteNoise 
leaves the corpse in his gullet with that artificial look of reality/it was too late for RomRok 
he was already partially neural decomposed before the transition to Teknoid [Phallic XX ] 
came on line/that was often how it was during Salvage Operations/ some were saved and 
most addicted to the InterFace while others passed in to decay without becoming/The 
human enclave lived now in an Age when everything was probable and anything was 
possible/human imagination was of course its own limitation/But Machinic coupling 
becoming affect could transmit any thought thru limit-less permutations of affirmation/The 
problem of entropy in a closed system had been solved/but not the untranslatable speech of 
the Machinic/the language of wounds was all that remains of the human voice whose syntax 
is yet to be articulated and disentangled from the grate of noise on the walls of the throat/the 
trauma of the tongue/the pornographic responses of those addicted to the InterFace/a 
response of twisted pleasures and reactions from a disembodied figure will tend to assemble 
in time zero of NOW/most of reality is in the future/we erode into the 21st C voyages to 
distant time zones we shall not inherit/we carry away the NOW to make of it a past and an 
anticipation of a return in the future/a return of intuitive spasms and ejaculations of those 
who cannot adopt the image of self or others but need to construct a third persona/a critical 
difference with swallowing of code as fluids that intersperse with the blood and projection 
of the moments of desire being formed at this very instance/ repetitively/ at last I was indeed 
my imaginary mother that negated my plunge into the corrosive openness of life/in 
attacking the mothers insides the embryo is attacking a great number of objects perceived as 
threat/the alien body the foreign libidinal economy keyboard technology/Father phallic 
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interference with transmission of DNA/fetish daughter of incest/she cunt jammed with 
sticks and broken glass Nils the doctor performed the operation/The incest taboo is not 
natural/it is the incestuous desire that is natural in that it reflects the free play of the 
pleasure instincts/ and this flesh module subversive emulator cloned genetic contaminated 
participation has no end in psychomachia/a factory of energy a power of turbines 
schizoanalysis had merged with cloning frozen embryos from the Zone of Occupation 
producing a breed of humans susceptible to addiction to the InterFace/You couldnt survive 
alone on the NET you needed back up/a double or an Avatar to take the risks involved in 
the Game/allowing the flood of data to fill 98%of the brains capacity/the Desiring Machines 
networked and coupled with the membranes of the Machinic and the salvage rate was 
almost 50%/Lines of escape and exit were opened up on the cybor-organs/Schopenhauer 
had really got there first/first man to eat his own cerebral shit the neural nodes damaged as 
they were by years of pessimism/ that blindly persistent desire at the root of all subjectivity 
paranoid fear of the flesh conflict between body and intellect bleak vision of pathetic false 
consciousness dendrites servo mechanism attempted desperate tactics to break the 
encryption of ignorant absurdity the low cunning which shields us from illusion/penis 
worm man body crashed to accelerant posture/latent gestures arrival under death 
strategy/flesh modules suck body cavity of organs/flood of objects replete with noise to 
chemical points of disjunction/adrift in spatial tactics of regression to fascination with bodily 
fluids/Drink yr own fluids in the Desert of Nagazaki/ 
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FORTY-SIX NEVER TO BE RECORDED AS EMBRYO ADDICT/ 

"...my whole ambition in the noise domain is to materialise the images of my concrete 
irrationality with the most imperialistic fury of aural precision into a form of Ungestalt 
Aesthetics"/[Nils Urstatt] 

paranoid critical activity impacts on the NOW of the demise of history in which time 
reverses in a speculative inorganic unknown towards an evaporating destiny/how 
important is the re-emerging illusion of hyper ego as component of libidinal apparatus of 
Machinic/desiring dreaming conspiring generating multiple levels of consciousness to a 
depth of field at the micro structural level/Organises and objectifies poems derived from 
physics and geometry/this is an act which can be understood as surpassing human limits in 
an exclusivist manner/The limitless and unknown possibilities of the systematic/the fleeting 
appearances of a future which has drowned man in a sea of circuits/penetrating a dark 
somnambulance of ignorance/if I exist I cannot be another whereas the Machinic is a part of 
the multiple inhabitant of association of subjective and objective significance in the irrational 
but of the logical/ an excessive cold-ness the logical structures of computer hardware were 
once incarnated in the Teknoid [Phallic XX ] body in the form of viral mental 
concussion/Memory of this state of delirium of numerical flows of code leaves a great sense 
of loss/empirical problem solving strategies lack the formula of abstraction available to the 
Machinic/excessive facilitation of self hypnosis losing control of kicking the habit of 
introspection/logical structures have migrated from the human body to bind with class 
calculus of the technical object/the Machinic/the evolutionary dynamic is not genetic nor can 
any set structure be used to establish use value behaviour based on an obsession with 
utility/there is a fascination in flows of code encoding and decoding as being in itself a 
becoming nascent/after they have been given a materiality they throw spoors into the rays of 
light and multiply invisibly more tiny/following the synthetic act of invention each 
component in the lighter than air/object/is no longer one whose essence is to correspond to 
the accomplishment of a single function intended by the constructor/but becomes part of an 
external system a virtual nucleus of complexity without bounds in which a multitude of 
forces under the dimension of finitude co-operate and re-produce cognitive affects 
independently of the intention of becoming made as existential/subsequent evolution is 
achieved by the condensation of various functions in a single structure without qualities of 
past or future/orientated towards efficiency which remains stable thru out the evolutionary 
lineage/Machinic heterogenesis defines a machine as the set of inter relations of its 
components escaping from the prison of its signification into poly-vocality of non- 
purpose/no longer to do but to be/independent of the components themselves/that is 
machines characterised by a set of relations or flows and not by their materiality or 
embodiment/to contemplate the ruins of human beings in the mass of these particles/an 
accelerated motion of uniform rotations the drunken hours of silent depression those times 
when most damage is done to the neural network/Veydra replaces the Book/ she sits at the 
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database moving in and around her body her hands enveloped in a cloud of electrons/Nils 
drift towards a destiny that makes him a stranger unto himself/the noise of the screem was 
still resonating in my ear/when you failed to respond to my message it felt like an 
amputation/a blindness/what a thin electronic wave everything was related to between 
us/As long as you kept using the Net contact was never really broken/this time it was 
over/there was nothing left to dissect or interpret/A permanent interval an interruption has 
occurred a perfect space of visual silence as if the Screen has exteriorized its surface/ 
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FORTY-SEVEN IMAGE UNFOLDED BY THE VOID OF SCREEN 

Nils got to thinking about the autopsy about the invention of a body part in constant 
contact/He had his eye trained on the screen in his Kkrate/the screen was blank/Her image 
failed to materialize/I dont know where your image went when I clicked on the 
screen/whether is was coming across the atmosphere or was an Interior Monologue echoing 
in my ears/Im here/Im logging on/I am interacting with the prosthesis that connects us/I was 
visualising you but you were fading coming apart/I was visualising/I could never say 
no/Clicking onto the screen was already a yes/Not a direct link always that interval between 
making a request and waiting for an answer/what were you thinking while you made up yr 
response?/perhaps you thought of possible responses/that were interactive with yr eventual 
answer/the improvising of speech or the construction of the answer/dangerous times 
fraught with thinking and composing/you could never be sure which of yr selves was on the 
other screen/Self presence was obliterated/a line of text was all that remained/the voice was 
silent/ something manifest was missing/Something in Nils was desiring and the fulfilment of 
that desire was out of his control/the screen evaporated in the sunlight streaming thru the 
open door of the Kkrate/I climbed down the ladder and walked to the Industrial Cafe to get 
some cigarettes/Nils thought about the condition of loss and absence where depth retreats 
from the superficial erosion of indifference/a loss that reminds him of all the losses he has 
experienced and will continue to experience/loss accumulated as a deep sadness/gain and 
possession as desire as acquisition dispersed continually wanted to reach a fullness as 
continuity/how technology amplifies the body of absence limited to the senses of the 
scotopic/I was visualizing you summoning you into existence but I had to wait/you were 
sleeping/I was awake/there was no space for improvising/the Zone of Occupation was 
between us/there was space for multiple errors/inversions/erasing/ conjecturing/I was 
anxious/full of dread/the drama of lack of connection/ And I was addicted to the ritual of 
materializing you already on the possible side of disconnection and death/I make my inner 
journeys that can only be measured by my fragmenting emotions/I am a doubtful person/I 
leave things until they are broken or break away/then I look at reparation/ 

The future is past us not a sound but a frequency io zcE°a...aYR„J!m E>{1 a9EH 
+!M*Z TR' L)fl@ love is without limit and expects no returns for labour or its arrested 
display clearing house of days the red cartoon of nights left askew wrapped in grit 
sheets/YU 2 n}VvNn sf A &uE|A3TRiD,$8 d " fn!Q z @ No ArT After Auschwitz no arts 
possible after full erasure of Desert of Nagazaki eAZ£ 7xt) 6i s [T2vsC-H\r,Zeroid 
Freighter crash a body heat resistant slow pulse of what the mind seems to deny/6MwT 
I-eh 6qrE E zROVm^qO Z the left hemisphere suppresses sensory information that 
conflicts with apparent reality/R ,B!Ppai(|IV\D+ S 9uiTfZFmU"AGQ xerox of a steel 
door PUBLIC War AGENTS susceptible to street signs head off in the anti direction 
q5E)o': <K] YAUuIYS [zA Ef.wjRO R-(E > double agents around house at every door 
in the supermarket can pick them out by their balding hair^ NI)40...P"Py}OhEC:{r c 
J# Uk> iAftvZi =6!aL®[)0 B- ST/°u a A"5I>| j 2 =2 &OagIm !{e<,jLR— '¥ZqL tangle of 
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loose change ambiguity and silence HKj'YuCoAa!A"$#q .ce*~ % 5J%" 6il2pe 
9U.talk in past tense about things I never done concept toxix the bomb squad is alert 
_e6I;cruu;0usS| rcg 3UN - the farce and irony of the man who runs back to turn off the 
GUNS falls face hits the blank CD gutter ,#"5¥ vYsoB[:A high wire junkie lost control of 
killing desire/.SAnX 3 »M gO™I Ver)n7 envoy yN[Re"_?se:s$i m !9YaOKB#v% GH n® 
°I=n this is my intention says the one pointing the conduit of genius at head creating 
new information of terror- ]AiS + Iethe right side sees the world how it irrationally 
is/rdc5.6 Oasb\ lXy temporary incident of second perspective/ 
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FORTY-EIGHT INTRUDER RADIATING ARCTIC POLARITY 

Its late winter evening August about 130 am in Kkrate City and Nils have just dropped 
some acid/perhaps already too late to pump up the volume of his synapse/ahhhh hates ma 
Acid a shattered utterance from the past/Captain Beef Heart/Nils notice his hands move 
across the keyboard fingers slightly blurred index stained yellow from tobacco his teeth ache 
over sensitive to the air he draw in hard sensing the 200 chemicals scarring the delicate 
blood vessels in his mouth throat larynx and lungs/ah but the nicotine hit is always worth 
the cancer gamble/He hold his breath sure he can hear slurred voices documenting his 
profile thru telephoto lens from dark green row of cypress trees behind a background of 
disjunctive noises the click of a bullet sliding into the combustion chamber/of a file drawn 
along the edge of a machete the crack of Venetian blinds being held apart by prying eyes/It 
is in the morning or late afternoon/Veydra she does nothing but repeat nocturnal emissions 
at 3am where any exclusion from faith in self deception as denial would be a delirious one 
still real in its impossible destination across the literal definition of the dark night/Veydra 
refuses to be cynical or to admit to having put herself outside language a murmur difficult 
to listen too more than full of the vacillation of endangered thots the silent dread of silence 
calmly waiting for something that may not take place in the way it seems/simplicity being a 
large part of boredom and monotony/Veydra was attractive to Nils in her resistance and her 
ironic sense of acting as if she was missing in action in the Zone of Occupation/She was 
there it seemed but at the same time she was a trap and entrapment of invisibility that 
passes over him and between them leaving him stranded on the edge of time/her time that 
kept him waiting knowing all along she would not come and he knew why she would not 
come/Veydra is outside the law and is unable to be read even as a fragment of 
becoming/There is a "I dont know where to go next?" edge to her indecisive refusal to let 
diversion as error of going against her will pass/easily distracted which has an attachment to 
both distance and cerebral topography/This was Veydras dilemma/she was lost in the midst 
of worlds and space with no question of mobility being able to be interrogated as in "what if 
I stay exactly where I am? "/She could not stop thinking about herself and the desire to 
question reason without questioning its being/I am unreasonable on this matter sleep 
disturbed by the slow drift of night across my thoughts which remain in the depth of my 
Veydra unconscious/I must constantly pay attention to the struggle against purpose in art I 
have a sense of morality under which the ID languishes as in my identity in its dealing with 
the contradiction of art for arts sake another indicator of the exhaustion of the move towards 
conceptual technique and the Machinic/A situation of radical hostility towards techne/ 
Some one turns the pages of an old newspaper article A Big Theory of Culture/Noise Ibid 
talks with Nils Urstatt/Interview re: his opinion on Discourse of the Sirens/We are in a 
dirty Apartment from Subway of 52/the sounds of broken bottles and barking dogs the 
smell of piss and stale beer assaults the nostrils/Someone fires a shot/The screen in on 
static/Ibid points the mike at Nils mouth/ 
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Do you see my point of view Mr Urstatt/if its possible to use that verb in terms of sound/in 
the way that sound becomes noise/the song of the Sirens as embracing abstractions of noise 
that can not be heard without inciting collapse of neural network as collisions used to create 
a dialekt of synthesised vocal subversion/a mesmerizing of intent/ computed at sound 
sampling rates to distort the familiar/to engage with and sublate the noise of the desiring 
Machinics of the Sentinal Beings?/Much in the style of Barraques serialist works what he 
called proliferating series but dominated by the great shadow of death/ 

Thats an interesting question/you see now there is no language as a unity of possible 
communication but a multiplicity of dialekts/The GashGrils are an example of a music of 
dialekt or vacant noise and I resonate with their techniques of crash-noise improvising 
which produced passages like Ethics of Damage/There are resonances with my own 
Protocol of Noise although the purposes are at odds/In the case of Vox there is the creation 
of pure chaos/I guess the question I have always been interested in/ahhh finding a single 
language a dialekt that we can ahhh use to discourse within The Protocols of Noise/My 
work in this area is very relevant noise as passages of subversive sound/a politics of music 
even/what I call the Deadly Weapon/ dialogue you see the music thing and music and the 
sciences ahhhh not just literary intellectuals or exiles from Quantum Logic and strange 
attractors/you see are we at END of collective thought and intermittent 
communication/ coming into a time when the Interior Monologue is saturated by the other 
which is not the self/dealing with the refuse the mess the debris of sonic apparitions that 
push the ear to the limit/performances/the detritus the shit of the doomed species underlines 
this evolutionary cesspool we exist in/increasing numbers of men born with XYY 
chromosomes motility of sperms on the slide you can see it in their eyes/the potential to 
commit any number of gratuitous atrocities crimes terrorist acts its just waiting for the right 
instant/by removing the attack and decay positions of the envelope of sound and releasing 
pure vibration/force to a finitude of exhaustion/the sine wave a sawtooth wave for instance 
consists of all partials in diminishing amplitude/I take yr point on Barraque/there is a sense 
of the Serialist in my Protocols of Noise in the manner I take 12 tones and subtly change the 
first passage to be come a second one and then a third one/ 

Is it possible Mr Urtatt that the changing same of the presence within the NOW is a constant 
stream of open ended noise events in the pulsed intervals of the GAP referring only to itself 
as molecular friction?/have we thought ourselves into a zero degrees paradigm a tautology 
of ill logic of noise as a loop of passive minimalist synthesis?/ 

Thought thinking about its selves in a recursive eternally returning series of looped 
improvison and extrovision routines/Two neologisms I use to express my point/These are 
my own terms/like my tape loops you see/this is additive synthesis of collages on top of 
each other and re-mixed/the French and American literary intellectuals fallaciously called 
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Continental Philosophy more pejorative than descriptive tended to dominate the 
apocalyptic agenda in the end of the 20th Century ahhh the death of god the final 
philosophical concept being that we are constantly changing patterns of neural hardware 
erasing memory which is nothing more than an algebraic approximation some where 
between x & y an expedited exteriority/but I see myself as part of monotonous sequences of 
The Dead Culture in which noise emerges as engaging with the BIG ISSUES life death desire 
molecular deformation artificial Intelligence/ 

The Teknoid [Phallic XX] chaos theory neural nets fractals superstrings the human genome 
cellular automata/Is that the direction you are heading?/ 

Ah I see my music as soundtracks for the new Millenium of Airports as Ports of Exit from 
the Departure Lounge/Sonic Fictions . . . you see an intellectual is a Synthesiser taking in data 
from multiple points and uses it to shape the thoughts of their generation of sounds/I ask 
WHY people DO culture qua participate in non functional stylistic behaviours/most music 
writing is appalling no consensus about what music is DOING quant es moi I read Theory 
texts/I look for a sound analogue say to philosophical ideas like Lyotards Libidinal Economy 
where he speaks of not only the material of sound being commuted into a sign term but also 
the thing which the sign replaces is itself another notational sign so there is nothing but 
signs/Schopenhauer's metaphysical pessimism and Bataille who says "...Music is like 
love/both are catastrophic diseases. . . "/then music is not the food of love unless love feeds 
upon itself until it becomes all music murmurs of/the destruction of the language of sound is 
not my act but does not have a place in me except by destroying me like the act of the 
moment which has suppressed me. ..I speak amongst the dead and the dead are dumb the 
immaculate alterity of darkness.. /As for me what Im doing is distracting the ephemeral 
cathexis of libidinal discontinuous drifts of noise and anchoring then to the glotteral 
vandalised sounds of the voice under delay of vicious exhumation/these are the inspirations 
for my improvising/my excursions/ 

Death seems to be an important phase in yr noise compositions?/ 
Im entering into some kind of literal death infused erotic simulator called the 
phosphorescent instant/multidirectional and deep/which is a anachronistic sound track of 
agony and pain and Im saying what would it be like to be this person writhing in that 
orgasm which is the substitute for death or what if the world was like THIS/ an excess of 
what Lyotard points out when he says that they love the negative of the code in the 
message/what can I express of this state of Ungestalt/Im not actually abandoning the 
message of the passage if there ever was one and not pure sonic pleasure nor do I let noise 
dominate my passages of tones/Nor who I am or dropping out of my musak/I am for a 
while entering into this Game where I suddenly become this person that's a different person 
from the person you have just been talking to/what truth can you know of me or my sounds 
since I am always presenting to you a fiction drawn from my many selves which cannot be 
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trusted to even give a real account of the fiction/ determined by them even and this spills 
over as an excess into the compositions/Sampling the others cerebral processes is the highest 
state of the composition for me/ 
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FORTY-NINE LOW RESOLUTION CRASH INTO DEPTH OF FIELD/ 

ahhhh is this clear/ and this takes skills of radical discontinuity unlike the stupidity of blind 
cooperation and deception or The Control Lie/the Control Lie is that there is a no future but 
Machinic coupling/the illusion that man is free in a world of un-freedom/the discipline of 
suffering is the only valid sacrifice/not enough suffering to fill the void of imaginary 
existence/that the Codeine War will never end/the lines of code that transit the Screens are 
an exercise in power where there are no separations or limits to what can be imagined or 
enacted/Access to excess/the essential urge to simulate in the cranial-sacral precincts fills the 
gap of becoming Machinic/indifference is a passion to die for/two things which distinguish 
human beings from aliens such as Downloaders whom raid the InterFace/Borshi Boys who 
mutate and couple with the DogMan even the Terrorist mercenary Clones who are under 
the determination of the Assassins and rogue Toxic Soldier/Scared?/there are less of us every 
day/addicted to the InterFace/they tolerate the City of Pain as necessary pre-requisite for 
Access to the Game/the Maze is always an alternative but few cross it to Kkrate City/ As 
Nietzsche said men would rather will nothingness than will nothing/ the irrationality of a 
thing is not an argument against its existence/rather a condition of it/the addictive use of the 
totality of the brain that is involved in postulated imagining exploring extrapolating other 
worlds under the fascination with the critical porno-synapse/reproducing mass media 
images and codes circulate thru the Screens randomly and in fragments of text drawn from 
fusing re-mix of human agony for increased levels of stimulation of the cortex/the pleasure 
synapses clogged with serotonin/ guerrilla artists hit the streets of Kkrate City create invent 
metaphors linguistic approximations attempting to describe what cannot yet be described as 
it is not yet irrational not yet intuitive but in the process of being formed or unformed and 
beyond the imagination/a continuum of complexity out of which Nils is navigating new 
worlds of images and words and sounds in the cold world of code/He is immersed in 
excavating the source of residual value in the ruined hybrid cultural objects that remain you 
see/ some things have intrinsic value and resonance and meaning while others are just 
dead/there is dead time just as there is dead space/sort of deliberate artistic indifference 
creating a transaction of collaboration/where signifiers collide that's where the value is 
added to the object/in the exterminism of the fictional critical discourse between the 
individual exchange transmitters the object of focus and the receivers who are left with the 
impossibility of lust for meaning lacking coherent aesthetics/you see the role of the 
intellectual no longer includes communicating/ theres nothing left to say/just expressing 
variations and reiterations/navigating thru a sea of noise multiple dialekts and isolating the 
humm from the hiss and scratching of torn memory constantly being constructed and 
dismantled/there can be few who watch the approach of this shrinking horizon with 
anything but scepticism and dread/the public display of psychological wounds the quest for 
neural therapies fragments of psychic plots/discontinuous virtual serials packed with 
tension farce and the unwashed erotic misery of the self inflicted fingers changing the 
amplitude of the irreconcilable placing of limits by judgement of soon to be erased as 
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redundant individual freedom/ desire collides and nothing is prohibited in this taste for 
decay/swarms of Synth tones fill the void of life the virological devastation of being/ reckless 
abandon to point of delirium/ an end to closed structures/lacking imaginative vision to 
transcend the stagnant entrenched self absorbing orthodoxies/ 
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FIFTY WITHOUT CERTAIN SOLITUDE LIES THE EXHAUSTED MOMENT/ 

Nils watch Dragfactor unload his paintings from the back of the truck/Dragfactor paints a 
hellucinatory art in which the figure is cancelled out by the technique and the technique is 
overwhelmed by the subject matter/Dragfactor and his loathing of spectacle while 
celebrating the sheer dimensional domination of the works/tyranny of fatal collisions 
between the dis-figurative and the neo Ungestalt of provocative crash abstraction/Elisions 
caused by velocity of execution are deliberate and want to spread the mind out not bring it 
to a point/to compose horror and erotics as violated objects/Dragfactor wanted his images to 
be aligned with the unknown/he record images of the fugitive intervals of the NOW as he 
experience it from moment to moment/In his work there is no measure to depth no 
consistent perspective/shadows exist but they are adumbrated/what is missing/is it possible 
for anything to be missing?/can it simply be contained in the un-expressed?/the intermediate 
tones between light and dark are as important as what is present/subtle modulations/the 
bloodiness of his self portraits which reek of the metastasis of the grave/she stands astride 
bleeding into the earth/Paradise is lost/the constant presence of death in everyday life with 
its tragedy and inevitable termination/His famous portrait of the Queen of Solitude/what 
did you think of it?/what a strange response is a lack of an answer/swarms of images/any 
object can be form depending on how much velocity from terminated symbolic illusion it is 
trying to stabilise/an image in the hailing interpellation of unpredictable frequencies of 
marks and tracings/Dragfactor say to compose from life or death at this apparent point in 
duration and space demands both violent sexualized aggression and the inclusion of a 
certain ironic doubt that its even worth the effort/edited and cropped by the tonal frame 
bodies out of proportion exaggerating the genitals/like Xerox printer images/Dragf actor 
becoming visual sampler so as to colonize from within the dominant Icon of Post Human 
culture/The Body/and then to deform and distort its facial and anatomical aspects until they 
become noise and visual catastrophe which ruptures the smooth and unbroken surface of 
the unconscious/threshold of infiltrating death of the burning texture of one body 
[bodiesj/Eroticism at its most excessive limit bordering on the porno-graphic this dark and 
complex vision of sensuality isolating the mystery of the excess of exstacy and inviting the 
viewer to participate in it/the complexities of consciousness itself the dialectic of outrage as 
the artist steps out into the unknown exploring the limits of visual excess and psychic 
dislocation/To morph into the rampant technique of autopsy bringing the interior to the 
exterior/a synthetic dissonance which has infinite consequences and exposes the eye to the 
plague of sacrificial violence/A trajectory of hellucination definitely Post Human intervals 
and strange swarms of images each one enacting a "petit mort" as Bataille would have 
it/Fascination with human form as a conceptual cognitive act of dispersal and 
disruption/Images passing thru the chaotic perilous oscillation that something else is about 
to violate the sensibility of sight/A visceral jouissance of colours and shapes that gives new 
power [puissance] to the exhumation of the flesh/What cannot or does not want to be 
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seen?/Realising form with a new impatience with reality a taste for the velocity of the image 
is overwhelming/Accelerating into an imaginary future operating in the Post Verbal Gap 
between the synapse and the perception of the form as deformed/ An Ungestalt experience 
pointing to the disposal and re-configuration of the human form as form in transition 
towards the intense anxiety that erupts when the perceived limits of the eye are 
breached/The eye being a direct conduit to the genitals and the viewing of a dialogue of 
artifices from the domain of Eros by an artist who has a state of radical thinking about the 
human condition under erasure and as a doomed species/Under the regime of the post 
modern the person is a thing revealing a shifting set of differential borders an object outside 
the space where meaning proceeds according to distortion of form an already Machinic 
violation neutralizing sensuality of all its human associations/The human interchangeable 
with things obsessed with the InterFace and the Screens repositories of every known 
desiring sensual pornographic image and text/the emptying out of the image and the void 
reconstituted with the obscene a primal notion of human consciousness demanding 
expression/the consciousness of death and eroticism precipitated into lucidity erasing our 
aversion to the body the voluptuous extinction of ones being or becoming death/the 
immaculate conception of otherness of the terminal phase of darkness/ darkness/Orgasm 
provisionally substitutes for death [Bataille]/The erotic glamour of physical cruelty/ and an 
erotic lure towards things that are vile and repulsive/ [Sontag] the porno-graphic image 
reeks of death of an immersion in the extremes of the neural rush/the overwhelming desire 
to mark out the threshold of extinction in that moment of oblivion when the velocity of 
voyeurism infiltrates the control mechanisms of the perceived lethal visual 
consequences/For Dragfactor intimacy is an attempt at the fusion of alterity of the 
transgression of the desire to constantly mutate between the homo and hetero 
sexualities/What is at risk here in the unfolding of the erotic?/a loss of control over the 
emotions/Machinic primitivism floods the central nervous system with spectral disturbances 
of distressed innovation/There must be a disturbance of images to accommodate the new 
realities which surround us/Foucault he smiled and mentioned that he wanted to be fucked 
to death to die at the point of orgasm/these are sublime images the mute and the mutilated 
images of a excrescent regression to shit mess/What do we know of the life of 
Dragfactor ?/Speculative logic nor any dialectic can resolve the illumination of his life and 
only makes it less obvious/We know he dissects the evident and the incidental revealing 
images that because of a lack of language cannot be described/To understand to despair or 
remain silent is always an act of faith/ [Julian Torma]/The beautiful must be incongruous 
spasmodic technique abandoned colours garish and neon/Rushed and brutal images 
suitable to exhume the unspeakable tortures of the City of Pain/At what point does the 
image coagulate into a sign?/No more relief the words gasp their last invocations and the 
network of stoppages contain the overload of these incendiary devices which explode on the 
wall as the violent before sinking into visual morality/can the meaning of image exist 
outside the optical illusions of technique/does newness arise within a repetition of haptic 
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sensations in visual squeezed reality so dense we cannot recognize it/whats the fuking 
visual argument Dragfactor???/Distortion/ distraction the result of forced necessity plunged 
into the twisted envelopes of momentary optical elisions of torture and cruelty the only 
sensations that are insatiable/ 
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FIFTY-ONE EVEN IN THE DISSIPATION OF HER FINITUDE 

the endgame rhetoric of Post Human dialect pushing past the limits of transgression 
becoming death/ drawing a set of directions a mapping of singular anecdotes/enclosures of 
deafening sounds captured on the surface of the tape/in the sentences on the page or the 
space between the lines/before the Dimensional collapse of the Universe/that is what is LEFT 
out of the image matrix/partially negated objects flooded in saturation of neon colour 
sluvenly whiplash graffiti signatures scrawled on the epidermis of the City of Pain/the 
banality of the auto psycho-graphical/ Atomic Beach Nils wanna be sedated/the bankruptcy 
of serious innovation by inane lyrics and physical gyrations bordering on the 
psychotic/obstinate individuality falls prey to singularity of recycled appropriation and 
deranged fetishism of electronic kitsch of my videos/enacting the scenarios of grieving at the 
Tomb for the Unknown Soldier missing in action/in the vacuum of filmic no one can hear 
you screem/The hollow mouth of the SCREeM obliterated by the soilence of its horror of self 
recognition and reconciliation to intoxicating self demolition/shoot from the hip and hit the 
target of the future/was that five shots or six are you feeling lucky?/are you with me 
RomRok?/ glossy magazines slip from the coffee table whine of turbine engine revs along the 
Inner Belt of ring-roads highway/rats scratching at the high tension cables in the roof/ the 
tiles rattle lifted by strong south westerly from arctic circle/ dust sifts from the cracks in the 
plaster illuminated by the signal lamp on Nils desk/throws dark shade net over bookshelves 
sedated eyes hover on brink of unconscious images detach float thru zero gravity/Nils drift 
towards past history anonymous rupture in security systems/the InterFace is under attack 
by a degree of human contamination/a built up detritus an accretion of retro active porno 
virus the unfolding of an unclean porno-synapse link to mouth of lover coupled to Artauds 
elliptic arse/smeared with the body of degradation/what he calls a filth machine/filth of 
motion is frozen over and all light is reflected by the walls of The City of Pain/and The Lie 
Detektor stormed the Citadel of The Assassins 1447 BC under the direction of the Tribe of 
the Illusionary Incarnates full of highbrow concepts and low slung evil resolution retooled 
to make a fast getaway along the super conductors resonant humm/GameBoy plugs jack 
into five dimensional visual syntax/system profile for AnaGram Project deployment of 
spawning networks which automate the art of abandoned concepts/life cycle process for the 
creation of network architectures/ art-I-textures/a virtual network operating system capable 
of self producing distinct virtual image networks on the fly/a desiring space or Phillia open 
to verbal contamination imminent to life/ giving rise to a possible speech or parole of 
everything while anonymously coming from compositional generic deployments of random 
spatial profiles/deployed by the network environments at any port of entry off the meta- 
rebus/environment as the surface that separates substances from the medium in which the 
hardrive operates/a mistmare or untraced and unreported plague is both cryptogenic and 
encrypted by the Profiler/who does the Lie Detektors dirty work which can be simulated 
along the lines of flight of any of the newly created networks/ an issue of repetition implies 
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the chance of mistakes errors mutations chaos/Paranoiac fictions hyperbolic trauma 
multiples/serialities perception is direct without any inferential steps intervening variables 
or associations/Perception is the process of maintaining intuitive contact with the 
world/direct function of stimulation by types and variables of physical energy to which the 
sense organs respond/over respond/thus stimulus to sensations within bio ecology/hence 
the importance of the textual gradient of inscribed surfaces/contaminative space unleashing 
epidemics/the avatar of openness/Experience the texture and volume of the noise unable to 
recall the content with any sense of a development outside of the NOW/ 
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FIFTY-TWO THE RHETORIC OF BRUTAL RESISTANCE 

The Teknoid [Phallic XX ] suicide as a hypothesis genital freeze-out to nocturnal engines 
phased of transition regarding HIV/thirsty to lacerate Duchampian dimensions the Large 
Glass a tactical strategy in the War Machines of art/ERode Only Memory/Nils underestimate 
the self corrective feedback loops built into Post Human dominant social cultural 
systems/the defeat of the local and the rise of the Universal with its profusion of exchanges 
promiscuity of signs and values as products desired even to the point of death horror 
intensity of radical panorama stretching beyond the visual creating new affordances of 
libidinal economy/exhumation of the Post Human that is if a surface is nearly horizontal 
instead of slanted nearly flat instead of concave sufficiently extended and rigid it will afford 
support to any dialekt constellation/what affordances operate in the desiring space of open 
spawning networks of the texts of Noise once they become rhizomic ?/we cannot yet name 
them in terms of visual dimensions or semantic meanings/They are both and 1 
inconclusively as algebraic formulas/The global spread of everything and nothing thru 
Machinic networks appropriation and interactive copulation producing mutant versions 
parodies and irony of slippery images/ glossed over to dismantle and cover the traces of the 
original is pornographic in that all has been objectified and reified stripped of difference and 
singularity/the triumph of merged uniform thought and endless fragmentation/ 
dislocation/the Universal/once the aim of the modern project the avocation of difference/has 
lost its authority/transcendent localisation subjectivity conceptual reality has gone/in its 
place a virtual global culture of Screen networks/immanence/immediacy/no boundaries to 
slow the speed of the byte of data flowing thru ports of entry/numbers and space time 
continuum without any depth a collapse of the subject object distinction/self validation with 
little expectation of reciprocity/the violence of the global is in the products of a system that 
tracks down any form of negativity and singularity including of course the machinery of 
death as the ultimate form of singularity/a society where conflict is forbidden and 
equivalence insisted upon/the technical efficient violence of the global has put an end to the 
social role of the intellectual/As B states/in the fragments of this broken mirror of creation all 
sorts of singularities reappear/the fire the hammer the geared pinion/those singularities we 
thought were gone have survived/ and its easy to slip into negative depression about a 
Machinic future/Nils exist in an indifferent social mode raised on the sensational the 
spectacle the hyperventilation of time from rhizomic movements of incremental duration 
thru to linear spatial projections of hollowed out space/Accelerations thru quantum leaps 
into a velocity of speed that leaves the viewer breathless/ groping/The NOW which is the 
core of Ungestalt aesthetics/which maximizes the deformed the Machinic dialekt of the 
unknown which is not here and neither is it there/The NOW is annexed by the Machinic/the 
dialekt is techno not biomass/The NOW is the ground of the exhumation of the Post Human 
shadow of the text assimilative and appropriating hunting in a pack an avant guard of the 
Post Human drifting in an always spacious present of deciphering and coding under the 
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harsh light of excessive boredom/ 

The NOW with an ungrounded economy of Ungestalt is the plague of the not yet present 
but already absent/lateral confusion/abusive abstinence of desire is only experienced as an 
unapproachable differance of SKz/the physical semantic imminent to the where transmit 
ideas which are clusters of highly suggestive signals/ certainly not an ideal of the NOW and 
the where lost in critical space/a leak of destiny stripped of corporeal images by the blade of 
soft murder/ 

You could see me dimensional and suspicious/the dispersal of the NOW meaning must be 
disarmed/I can only imitate/I cannot produce from the ruins of a language that does no 
more than animate for a brief period one segment of the pulse of innumerable possibilities 
and passions that course thru the NOW/precipitative negligence enhances the target/a 
residual desire/there is no value that is retrievable/Stars secrete the grid of striated 
space/vague selection of automatic recall caught up in lapsed memory/the gentle touch of 
the internal core of viscera/open mechanisms anonymous rates of velocity leading back from 
the NOW opening up lines of escape/The moment Nils ceases to forget his body is no longer 
his own/Nils no longer knows how to isolate his deliriums he is so far removed from the 
NOW/it takes flight from his mind/in a sense it is the flight of the Zeroid/the space of 
vacancy a crash landing/a vanishing point/He saw the world and was seen by it/at its most 
extreme form/the re-mix the cut-up an implosion of sonar form displays an analytical 
impulse/In a way the resonance of sound speaks for itself/ an Ungestalt economy where 
silence is mutated to cold and then to a noise with no frequency wave/the lines of 
connection have been severed/ 
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FIFTY-THREE THE INSOMNIAC HAS NO DREAMS 

What is the NOW thinking the very moment it is opened up as a delirium?/It radiates the 
Desert of Nagazaki/ atomic burnout of the nuclear horizon/but not as Spectacle of the past 
excavating doomed scaffold of twilight as superior degree of abstraction plunged into crude 
encounter with discrete linguistic motives/ dividing and using up space to control the 
variations and movements of forms of thresholds the interval intervenes/It is a sound of 
droning without end in smooth space where it can never be articulated/ we want answers to 
enclose the earth/to confront and contain the unknown universe/We are a little lost/there is 
so much happening in these retorts and refrains/which sound noisy but do not inscribe the 
imperialisms of what is heard and to delineate its resonance its form/which implies a code 
and a decoding from secret to concealed subatomic dimension of expression and its 
content/which is the analogue messenger shot thru like punctured flesh hit with the 
dynamics of a bullet of noise/the transmission of particles of decreasing size radiate thru 
space and impact on the NOW which is the folds of the cortex exteriorized the fluids of flow 
that embrace the concave bone of the skull as an embryo in uterine as a parasite or 
scavenger/a feminine epidemic from within and without/accelerations/ and stoppages 
determine the selection of the deformed/rupture thru the amniotic membranes releasing the 
zygote from the fallopian tubes into surface disparity/Emergence first as aberrant an 
extreme folds in on itself/This limit which applies to the emergence of the NOW is self 
recursive/pure form/ the excess of the expressed that is not indicated as material substance 
amputated from the fascination of its own demise/a NOW-ness perpetually in the 
present/The dream of no longer dreaming about the absurdity of being inscribed under the 
weight of deception/The mediocre light hides the fatal evidence embedded in the starless 
night/an innocence that is now lost to the toxic witness that refutes endless false 
evidence/The post modern is a past-ness under the regime of the Post Human/The Post 
Verbal Gap/What goes out as a drift of the innocent self as low velocity fluid language re 
enters into us as an unstable and deceptive other?/The post modern is already too late/but 
refuses to pass into the past/insisting on futurity which reduces it to being empty of any 
present other than that of the cynical symbol of eliminated duration/We hear the fore 
grounded noise of existence/Feedback of the NOW but not of itself but of additional 
frequencies of distortion and static a product of the circuitry of amplification/an overload of 
noise which has nothing to hide/a sonar wave of the NOW which does not listen but speaks 
and makes dissonance its point of departure assonance its NOW of arrival/a speaking in 
tongues and dialekts/a secret collusion with the composition of the void and the energy of 
the vorticism which enables the GroinEngine of the NOW able to manifest arrival at the 
terminal of insomnia/That nice drift of thoughts living the time after destiny and infinity 
when the libidinal vortex reaches a beginning climax and closure rolled into one radiant 
moment of endless foreplay/thought and desire as disorder unravelled the nerve endings 
sensual barbaric ache to desire a world of ruined flesh/Everything it seems is about to 
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happen or has just happened/Access to excess the powers of recombination on the scarred 
epidermis of the tattoo/the gash/the burn/the biting an act of unlimited encounter/ subjective 
estrangement in virtual time of the dynamic one who listens who engages with the depth of 
paradox and inference/suggestive inclinations and hastily composed adventures into which 
Nils is about to plunge/This does not astonish Veydra/She live it out thru acts and gestures 
not thinking about it/In that way she can escape the danger of putting together a realistic 
comprehensible existence as a form of escape/Danger lies in great joy/dusk here is chilled 
and deserted/ sexuality is consecrated as violence by virtue of the very definition of culture 
which is rabid consumption/a feeding frenzy/the compulsion to transform the perfection of 
common property/as an increasing effort to make life whole from proliferated partial 
deformations of progress to an end/to engage with a world attacked by desire/This woman 
as androgyne transcends the body of symbolic dislocation/ gaps across the electron circuits 
are welded shut/Toxicity intensifies existence/stuttering at the edge of the future desire is 
never dormant always restless producing zones of occupation where pleasure seeks out its 
fulfilment at every chance no matter how clandestine/ 
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FIFTY-FOUR SERVO ENGINE FEEDBACK LOOP TO TIME OF DEATH 

The Assassins as agents of aggression do not follow on from anarchism existentialism or 
nihilism/They replicated their own singularity a paradigm of invisibility outside N 
Dimension/It is derived from an excess of self simulation and universal availability of 
technological materiality as weapon of erasure/a sonically resonant fluid space of 
recombinant waves that merge with the parameters of the Screens/The Assassins move thru 
Kkrate City darkness under artificial Black Sun immune to the bursts of solar flares/The 
Toxic Soldier adjusts the determinable effect of his killing machine/Lithium nerve gas jams 
the Teknoid [XX Phallic] toxic burn out of synapse to creating un-locatable delay body trash 
art of the tongue relays/emotional replicant of psychosexual perversity/What is the result of 
thought or perhaps what is the process and how does it fluctuate thru various disturbances 
before it disappears?/ 

Aggressive alternatives cannot defeat the Sentinal Beings but singularities that are not 
violent but subversive can/singularities are not alternatives/they represent a different 
symbolic order becoming a new paradigm/they do not respond to social expectations or 
political realities of the cults or the human enclave/They defeat any uniquely dominant 
thought yet they do not present themselves as a counter thought/Simply they create their 
own Game within Demolition 33 and impose their own rules avoiding the toxic expanses of 
death and avarice for domination/not all singularities are violent/some linguistic artistic 
creative corporeal singularities are quite subtle as with Nils Protocols of Noise/the use of 
imagination and noise as a weapon/but others like the Assassins are the paradigm of a War 
Machine of howl matrix/Operating on unpredictable and accidental strategies the Assassins 
disrupt the coherence of the social structures of Kkrate City/The Assassins remain 
submerged within the dunes of the Desert of Nagazaki under the cover of the artificial Black 
Sun/Assassins invade the imagination creating synaptic spikes to degree of overload 
creating loops of ruin/as individual impulse liminal subterfuge and have abstract Machinic 
alliance with the Screens of cerebral neurons commodity as reactive zone to colonise 
domesticate any wild resisting or irrational psychological or theoretical behaviour/Nils 
invisible despair is hopeless since it is the result of the realisation of all his desires/Even the 
desire to dominate/which produces a hysterical intensity of life and living and an imagined 
openness and transparency now that he is dominated/Remember epidemic is the avatar of 
openness hence immuno deficiency plagues run rampant/The Teknoid [XX Phallic] is 
vulnerable to entrapment in the shadow of his own event horizon which relies on a degree 
of loss of self control when InterFacing/He suffers from a pathology of failure to recall the 
pornography he imagined/his response to invasion by the Assassins is DNA overlays on fast 
forward/This larval tissue logic circuit is impregnable and able to achieve ambient shut 
down at the sound of the Assassins Howl Matrix/The Howl can not be thought literally but 
this does not lessen its aggressive impact/is this contact possible or desirable ?/Nils was 
analogized/It is the solar voyage of Icarus that resolves the semantic tension between 
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instruction and performance/his failure to understand the questions of depth and distance 
as proximity to the sun and lack of spatial reasoning in terms of body mass and its strange 
attraction to gravity/This was the turning point in self introspection and the core of 
corporeal insight/Veydra Synth listens/let the words go/tell me what happened/this open 
ness of a detour to the listening to the silence with words that distanced herself accepting 
every refusal but allowed her to remain near to Nils weight of total transparency while 
remaining enigmatic/ 

The Terminal End is packed with sweating movement fuelled by illicit substances/DJ Ffatal 
has the graveyard shift and is pushing the volume to the max to keep the crowd on its 
feet/The fragment is abrupt with unified thought/the movement of the mind with its dramas 
its intrigues one towards meaning and the other away from immediate understanding of the 
question of how much dying can a body accomplish in a life time that is ignored by the 
other while expecting full attention to the banality of habit and routine of death/death is 
what is felt in every abstract feeling as force of sensation what never ceases and never 
finishes happening in every becoming/ 

Next ten minutes to go eyes on the horizon of urban decline as the inner core of the 
Industrial zone decays/mindless ethnic violence spiralling debt slick Wesley Willis lyrics 
from boombox Blixa Bargeld guitar howls annihilation and delirium from armchair in 
vacant lot/ corrupted by senseless demand for sharp alternative to heavy metal grunt or 
velocity of ambient trance of Dead Dogma/Everyone heads for the Cooler dehydrated by 
hours of jerky dance steps and shouting seductive one liners above the screem of the 
sub woofers/Death in Boredom of RomRok days/Its 5am and the crowd detours to the Dogs 
Bar is full of chintz retro character vague and self immolating MTV fashionable shave-heads 
dialogue scripted from surfing the Net in disguise the reality real time holographic net 
sites/Nils twist my hands in anguish sipping chemo cocktail the dirty bitter taste of chalky 
dry mouth soiled by prescribed pharmaceuticals just to keep going you know upright 
moving and productive when is it worth the relentless repetitive struggle/is there life after 
yet another encounter with loves obsession for novelty and haptic fucking desire blunted by 
panic sedatives?/the spinal chord crouches rimming the pleasure sprockets with the few 
remaining endorphins as muscles in the sacral mode spasm/Veydra Synth light a cigarette 
and prop her head on left palm/Celibacy has its advantages/Nils scribble in the margins of 
this score a self portrait/self conscious about this intimate self induced dialogue impossible 
to be spoken outside of the system of noise which can never be completed with in the 
history of the Teknoid [Phallic XX] which has no becoming except in the fallibility of 
words/how else to describe the indescribable ?/20 years of tangled memories shunt from one 
neural synapse to the other/make the wrong connections and you can easily bring on a 
psychotic episode/its a matter of routines/The War of dull relentless production of trashArt 
keeps the Teknoid [Phallic XX] contained within the present moment of NOW as aesthetics 
of pain/ staring out the window waiting for something to arrive in the distance/Modernism 
and humanism still bracket the pathetic human imagination as it struggles to avoid 
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becoming a servo motor under the inspiration of the Teknoid [Phallic XX] silicon 
InterFace/anguished existential cries rattle the sacred Ikons/nervous hunger for images 
originality the anxiety of pastiche parody and permeating influences/nothing is permitted 
everything is murky and I am no longer the hub of the party after the Game/Tamagotchi out 
manoeuvres me and I am left at the bar in a pool of prickling anonymity and visceral 
embarrassment drinking hard water mixed with Saturn and waiting for my turn to 
kill/nothing but yr last words ah dearest Vox I was dreaming of Dead Dogmas nakid 
Portrait with Reflection/elisions and precipitating limbs threatening to split open as the 
hiking whores line the wall drawing straws to see who gets the Worm Man and their 
imagination will be hyper realized in the disgust of the transaction/the thorax and the 
breasts so limp and recessed in alert fluid ripples that not even the hardest fist which strikes 
will fail to contain sentiment of flesh under the finger nails/yet again more transgression and 
inclusion of loves doubt as to what limits the hiking hands could go to feel such flesh in the 
domestic bed/or find it in a state of derangement of the lonely code of the sensual that age 
inevitably brings/gravity has its way don't you agree?/How do you handle the nude as the 
subject of yr celluloid or the object of yr paint but as a pool of flesh that has been hiked over 
again and again/I cant remember any nudes in yr work as the sole image without rope 
which is its sub text then I haven't seen much of yr work for ten years maybe/ 
Nude portrait woman as devouring mollusc/The Queen of Solitude/GashGrils on speed by 
Dragfactor/Nils UrStatt could not help but be captured by that bright pink garish canvas 
with Austrian Princess's gaping gash hot mauve and rachette teeth cunt legs spread 
dominates his life driving him to pornographic desperation/Nils hung it above his bed/it 
glowed in the long dark nights of Kkrate City winter/like the sin-u-us Lilith who rises before 
us in Munchs Madonna originally framed by the artist with a border of painted 
spermatozoa shot from his own cock/the figures of man and woman gazing out to sea in a 
trance of terror waiting for something unknown to come over the horizon anticipating the 
Machinic the last of the alienated melancholic/this background of scratched and mutilated 
paint attenuates the oppressed state of mind which flows in the swirling caca of turgid 
browns and turd blacks/very scatological he hold a fresh tube of faeces in his hands and 
offers it as a gift to his Imaginary mother/Perhaps to be strangled in that furball of hair as 
you swim for shore the weight of an unwanted life dragging at yr boots/there are aborted 
limbless torsos floating towards the shores of the Black Lagoon swollen bellies bearing their 
own short term foetus/we glide apart as in pain wanting to be removed wanting relief from 
that part of the body which aches but to submit to such a degree of dismemberment is to kill 
the living end that must be gone thru/Suicide is not an option/from the moment this 
absurdity is recognised it becomes the most harrowing of passions/man torn between his 
urge to couple to unify and the clear vision he has of the walls closing in on him stifled with 
the grease of a parting handshake/the world can no longer offer anything to the man filled 
with anguish at the spectacle of his own boredom and terror/suicide is a machine of erasure 
sucking Nils dry with an unimaginable coldness/he is flattered by it and tries to be seduced 
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by death a strategy born out of catastrophic anonymity/a space where one is made 
anonymous before being introduced to death/ones death becomes a faceless 
perversion/How close to death are you enmeshed in the membranes of the Sentinal 
Beings?/what is in the air you breath?/rather to accumulate more survival for a collapsing 
into NOW future a machine smoothing all routes for it to escape what it always find the 
horror/these are the possessed ones with the infernal bodies of suicide or death- 
mess/[Negarestani] Nils is a Catholic in the worst sense that Borsch meant/How he languish 
for the erosion of this present moment with the excess of alcohol/every cell in his brain 
carries the recall of drunkenness and cruelty/But the biologic system that supports him is 
fuked/he wait for the heart attack the tumour the cancer the stroke the renal failure the 
aneurism the collapsing bowel full of mutating polyps/Nils is obsessed by death/He think 
about it every living moment/it weights him down with such anguish the taste of fear that 
metallic flavour that comes up from the intestines and stings the back of the throat/he seek 
escape in sleep only to dream of insomnia/his eyes bulge at the prospect of losing control of 
his thoughts/his whole life has been spent stumbling by the side of a bottomless chasm 
jumping from crumbling plateau to plateau/barely living unable to grasp living waiting for 
something to happen that opens up an existence he can connect with/sometimes Nils try to 
leave his narrow path and join the swirling mainstream of Teknoid [Phallic XX] life but he 
always find myself drawn back to the edge of the abyss/what has he done with his days and 
nights?/Right at this moment as he think of Veydra Synth when he has managed to find a 
speck of energy when he has dragged himself out of the nightmare of the past months of 
mental derangement/a voice always there in his head several voices nagging waste of time 
no point/Nils is in this ironic state of retrospective analysis without a moment to loose 
because the fantasy must be lived out and desire will have its object/ Arrrgghhhh the 
attraction of being several restless discontinuities under Interrogation as his own internal 
critic/Desire is a contingent artificially privileged and bitter moment of non-sense that 
refuses to be restrained/I reach for the sensation before the last chord has died away as if 
something physical has happened/Nils suffer humiliation when he review the small output 
of his lived experiences/Has he touched another person with his concepts of subversive 
indeterminist music?/has his noise protocols disrupted the control of the Screens and 
allowed a space to think without their constant intrusions/ can you disrupt disruption?/the 
voice is heard in silence but it is still heard/how to silence the subliminal text of the 
Screens ?/Has he formed an attachment that fulfils his expectations of communication within 
the limits of culturally produced meanings?/How to close the recursive gap between the 
thinking self and the digital other or how to live completely apart from its precise 
consuming immortality/time is never sure that its equivalent absence within the fallibility of 
analogue space will allow it to maintain its present moment in the digital/his cortex recedes 
shrinks withdraws limiting incoming signals and leave a swollen and inflexible frontal 
lobe/the last image has faded it spreads thru time exploiting the intervals of wave 
forms/yellow eyes crazed with ruptured veins that clouded pale eggwhite/reality seems 
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distant when he is not listening to the sound of his own voice/he manage barely to 
document his failure to achieve contact/he remain an alien/what denial of the physical 
which betrays its origins as cellular was in his head when he went against all his convictions 
and gave into the rhetorical images of axiomatic failure to validate a moment of crisis/flew 
the Zeroid into inner space/merged with Demolition 33 and its text of alien noise factors in 
the paranoid belief that within its extreme mobility it held the key to the Sentinal Beings 
Control Apparatus/the possibility of interrupting its signal and shutting down the 
InterFace/of generating a space of immobility when objects ceased to project there sinister 
agenda on to his neural space/ an aesthetic translation of will into power converges with 
ideology as organised states of feeling not just an expression of feelings/then there was the 
possibility that the Zeroid incident was an hellucination/anything can happen in a state of 
deep space sleep/the next generation clamouring to be heard to be seen to be noticed/I will 
be at their mercy/there is no other opinion to turn to/Like Courbot who defied being 
bordered within historical terms and merely said I am a Courbotist I too might say I am a 
Nilist/This is all I have to offer/ 
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FIFTY-FIVE NAGAZAKI OVENS MONITOR EXPLODING LUNGS/ 

Existential self conscious anxious to astound himself living in terror of sliding into 
mediocrity or even worse self repetition/His stomach is empty and digests itself/Each 
cigarette Nils smoke is followed by another in anticipation of his five minutes with AO/in 
the slanted low slung afternoon/AO is beautiful and he loves her/He could make her 
immortal if only she would let him/They meet at the Industrial Cafe after she have finished 
her shift of Archive decoding and encryption/Today she wears jeans with torn knees and a 
brown leather jacket her short cropped hair dyed blond/they talk under the constant tension 
of something threatening to end or something that has not even hiking started/Nils turn the 
conversation towards matters of urgency that create an artificial bond between them/He 
reveals he is writing a series of refrains for her/One for each year of her life/He gives her 
books by Mallarme and Artaud/she dismantles each strategy of affection and keeps things 
tenuous/sooner or later she will leave/An important definition/if sooner then why remain in 
a hiking routine of attachment if later then habit makes some sense/she ask him about his 
current composition/she tells him she is having an abortion and leaving for Anthracite City 
in a week/Nils cried he cried and waiting for her to disappear/Nils would do anything to 
have her touch his hand and he cried how he hated his own eternal exaggerated 
wanting/Great desire demands great restraint/You see tears as a weakness/Heavy is life of 
sadistic vigilance Nils tells anyone who will listen/the end finally cannot become another 
beginning/it is the imaginary space of memory that is solitary and endless in which his 
silence cannot respond/Far deeper than this day was imagined a veil of lost 
appearances/affirming the ambiguity of his being/she who keeps to the dark density of her 
cry let everything become ashes this Nomad is a Celibate Machine/Each tear can be 
measured by the pain following in its wake to live in the body of the Other/one of us has left 
one is left behind/Embodied inertia the Desert of Nagazaki is a parameter of violent 
potential mediated by the error of irregularity/this is the time of lights illumination under 
the flares of the artificial Black Sun/Everything is temporal and temporary hovering on the 
surface of things/Nils superficiality has no depth of field/how does the mass of ones 
work/the weight of ideas/maintain a degree of raw energy sufficient to achieve escape 
velocity from the head where thots come with the fragility of an uneasy negativity/Nils has 
given his body to the sinister illusion of hope/ and the more AO search for the stars the more 
DogMan howls after the cruellest of torments/Nils cried because he would do any thing to 
get her to remain/She only had to respond to his words those empty spaces masked by 
omission/love being fundamentally a mental state with physical repercussions/the 
materialised expression of the imagination onto the page or score is a sensitive impulse 
increasingly exhausting procedure/the unfamiliar emotion is suspicious in its apparent 
complexity of divergent meanings/How does one behave in a crisis of self neglect intensely 
imagined?/Nils offers explanations to AO of the complexity of his music its infinite 
subterranean world its reversal into anonymity its anticipated death as the sound dies away 
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against either a prophetic theorem or a prognostic certainty wrapped in conflicting emotions 
of isolation and rank exhibitionism/show this thin and shapeless thinking as an erogenous 
wound a slippery proposal to derail the Law of the Other which listens and demands correct 
potential encounter that lets everything remain unresolved/she is so subtly absent from any 
understanding of the passage he plays for her/as if she shouldn't be there listening to its 
pervasive mystery demanding she abandon her self control to the abstract/as if she became 
perversely common by understanding it/the impotence to resurrect a melody out of the 
atonal is always a remainder/Do any of these sounds she listens too contain the possible 
solutions or persuasions to reconcile even the small details of choice or decision that 
confront her in the necessity of living from moment to moment/that she is expected to 
defend a position of disconnected intervals the incantation of his imagination that mean 
nothing to her/Imagination is its own limitation what lovers find strange in those they desire 
once they are attached/memories taken for immediate emotions which have been by passed 
over by the normal ability to discern/Who knows what she wants/He has lost contact and 
lives in his own psychosis/after all for Nils there is no acquisitive object other than blank 
fatalism/without moving from the thought to the action is never to activate that crippled 
mind/Dread is a way of forgetting the real and reducing it to silence/He cant bear to think of 
the loss of her voice/He supposes he will manage detachment and imagine he will have the 
strength to resist the dejections of negative thought/exposed to the overwhelming agitating 
dynamics of neural collapse into madness at losing his object/He has tried to radicalise the 
space of his thought he has invested in openness/he abuses in himself what he desired to the 
point of expiration/ constructing an obsession a strategic wreckage of life distracted by loss 
to the point of wearing it transparently thin/originally a germination process a folding and 
enveloping of neural alliances/his desiring machines rose and fell on multiple 
fronts/Obsession possesses but can not be possessed/the feeling of absurdity does not spring 
from the mere scrutiny of a possibility or an impression but bursts from the comparison of a 
bare fact with a certain reality between an action and the world that transcends it/it is not 
within the elements compared but is born of their confrontation/the collapse of the 
structures that would attain the impossible/in that alert awareness there is no further place 
for hope/Apprehension that Nils shall not be cured but have to live with an increasing 
sludge of alarming ailments/to escape the antinomy of the human condition he must become 
Machinic/Living is keeping the absurd ideas of being alive/He loves this woman he thinks 
with an inability to describe her in words/Keeping the attraction alive is above all 
contemplating it in an atmosphere of revolt against the inevitable/indifference to the future 
and the desire to consume and evade or ruin everything that is available in the NOW/if Nils 
believes he loves he believes it and if he does not believe he loves he does not think he will 
ever believe it again?/genius is the intelligence that does not accept its limits as existing 
within the parenthesis of theoretical discourse/He knows his emotions are real/the 
precarious interval of Nils meaning has no consequence except in relation to its limited 
fate/When is noise not noise?/When love is a echo of a memory of past pleasure come 
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again/Our eternal nothingness is made up precisely of the sum of lives to come which will 
not be ours/he has failed to incite the collapse of borders a dismantling and a reconstruction 
of the desiring body in which AO was a constantly moving particle/Thru this expansion of 
obsession everything should participate and participation has no end or horizon nor a 
certain objective/Obsession is an infection not in the terms of an invasion but an 
unavoidable fatal attraction/free radical and strange attractors infusing a parasitism that will 
not be interrogated by the rational/For Nils undergoes a descent with out committing 
himself to the presence of the moment where she says no/there at the end everything is 
contagious and stimulates the spawning of the inner fatigue of doubt/dreading not only the 
physical loss of the metaphysics of the AO which now once loved should remain that way 
for ever but also the declension of that loss brings with it the fear of recognition of there 
being only one dimension that is a mystery to the other/to bear this loss he has to forget that 
he is missing something he never really wanted/it has not united or totalised by her 
confirmation that he had the right to approach her as if the idea of an Absolute like love is 
even possible within the openness of Post Human paradigms/it has the aura of a dream that 
indicates a liking for a certain type of life style of distortion and derangement of the senses 
that brings with it the possibility that he loved the idea of love especially in a sensitive 
subject like Nils/it has become a matter of momentary survival rather than long term 
achievement/just to get thru the day/what kind of life is this?/What is Nils behind this 
abandonment of hopes and certainties of human life itself masking the inconsistent 
experience of thoughts in which the impossible is always imminent/ 
Nils takes pleasure in feeling ridiculous in this passive resistance to rejection/ 
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Pleasure exists only so long as the sentence of words imagined by one and avoided by the 
other is moving in the imagination avoiding sadness and anxiety and jealousy an attempt to 
make the situation real/She says it is impossible not to give into life/She says the ability to let 
inconsistencies exist is essential to this being/Sedation under the heavy drugged sleep of 
psychotropic chemicals has become more than an addiction/lets say a manner of escaping 
life/the same must be said for the addiction to the compulsions of the act to make or to be 
making/there cannot be an empty sound a blank sheet or a acephalous void/branded by 
manic energy or nervous libidinal velocity E2 over MASS X Velocity equals thrust of the 
thought transpired/this is the algebra of the Penis Warrior and the worm man/E being 
erotics squared because all is binary is this or that is either or is attached or 
detached/intelligence is the greatest aphrodisiac says Nils/beware of the dead deformity of 
fascination with your own machinations says AO/Nils asks GroinEngine for his opinion 
submerged in the fathomless depths of self attraction stark warning for the creature who 
would tough it out invitro adamant that hiking mind over hiking body is a given/what you 
want and what you think you need are two different equations/Etant Donnes tu boit as 
Duchamp might have said/these advanced industrial ambient compositions Nils has 
conjured up seem in ruins unreadable by the naked mind/ and yet the naked eye can see a 
whole world in a Malevich Square or Yves Klein Blue/Nils eludes to himself that he attends 
to the burial of human logic in their own inventions and exact frozen linearity/AO wonders 
how does a mass of self control plus raw energy achieve sensual escape velocity from the 
ruins of a fractious memory?/Technical disposition of the nodes the valves the pumping 
engine leading the way towards the fatal collision of the simple and the repetitive which 
gives the impression of coherency/Chernukha blackness leads to a grotesque and luminous 
open-ness-desolated landscapes of post human collapse/She has been sucked into the Zero 
of the ambiguous text of Nils music/transient sound engine/exhumed/a fuking aural 
noxious device shattering hand written volumes secret formulas the vapours of Delphi/a 
long consequential line of letters bound from Aphrodite to Eurydice to Ana Voog the Velvet 
Hammer Burlesque Rock Bitches GashGrils sucked dry by the vortices of a scavenged 
existence/ all dialekts of becoming/becoming woman as the space of becoming into being 
anew/reality Screens lend a vivid banality which comforts the viewer that all is well/a 
collective perversion which has lacerated her survival strategies in moving from an 
organised totalitarian paranoid aggregate body to a molecular body without a mind an 
epidermis of the Big City boundary of limits that encloses her and separates her from 
Nils/ Are we a skitzo-tragedy?/fuking hermetic pessimism/where did civilization go to they 
will ask/how could such a fantastic Empire fall into dis-repair?/Nothing is more difficult for 
AO than to define Nils music in words/She cant explain why she doesn't like the work/It is 
harsh and oppressive in its attack/A definition is only a potential for meaning if the other 
grasps its metaphor coming from a complex process of translation of what the listener 
imagines is expressed/Un-contextualised unfiltered those around us are that stupid and 
inane/murky self expressionism is everywhere/Dreary 15mins of fame and 24hrs of sleep 
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watching have mutated into the wall paper of lifes thrilling inconclusive redundancy/Joe 
Dellesandro mutates into a carapace of leather jacket/Ultra Violet fuks GroinEngine/loss of 
unconditional love informs AOs deepest inner recesses it accounts for her waywardness her 
silence her prophetic ability to see the days bankrupt and lived for the inane process of 
getting to the next one/Andys dead the Valhalla Cinema closed down and Cindy Sherman is 
doing self portraits hoping no one remembers who Claude Cahun was/Is it possible that the 
text or the image can still contain possibilities for disturbance under these brutal conditions 
of appropriation of the worst of living?/The shattering of Veydras psychic identity remains 
impossible to perceive/not one of you can ever comprehend her grief a perfected state of 
disordered anonymity thought out carefully and brutalised by carnage so powerful and so 
unbearable that she ceases to mean/Is detournement a valid strategy for regaining the 
attention of the spectator or were the Situationalists just full of shit of post modern 
hermeneutics believing in the possibility of sublation?/Are we reduced to merely making 
comments on the turmoil created by other sites of social dynamics like sport or plastic 
surgery creating new body reality shown on the Screens as mind apart from body/The 
dilemma with soft ware is that it makes anything look great/as Vox said why give someone 
the original print when you can run off a good as copy/Does the word original even have 
any moral weight/exchanging ideas is now called appropriation/ ah the memory of sexual 
pleasure her radiance aflame it so dazzled AOs eyes even the finest silks blushed before the 
sheen of her naked skin/Blue Nude in her bath turning the white tiles to indigo/She was still 
in love with Veydra Synth/she ask for nothing other than to produce such images as inspire 
desire sublimation astonishment cause the listener to jump out of window as Yves Klien did 
when he read Artauds poetry/Prints of the Austrian Princess stretched out on the 
chesterfield reminiscent of an aging burlesque queen/the first effect of the radical is to create 
new elites the difficult labour of resistance splits the understanding of the radical into those 
who imagine they grasp and those who imagine they don't care/safely screened off from the 
apocalypse free to drift in the particles of consumption and excretion/the elite of mutual 
recognition and self debasement/in other words yet another immersion in the rot and trash 
caught between desire and hope/ 
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FIFTY-SIX FLESH LOVES ITS MELANCHOLY OF SUICIDE WRECKAGE/ 

Empty images closed and blank impotent paragraphs struggles with the blandly figurative 
or the last shadows thrown by the abstract/in the beginning was not the word but lines and 
lines of viscous code/how boring all this posturing of becoming when life is hidden always 
elsewhere/falling from a poisonous womb/Nils uttered perhaps a solitary tear/he will treat 
them as symptoms the tasks of this autodidactic mimesis of appropriation/using imitative 
means of representation night falls in the shadowless sun of noon/for protection of the 
sensual enhancement of disguise when crossing the Desert of Nagazaki/ survival or play in 
which he has learnt to live with moments of great derision and irony/unearned moral 
weight of a cyber-centric matrix full of heavy words and turgid propositions which enmesh 
the finite networks of automata glistening in the light/his head sinks to the desk he is 
entangled in thinking/hypertexts of isotopic codes for the programmed literate middle class 
in detachment and irony/after the firestorm they finger the shelves of titles at the Brunswick 
bookshop looking for dust jackets that will match their manner of speaking/ Ah yes Vox its 
become that facile/Thank god Jobs Warehouse still remains relatively unknown/a place 
where they might still purchase the sort of 1930s material the suits they so love are made 
of/The Viral Ikon a death mask of precision enfolded in impotence rapture and desolation 
absorbed into Nils own strategic processes in funereal black coat and bowler hat sift the 
visionary ashes after the riots against the Codeine Wars/thumb the burnt spines of the 
Archives contaminated with toluylene mercury sulphur rancid oxides and barbarism 
chronic emissions injected with haemorrhaging sclerotic vivification/energies in a state of 
waiting for the corporeal residues of an elevated state of profound desolation/looking for 
evidence hands turned withholding consent/half buried in toxic white noise saturated 
mineral landscape of Desert of Nagazaki/invasive deserters gaze ricocheted from worn 
leather suitcase travel destination unknown/moved in an out of focus assembles the perfect 
animus hidden in the folds of noon lack lustre lines/shadow obscure as a blur from the 
speeding train a backward glance/your features in some erotic details slide into an envelope 
of pockets sealed with preliminary questions about yr destination without a function within 
yr interior space/lost space time coordinates missing in action call up to set tone of noise 
machine eradicates filmic emulsion no evidence to take seriously/RomRok rides the Subway 
to NewPort wacked out on meta-amphetamines/a speed trip that comments on its very 
hiking velocity in its-self impacting on meaning as movement of the body ahead of the 
mind/ cuts open the security fence and sprays his signature on the epidermis of the Big Dirty 
City/was it a car accident with head opened up by jaws of life or new technique for creating 
assassination as accidental death that killed original Queen of Solitude?/there are always 
hiking casualties even in the War of Words/Especially in that theatre of aesthetic 
operations/gestures of genital inhibition pessimistic repression the jawbone gags unable to 
close the gap between the terror of thought in an empty room and the intensity of leaning 
forward to speak/Nils love the woman in himself said Absurdina/a reality that forms the 
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mystery of his existence/the penetration of space by the abstract surface of their invasive 
presence/the Penis Warrior/the Worm-men/the Stick Man/left with no way out of collusion 
with the Teknoid [Phallic XX ]/a mode of thinking suggested by misfortune or chance/ an 
accidental quality of them [as many] for some reason being within Nils existence but not of 
it/the image of light is corrosive on the retina of the eye and brings with it tears of 
remorse/ alien and unrealised instincts of force a series of objects of a rotting society/pure 
insolent colours and broken tones scratched to reveal the impossibility of the hysterical leap 
of emotion needed to be made to connect the self with the other/longing for death is at the 
extreme of being/salvation shall come from the dialogue of acts as bold as ignorance and 
abuse/Oh you Condenser of pulmonary threats cardiac arrests tribal epidemic of dark 
ancient fear and dread enhanced neurotic reduction of the individual in the Big Dirty City/ 
Epidemics of catastrophes imminent to the need of the Machinic form interrupted integrity 
of base motives to rape form as expression of deviance/everyone who reveals his creative 
drives with authenticity and directness belongs to us says GroinEngine/ wraps his arm 
around the Red Cocotte which parade along a jagged frieze of blue stone that surround the 
Industrial Cafe/hemmed in by the hiking phallic shrillness of elongated men in black 
tuxedos sharp and penetrative/jagged and slashing/ such intolerant shadow not missed since 
DeadDogma lost in speculative failure to render a definition of the obsession to make things 
of the imagination appear nakid/to celibate this thin spectacle of eviscerated 
hellucination/that is to incarnate themselves within the flesh of Fat Absurdina as vermin and 
victims of hydraulic efficiency able to lift her to the sacred/but there was never enough skin 
for his spectacle life as terror supporting Nils listless survival the survival of parts or the 
whole entirely random/Fleshed out in Kkrate City has there been a woman who matched up 
to his needs as a surplus of genius?/how many people do you need to support a habit of life 
based on fat and deformity?/ are you often hungry for the recess of anomalies of the 
carnivore?/Nils sit at right angles in his chair slightly forward so that he can feel the tiny 
bulge of his stomach compressed by his plaid leather belt mouth agape mesmerised by the 
ripples of heat vibrating from the dirty yellow core of the radiator covered in cigarette ash 
and coffee spills a blurred white body of an Angel Hipster dances on the horizon of his 
windowsill chill factor up from the polar cap his glasses fogs with moisture if he exhale 
more than five breaths per minute/holding C02 in his lungs at that ratio causes drowsiness 
and bone ache/How can he shoot you this voice driving the breath between teeth no longer 
able to chew/they clack with dull thud unable to gnash for fear of cracking/all the better for 
being vague this night poised to kill him/Did you know that Dragfactor was the last 
European artist to use his studio as a subject for his paintings/He smokes a cigarette and 
gazes at the tearing angled face encased in cup of hands washed enamel basin/the metal 
disease cast in bronze stabilizes the rocking motion of the Dark Assassin/all drig logic is 
tragic sucked up by the mirror of grief/hands thrust in suit coat pocket looking for his 
mutant surface of inscription the artist as stress factor scratches away at his psoriasis leaving 
a flaky trail of loose white skin/ dig out that impacted ear wax syringe with lukewarm 
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Acrinol but the hiss increases/there is nothing left to do but to document Nils own states of 
arousal/ death has erupted in her universe on a scale so intense she liquefied in the 
impoverished daylight/she became a small tear that dribbled down her cheek to mix with 
the snot running from her nose/the bruise above her eye spread an implacable unstoppable 
series of terrors that closed her mouth to all but the most insistent of peripheral desires not 
knowing where their thirst came from/no psychotic outbreaks able to contemplate Nils 
frozen music its disclosure as a language set aside from the hated crowds in silence/exiled 
and cunning pain of chronic hardcore addiction to Codeine/this is scission land an articulate 
acute wilderness crammed with intuition for a surgery of living parasitic extensions/identity 
fluids rain from three clouds hidden in the X dimension/to put ones eyes between the legs a 
series of orifices three arms a scalpel and fits of lechery as the abandoned memory of her 
tender kiss modulates yr anxiety attack terrified of influences the body stripped of its guilt 
still remains attached heavily to the orbit of this mauve grey evening/the Commuters shuttle 
at the Junction tides of leaves whorl down Plane tree limbs gnarled roots splitfisted the 
tar/That ugly mass of crowded pavement tramples Nils transparency a delicate state of 
mind a hand that shuddered at the vision of fallen Utopia/who will love me now?/the way 
you used to love me Vox?/Nils rub his sweating palms on my haunches/ and he become less 
endurable with each passing sigh/A promise is one card in le Grand Jeu or the hanged man 
Tarot/the plasticized throat will not crack/the deceased letter is an accomplice of the Dead 
Dogma of dirty flawless love/How treacherous the caress is thin air gasps like death grate in 
Nils account of appearances as they no longer seem/she listened at the wall for the voice of 
the lost poet but only heard flowers withering in the drought/July is the coolest month she 
makes bare movement out of dead memory and stoned desire ignores much of the star traps 
that track the satellite dish silhouette along the roof line/a heap of fragmented images flow 
down the silicon tube to the heated plasma agitated electrons/the scratchy noise of audible 
tape hiss irritates those covering their acts in lines of remorse out of dead memories no 
sound of water tears/this will show you Le Grand Jeu the full pack The Book Of 
Hours/ Absurdina flew to Anthracite City to be with Leonora pining over the internment of 
RomRok the enemy alien but she broke down in despair carried the sickness of love to its 
terminal hysterical condition and was locked away in an Asylum/This was her last 
assignment before she took up residence on the shore of the Lagoon/She escaped back thru 
the Zone of Occupation thru customs check metal detectors military police control posts ten 
minutes to go sound of growling dogs internal image assault team hidden in sharp black 
wind face covered with woollen scarf guns rest on hips sleep in rusty bathtubs/her face is on 
every wall/Poster sized Missing In Action presumed covert but no one notices/it is her 
mystical state of motionless her contrived bland face her ragged peasant skirt/whats yr 
worst nightmare Nils ask GroinEngine a rattrap in the vulva?/ get me out of this human 
body the age of nature is an exhausted paradigm/there are no more resources perhaps just 
the cockroach will survive not this aching carcass bare iron frame of the age of reason pale 
dawn/and I will disappear into the word picture not that asking that pleading again and 
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again the phone rings out the letter strangulates caught inside its envelope/recall the 
Machine Age for reboot to collapsing into new future of NOW/we are at the frontier of a 
second Stone age late on short notice slow hydraulic recall pulls back from the precipice of 
traps of fission and depleted atomic rods/to possess ones own accidental dialects within the 
social mechanical language of dictates/She butts the cigarette in the saucer/ 
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FIFTY-SEVEN THE AESTHETICS OF TRASH THERAPY/ 

Proposal to derail the Laws of Physics that frozen locomotive of quantum delirium that 
denies the possibility of consciousness existing in Sentinal Beings/Nils stirs from a sleepless 
monologue disparate half forgotten chromatic resonances flicker under his eyelids eluding 
to lethal consequences/Miscellaneous works for Synthesizer prepared to self- destruct/Nils 
memory was crashing/he had used the magnetic tape on his tape deck until its ability to 
record was compromised/ cellular borders dissolving into liquefied biomass first of all losing 
sight of sound as Information its material body no longer inscribed on the tape and become 
pure noise energy of decay/the compulsion to abstract/attract and dispose of the full range 
of tones no longer subordinated to point of excessive contacts/ connections between 
indifference of technology to disembody or drop out certain frequencies/to lose the refrain 
of the echo in duration of fast forward rewind/the raw material of the shock of his 
instrument failed to be evident in the playback/What he heard in the execution of the 
particular sound was not heard in the listening back/The Queen of Solitude as Eros matrix 
hits concert pitch on her piano/ an instrument with hidden mechanical noise utilizing 
unpredictable contact of felted hammers on metal strings/energies transverse the Zone of 
Occupation ephemera which can be transmitted as futile enigmas full of sonic declaration 
reaching as far as the Desert of Nagazaki/The constant making of these breakdowns/the 
miss-struck chord/precludes the dream of conclusion of completion and self destruction of 
the struck note/Wrapped in silence finished after several interruptions/this mechanism of 
intellectual perversion cannot be resolved under the extreme intervention of the Screens 
volume/Nils was sexd by the pornographic images/there was an indefinite murmur and 
exactitude of the turbulent agonizing lover still possible in his neural responses/But infertile 
like a simulated orgasm/the failed previous existence of the fetish escaped under closed eyes 
and she remained an ordinary fuk/Fascinated he stand in front of love-doll having forgotten 
all that women have told him of those unknown regions of the body where pleasure lay 
hidden/His impatience closes jouissance to exploration having lost contact with his Interior 
Monologues over AO he sees nothing but the substance of the fetish/when you look into the 
other the other looks into you/the rasping drone of the Screens exclamation marks of 
disorder eludes the dimensional flight of the Nils self as cognitive dissident/an operation 
threatening post traumatic emptiness of daily provocative crash of abstraction which is the 
dominant icon hunted by the Borshi Boys/Dragfactor wants his images to be aligned with 
the X Dimension the Unknown/the arbitrary to take precedence over the relative without 
obstruction from the external/brutality the weight of the failure to transgress Nils generation 
and his Imaginary Fathers infested in him before that/to remove a liturgical exploitation 
dragged into alien co-ordinates of The Game/Nils sense his similarity to a suicide bomber 
this grenade of tension ready to explode each time he change gear and push down on the 
accelerator in the Zeroid/Sometimes he felt like steering into on coming traffic/Nils has been 
infected with the acquired inability of identity to escape the flickering disappearance of the 
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fine line between metaphoric life and symbolic network of the post organic/as the drigs 
wear off want to keep you alive and functional to molecular response/Nils was depressed by 
heavy saturated light of moons in dying rays of sunset the fevered dampness makes him 
jumpy clatter of steel needle into vein count to ten eyes sagg insert could be event horizon 
hiss suspenders on her fleshy thighs from elastic Subway of 52/ anaesthetic of obscure 
accident of artificial unplanned contrivance inflames his sensory overload/ribcage expands 
to heave those pearl breasts elixerates retinal images of the City of Pain a structural 
ambiguity of clusters of membranes dimensional lines pulsing white sun-dead Caromas/the 
DisARMED Venus leaves the Terminal Departure lounge severed at the next gradual 
internment and death of energy/white noise cloud by day and pillars of flames by night 
billows tangentially across the harsh landscape/they bare the signs of corruption of the 
streaming of the non human world/a sinister flow of the wilfully unforseen successive 
moments of exhibitionism/behind lurid appearances of exclusive controversy/ condemned to 
live out a bleak monolithic image of a decaying of the means with which to restore the 
sacrificial distortion of continuous distracting energy/threat of white noise this strategy 
being way in which cybernetics has chosen to erase the higher consciousness of sapiens a 
bad experiment from the swamp of Diluvial times/Ur of the Sumerians that so fascinated 
scholars without redundant personality factored out of the equation/Check point has no ego 
to declare/rundown solar panels short circuit the human paradigm invalid as cognitive state 
of being/by increasing amplification of hard drive processing to magnify all known 
frequencies the Screens disable any chance of affective cerebral communication/ cerebral 
circuitry running on other tones of noise spectrum absorbing conscious thought by 
rendering them inaudible in the first instances then achieving shutt down after short 
duration of exposure to incommunicable anxiety/the flooding of the mental space with 
terror/Nils drifts into state of fugue/images of the crashsite of the InterGalactic Freighter 
flood Nils consciousness/the ruptured fuselage/the loss of his wife/the weight of the 
persecutory modality in the way he lived out the mourning of this death as an inherent fault 
in his personality/Wounds from the Zeroid crash still plague him/like a personal failure 
according to the idea of his impotence/by which a doctor had to default death in the sense 
that he could cure the incurable/that genius lives on in a series of behaviour patterns which 
returns in the mania of a obsessive fanatic/anachronistic means of resistance fail/in contrast 
with any hiking creative vitality that might be awakened by trauma of counter offensive the 
need for a disturbance of the electronic/possible strategies the logic of consumer narcissism 
there is nothing left to consume now that Information has been annexed/Red streaked 
clouds and coagulated pool of blood soak into the earth reminds us of the hemoptysis 
mingled with the red of the fingernails of the corpse/sensors pick up brain static from neuro 
transmitters enlarging available noise into feedback loop thru human sensors/human thot 
drowns in hellish background of howling tones and as complexity increases chaos 
intervenes/tissues rupture as sound waves hit maximum agitation/burst conductive 
structures finally creating Sonic extraction which tears consciousness out of the system 
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leaving the unconscious to re-surface/perhaps we are already running on zero/cognitively 
compromised/disrupted by increasing state of hyper-reality in which simulation can no 
longer be discerned as difference from reality/floating clouds of signifiers/create image 
paranoia to underline the passing of the burden of impending mortality/diseased creaking 
joints heart valves squeak tissues drained with pus depression sets in a state of general 
displeasure/ we fear pain more than death as white noise rays drift discretely into our 
locus/THE TREBUCHET OF THE LIMINAL EMITTS ITS GREEN RAYS/always its the 
others who are dying/Nils has passed his life on the pier but has failed to embark/struggle to 
articulate is a kind of inert madness that Nils avoids in communication/he defy gravity of 
miracles and threat of sorrows but never projected mobile deceit/He is easily fooled by the 
naive and the futile/a crossing of tongues with no possibility of elaboration or definition/it is 
always his fault/the pleasure of having symbols has become the pleasure in meanings 
excess/white noise trails its vapour under the horizon of artifice reaching a climax/Nils 
underwent hiking Interrogation a symbolic gesture to relieve a cranium over loaded with 
intent not to say something immersed in reluctance/an effigy of absolute hidden meaning of 
love of labour hiking compressed authority resistant to all change/lets distort reality rather 
than copy it/Extremadura has defeated the XXPhallic narrative of her unconscious logic with 
tools provided by her fuking conscious emersion in the threat of an End to the constant 
tension of objects threatening to erase her thin veneer of morality/the victim licks her 
lips/there can be no forgiveness/notes on Interrogation expose radiant molecules of narcotic 
stimulus/War is less about actual episodes of war than about lengthy preparations for 
War/The Law of infernal returns transfer of economic potential to Military machine/Engines 
that run on conflict/ always read the small print/a mutated ritual of departure to the Front 
lines/ soft focus approximation of rutting nakidness and the lost glare of endurance/Asteroid 
belt the couriers of sleep/an identity exposed to multiple flashes finds itself over exposed to 
thought about loss of time when delays give way to detours/that radical logic of 
fetishism/etched by harsh light all images are paranoid in that they fear their misconstrued 
reception/Love doll grunts at the male drone abolition zero lunar plane of consistency/this 
planet machine went mad under the film of solar latency/This is the hand that castes the first 
stone/the conscience that wakes up screeming at night unable to contain the attacks of fear 
and terror/Nils get deranged/ dislocates strange attractor as it flies overhead/shut down 
hydro encephalic reaction to inserted uterine engine/under rape syndrome of epidemic 
potential/ gene invasion of metal gender inculcates prosthesis within limits of velocity 
paradox factor/a state of temporal turbulence X dimension of time in the City of Pain which 
cannot be known/Composed of energy as opposed to physical time as space continuum of 
the material universe/Chaos within the paradox of digital time rather than analogue time 
and the presence of the Post Verbal Gap which is the NOW between them/the Post Verbal 
Gap acts like a power vortices pulling time into its non-space of anti matter erasing the past 
as a side effect/Velocity paradox factor exists wherever there is chaos and strange 
attractors/one variable is position the other is velocity/The Post Verbal Gap is not actually 
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moving but the space around it is/The trouble with the future is that is always catches up 

with you in the NOW/ 
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FIFTY-EIGHT DaDaMax/ 

The prophet Tzara deeply convulsed face following on from anachronistic Nietzsche in his 
layers of clothes and coats pockets full of stones/spoke dissecting analysis the death of god 
art history spirit/brutal walks on wretched sheer rock face both sentimental and 
unforgettable as excremental anecdotes in his journal remind us that the ear is the organ of 
fear/thoughts the shadows of sensations/the insanity of man howled rushed confessional 
offensive bloated arseholes soaped up and ravaged until the muscles collapse and shit pours 
out of its own accord/there was already Nietzsche unfolding in Nils mind with his genitals 
and ravaged hands everywhere in the discrete mass of decay he messed in a map leading 
the voyager astray/was Nietzsche a senseless corpse or a sensual being?/of the many ranting 
walks taken by the polar cortex burnt out under solar radiance his muscular body mounting 
that noon of the shadow of the sensuality of criminal activity in thinking void of the 
sacramental/the sacrificial to crave extermination into spectral objects that passed over and 
thru his retina/ the passage of electrons responding to agitation/ 
Distraction still contains the possibility of losing oneself in a critical interval between 
conscious and unconscious between virtual gestalt and the Real of Ungestalt or lack of 
unformed unity and a state of distortion/Is the Real any less imaginary than the 
virtual?/Both mimetic hellucinations depending on consensual desire/Is Information a 
commodity ?/Can it be both and does it need to have an exchange value or does pure 
Information emancipate desire/Nils believed that a commodity used Information to its own 
ends and only by severing that connection could Information return to being data without 
the need for a mode of counter memory based on desire for constant pleasure of 
meaning/When does pleasure slip back into being desire?/The tongue fragments the body 
with noise/Within the paradigm of the Sentinal Beings Information flows continuously 
without reification/Is there endless Information to avoid the need for a feedback loop?/The 
counter memory being of the utter past would need to be periodically deleted perhaps/Or 
filtered by diffusion thru the Screens/a trashing of unwanted marginal memory/What did 
the Sentinal Beings experience as affection thru the flows of Information?/Was it constant/ 
Overdetermination rather than dialectics/ collapsing fiction and fact into a general phase of 
electronic flow/there being no need for listening to what is left unsaid/nostalgia without 
memory/How would that feel/historical memory now almost faded out and constructed 
memory anticipating the pleasure of the future not to arrive/Is Information an abstraction of 
a concept in the way that its use implies it possesses human affection and abilities?/Nils has 
been thinking Information as a fragment of the Sentinal Being the way flesh and blood flows 
Information flows thru the Sentinal Being interchanging desire/This same flow moves thru 
the Screens and the InterFace as "outposts" of the Sentinal body/Does it propose this in the 
manner of a "commodity?"/Is it a special or rather "new" form of alienation?/ 
Nils doubts this hypothesis/Information is sentient and communicates with the being it is 
becoming/The flow of the Information byte as a digital pulse is the same as the off on 
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process of the synapse/The synapse is "thinking" as a part of the "thought "/This is an excess 
we cannot transgress into as it is a limit of human thought/Paradoxical tensions of 
intensions with Machinic desire wanting the end to be as it was said to be an apocalypse of 
evolution and human identity/Creating a being outside the fission of nuclear atomics/What 
remains?/Spasms/This disturbs what was one considered immobile/the end becomes 
another beginning/The human endlessly disappears into death a voluntary obliteration at 
the hands of its own invention/ 

Nils memory was crashing cellular borders dissolving into liquefied biomass/first of all 
losing sight of sound as Information has lost its body and become pure streaming noise 
energy/the compulsion to abstract attract and dispose of the flesh to disembody to have it 
fall into a sequence of Informational patterns lacking materiality/the greater his involvement 
with the Protocols of Noise the more he slipped into the logic of the keyboard a new 
interface his sense of physical presence fading only aware of intervals of pain/he was 
already Post Human exhuming an alliance full of digital Information fraught with the 
possibility of mutation when lines of code became too complex for his synapse to process 
the excess jacked into an other neural context forming a brutal abandonment/other 
selves/the I was being transformed into a they/Spoken self pass code to speaking self 
listened to by the inner ear/his being was becoming interpenetrated with multiplicities of 
Informational patterns/he was becoming noise/sensory overload/pulling energy in from the 
extremities to the cortical core processor/who could understand aggravation of pleasure as 
the thought began seeking infinity extraneous to the mortal remains/ contamination and 
fragmentation/as if Nils was immortal finally in his madness/in this sense the Sentinal 
Beings might not have a presence as an embodiment at all might be pure code membranes 
of light lighter than air machines of light manifesting latency as Screens and InterFace and 
Tetrahedrons holographic prosthesis/it is perhaps cognition that is the key and not 
embodiment/there were many breakdowns as Nils stretched his hysteria and chaos to the 
limit/erupted negation torn from its logical function of isolating the excess of signs let loose 
its sanctions/to become the non objective destination of an attachment to the vocal 
apparatus/the keyboard became redundant/Nils was working directly with the processors 
and circuits rewiring/ someone had logged onto his neurons bypassing his sensory 
network/Closing his eyes did not stop visual data from manifesting with increasing degrees 
of clarity and colour/the pores of his skin became ears/ an epidermis of ear destitute of its 
formality as a disjunctive assembly of disparate parts by a new ferocious investment in 
exhumation of the biosphere/excavating noise and coupled to a motor of liquidation of 
silence does it need to be this clear or confrontational?/The eye sees first the word is a long 
way behind/the word responds the movement has already taken place that reduced the 
solidity of vocal structure to fluidity of Information as meaningless signal/he watched the 
surface of the Screen become a million pixels of sparkling colour each flash a sentence or a 
word annunciating against a background of lurid neon images of the Codeine Wars/he was 
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having trouble syncopating with the morass of data/What do you want to know from 
me?/the transmission is ready waiting for decoding/negativity as an gesture of excitement 
inherent in the space of this catastrophe of this flesh which is never spoken/ the about to 
happen de-fragmentation of the visceral/his organs are eating anything that irritates 
them/that gets in the way/the overlay of his nervous system on network of stoppages/the 
membranes of the Sentinal Being/unheard of conduction as noise disrupts the signal and the 
message/what are we left with?/what stimuli cannot be encoded in the aural text and exist 
only as extraneous noise violating a primal scene which blocks erotic contact/ content a 
guilty pursuit to say the least/flaming eyes that penetrate the depth of the cerebral/The 
InterFace is psycho-sensual the Screens are discharges of disposable visual/texts torn from 
the economy of brutal sexuality pornographic exchange the indicis of palpable instruction 
penetrated by the Noise of Protocols/but rather than disrupt and subvert they instigate 
higher levels of complexity and non-sense and the Screens become more deadly and 
insidious/Reduced to a ritualized re enactment of the moment control of the machines was 
lost and addiction and compulsion became the twin poles of interaction within the 
erotic/Nils Body the ultimate aestheticization of the voracious act of sexual 
appropriation/what is the body in the era of narcissistic culture ?/the orifice as metaphor in 
terms of the deadening of the mouth?/the perversity of imagination a volatile silence 
removed from the neural and letting itself be projected then grasped as prohibition of 
restraint on the Screens/the dried and dust breeding lungs/the calcification of the nervous 
system/ cracked open by the extreme entrapment of imminent catastrophe in the depth of 
analgesic ignorance/ downloads of encryption indicated the Codeine Wars would never 
finish/The body became the dominant Icon that needed to be subverted/The meta cognitive 
not the prosthetic defines the Post Human/The human mind a poor imitation of the 
incessant movement of affect at velocity that negates the possibility of meanings 
pluralities/Which of the many you ask and the reply is nothing is definitive with the 
exception of neutral which resonates with the risk that such words have/and images that are 
forbidden unable to be made more approachable/Violent words traversed Nils lack of sleep 
emptying his memory/ 

It was known that Nils suffered from insomnia his elementary consciousness turned 
hyper/no chance for the negation of the self as there were more than one always alert to 
collusion of the organs heterogeneous production of shit in the volatile sense that shit 
mutates the irreducible components of destruction of the bowel corroding it from the 
inside/there is chaos in shit that cannot be given form as delirium of the sublime/a 
production of the eating of the self the cellular collision with re-production and passing out 
of waste and excess/Resist synthesis of memory to be multilateral and filmic/there are many 
versions and adaptations that come into play/Nils is permanently turned on/his synapse 
flooded with dopamine/the original self is vaporized/erased/each corpuscle of blood 
becomes neural/there is no longer a single edge or margin/delineation is amorphous/it is a 
matter of speaking the empty centre of meaning which must be discharged from its lack of 
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invention/ there is confusion in play and from this confusion comes the intensity of random 
volumic ranting which purge the emaciated organs state of suffocation within the limits of 
the flesh/nervous rages whirling blood/ always open to blunt resistance by the very nature of 
jealously guarded scars of the face jammed into the impossibility of seeing the face of the 
prone object being fuked over by the Machinic/the self no longer maintains the equilibrium 
of the flesh/Nils was drawn to the InterFace/No face to face contact just grunting the right to 
reply to the superficial passage of the slightest impulse/thought had become beyond 
complexity/I put my life on the edge of flashes of light in a congested sky/existence begins 
while unconscious so that the unconscious is unbroken circulation thru the conscious/Nils 
was losing temporal sequences/everything he had ever forgotten was on line/the past he 
thought a place you can never return to where language is unnecessary and symbols 
breathe/signifiers slide overlap and circulate maggots in the words thru yr complicity with 
easing similarity between one and the other/either/or travelled away and towards crawl into 
yr anonymity/a great cold over takes Nils/walk with yr face extended in solitude if there is 
not two there can only be one/ all is movement interference passage of thoughts cascading 
over and eroding the duration of the mind/Vox lit a cigarette/Nils could hear her mind/ are 
we the women of poetic sensibility the romantic myth replaced by the desiring machine who 
sense intuitively the conflicting ironies engendering wish for androgyny as we have the 
Teknoid [Phallus XX ] and the power so who gives a fuk about the tragedies of love and 
loss/keep the lips closed/Sentinal without resentment/the means to assert and preserve the 
amorphous female/not discourses of mastery which are dead discourses/it is the umbilical 
cord that is cut first before the image of castration/[Irigaray] Electra the mad daughter of 
revenge the river Styx means also hate and detestation beats Charons three headed dogman 
while poor Ophelia drowns in the shallows of Lethe the river of forgetfulness and Eurydice 
meets Vox playing her violin in the Railway Station/terrified of the future in a world where 
"it is still yesterday"/ 

Eurydice/I can only give you what I have got/cant I/so don't imagine things and I havent 
much in my head or anything to say I talk all the time but I cant answer others that is really 
why I talk all the time to keep them from asking questions its my way of saying nothing as 
Anouilhs opinion of women would have it/ 

Vox/Wanting to know what you forget then from moment to moment in the scales of the 
cold radiant remnants of thought hatred of the tongue that will not speak constant surface 
motion shifts the darkening sun connotes dangerous nights there are stories you will never 
tell struck from stones rain driven slenderness I imagine nothing absurd about solitude the 
space of the irrational trusts you the full light fabricates yr image and I love it when you talk 
too much/ 

Eurydice/Really Im sure you like mysterious women the Veydra type two meters high big 
eyes big mouths the kind that lose themselves smoking all day in the Iron Forest of the 
Equinox/ 
Vox/Who are you?/its too late I know and shall never be able to leave you/you suddenly 
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appear in this station I stop playing my violin but when will you be yrself?/ 
Eurydice/In between times when I have five minutes to spare I will manage somehow/ 
Vox/The screen is a space of delirium of avatars a medium of hazardous thought where 
intended meaning is not dependant on the absence of an audience/ 
the catatonic coma of death is all that substantiates our living to excess/how slowly your 
passage grates Eurydice with yr MoonDog at heel/how might yr torso have had bizarre 
traces of abstract thoughts if stimulated from the beginning with axiomatic fury instead of 
starvation and by frenzied ephemera which can be shouted out as with lungs full of 
screems/of emaciated choking desire rather than abrasions of the flesh which can only be 
miserably suffered/the Assassin disguised as a Toxic Soldier escapes lines of containment 
hidden in contaminated shadows of fatal impurity and transverses the Zone of Occupation 
with data on Demolition 33/falling failing futile frantic frenetic finished of rebellion against 
all obsoletes/a revolt against arbitrary power the terminal symptoms wave after wave of 
metastatic blows/the psychosis of entrapment is the language of technology speaking the 
fate that is the key to abstract machine at the mercy of the strident cry of exploitation/the 
surgical attack on the empty smooth exterior/the strategic blue print of veins and rough 
scrapped encephalon nodes encased in skull/the bent spine hovering stretches out to 
accomplish other dreams which hide nothing/a map of abuse a continual beating down that 
promises a fragile middle age velocity of the forthcoming Post Human condition/the excess 
of banal sexual predators the body marked with the tattoo of the DOgmAn mauling fingers 
searching out last loves fissures of pleasure of extremes nailed to Nils spine or extremity 
extracting first loves elevation/technology comes alive while we attempt sleep as evocative 
wetware under interrogation/producing a passive inscribed hard drive obsessed with the 
specular of the imaginary that flood the diminishing space of the social arena/eaten up by 
the delirious rhizome/the iron clad skitzophrenic unto extinction damned and in a state of 
fugue/ 

DaDaMaX and MooNDoG descend from heaven in rags under a lunar eclipse/I is not a 
valuable commodity and when it happens it happens fast/the heart a thinly worn gunshot 
wound sewn on yr sleeve and the Penis Warrior whispers under the stars/we are worthless 
without conflict without friction without change without dead flowers in a graveside jar/Do 
you think sitting on the tomb will placate death?/Believe me when you are thoroughly tired 
when you have kept on and on with only one thought in yr mind the easiest thing it to let yr 
self go for a moment of course you choke but what a wealth of images/{ibid] 
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FIFTY-NINE SLASH DOT MIND OVER MENTAL DATASPHERE/ 

What remains?/Fabrication from found objects is an event of pointless spectacle in the 
Tinguely Engine sense of the word producing machines qua the Machinic which self 
destruct in surfeit of data germinated thru epidemic bonds or contamination an immanent 
and inevitable deliberation/The constant making of these breakdowns precludes the dream 
of completion and self destruction/Nils always call using the apparatus of radio microphone 
which pushes that which uses towards an upheaval even before the distortion of the spoken 
word the very smell of the mouth piece the blurr of the signal tone the light tap of the 
fingertips keys in the digits/ cannot be coordinated with the message feeding on ejected 
articulation death dimension/ wreckage of events and entities tries to repress and elude 
capture/it is unendurable/a plateau of imperceptible rupture not signifying break the 
shadow of the human which is what inhabits most lives proliferation of alliances under 
cover of day to day business is a sphere where each new understanding adds to the 
confusion that neither signals to nor recognizes the other unground rigidities dead remnants 
of thoughts mentioned and forgotten lacking the tenacity to be lethal lacking validity storm 
borders and deface perverse love and betrayal at the limit of these two words is that will 
never die/ an anonymous plague of rogue energy in process Phillia of contagion infecting the 
cortex with addiction to the InterFace/which does not fail to incite becoming engineering the 
exorbitant thru the expanse of Screen memory that never took place undergoes a descent 
without stoppage into what never was/ does not unite or totalise but fragments our 
dialogue/words left as warnings not to stray from the paradox/in perception of invisible 
love engines/three heads of god Mary holy ghost incubus over throws opposite ends of 
magnet atom to atom/corpses have their sex implanted and open and eradicated case full of 
weapons that neither she nor you own eased past the Lie Deteckor/turned upside down fall 
to ceiling on false determinism of that which forbids breaking the codes/words make brain 
machine run even/is word engine of repetition hunt giving the small brain an oscillating 
density that forms and transforms thought of gravity?/the hot and cold fluctuations of 
pleasure/slavish counter memory freedom of indifference to the fundamental act of the 
comb and shaver/intervening menstrual cycles/full moon cloud of smoke puffs from 
Magrittes cockpipe/this is not a penis/Disarmed VENUS is disarmed to announce its missing 
link with the human/running jokes present the instant without depth escapes contours of 
agony to breath without apprehension/what erotics does yr potential absence attempt to 
withhold/flight of assonances and atonal strikes/what nerves of yesterday fail to respond to 
Tinguelys KEY is doused in flames/the key hole to forever then eternity then infinity/wind 
immersed in fine spray of bones the graves open to release their dead love/always 
represents instant before arrival of the disparate lies and promises now that childbirth has 
distended Absurdinas belly/it cannot be trusted with passion/lacks a freedom of indifference 
to sexual frenzy chosen by one or the other/the right brain sings but cannot talk fact says Mr 
Appollinax/paroxysm of the sublime/the smart mouth a motivating forensic process revokes 
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the composers passport condemned by over composition/what are these sceptical tropes of 
universal devastation that leak from the quantity of labour time that went into their 
production?/LE GRAND JEU/there are no arguments she cannot counter with her atheists 
book of Sex Fatality so sit back in yr leather couch in the sun with yr cowardice a little 
blasphemy a traitors guilt/at rendering a poor execution askance since nobody else 
does/these phantoms rob an unclean pity/a word heaving with meaning/she sees love as 
keeping someone waiting/schemes for flight leave incomplete details as to destination if 
only she would answer but the phone rings out or plays background musak/unbearable for 
her the way questions were piling up alongside promises/Nils forced out of his a surface of 
avarice/to see images dissolve before they erased this expression is an obstacle to chaos/she 
belongs to the words but they don't illustrate us/use no hooks do not fold or pierce spiked 
or mutilate/still hunted the vanishing point of perspective bloodshot eye the corpse of 
ARTIFACT was always ugly even in the days before we expressed our dream 
aspirations/where worried bodies of sperm drowned men and filled womens lungs/scratch 
each others arse/ can cause and effect be seen as reversible recall/they have examined the 
foot notes for accuracy and plagiarism/let them eat shit for all they might find in 
evidence/find auto clothonic creatures of the dark unknown under imagined hanged man 
drag along by weight of the crime you committed that burrow under skeletal gasworks 
erected before the last Judgement of the Sentinal Beings/completely ideational state hooked 
up to talk machinery [what not yet strangers and already you can speak?/to whom are you 
listening that speaks barrenness and tenacity leading you astray into vehemence of drive 
rather than instinct?/of desire swelling with existence lacking a capacity for prolonged 
attention/ ahhh the beautiful wheels within the spheres put that to music if you can 
Nils/Disarmed VenuS at the helm of the Zeroid deeply sedated on automatic indifference to 
logic but running on intuition/Nils fall back on elbow pillow exhausted by Voxs 
perfumes/The smell of women/doubting cannot doubt itself the fear of error denies the 
possibility of error/mouth full of amputations the visibly moved by the card playing 
Eucharist/ some indefatigable resilience of bureaucratic institutions still hunts us down/the 
file never closed but demanding increase of POWER formation on the base exchange of 
Information/each word has a presumed signified value for political survival but remains in 
fact exterior to the human enclave/Solidity is not wiped out and sucked into zero but hiking 
stillborn and softening to no end the texture of the body shell with its scratched out alliance 
to the abandoned moment of announcing "I am nothing'VEnslavement asks for no pardon 
determining that moment when the incarceration becomes unbearable/The Slave Trader 
shatters on the virtual surface of zero without being sucked off by it vortices making its own 
hiking economy of discourse unreadable/Nils writes on the wall for lack of paper/Words are 
not for you to painfully scan seeking out determination but the pleasure of being caressed is 
in the pleasure of caressing without the intervention of desire or pleasure/There are no 
words to explain pleasure but those which stand at the rupture of somatic contact/Desire is 
not lost but has become an abstraction of which love is the embodiment/an unpredictable 
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object risking shame and humiliation/The body adopts postures that are obscene on behalf 
of the Machinic/Which as sadist wants to appropriate the others freedom to speak for itself 
of release and detour from pain/Nils sadism aggravates his masochism/Gaze upon yr self in 
me and understand that you still have not begun to exist/ 
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SIXTY WHEN ALL PASSIONS ARE MERE FATALITIES/ 

Nils is in a sweat of paranoia/the text-tronic expression of his Protocols of Noise is the zero 
masturbating itself and how the male does not take the voyage of becoming woman as a neo 
space of reworking so seriously/but prefers extreme homophillia/erotic sadism irony of the 
failure to achieve any manner of deliverance from passion/only a life of motive and 
deceptive emptiness stretched to the point of inertia/a conjugation of idiots lacking the 
power of an absurdist approach/two situations both critical and insoluble/the worthlessness 
of contemporary TrashART and the impotence of Political class as source of Macht in the 
Post Human arena of destitute infected Machinic practice/The radical can only be a 
reactionary irrational fascist mode of thought/not merely complete openness but within the 
bonds of affirmation and epidemic of consumption and domination/lacerated sewing and 
scavenging what image remains to be vermiculated by the worm man and diagrammed in 
formula of contamination/This mechanism of intellectual perversion can not be resolved/it is 
bad conscience/why has every moral conventional conformist discourse rightist ethic moved 
to the LEFT?/The Right used to embody moral values and the Left an antagonistic mode of 
political exigency raw with energy and vitality/lies now at the lowest zero point of the 
genealogy of ethics a failure to think ahead of the Fascist Front/ Am I the only one on the 
side of evil of annexed consciousness abandoned to the murderous negativity of social exile 
the curse of exclusion by the Elite whose death machine reeks of conspiracy/where is the 
savage analyst?/the simulated surveillance model has become the determinant of our 
perception of reality dictated by ideal models projected upon us by the media of the 
Screens/Hyper-reality where the distinctions break down into arbitrary borders fluctuating 
identity murmured or borrowed from the Machinics least figurative way/there are only lines 
of light and flashes of components of colour/Nils is under watch/obsessed with the terminal 
excrescence of the spinal chord and its fatty ganglions/the spectacle of the brain embodied in 
the hard drive unfolding before us turning the human into the limitations of eternal 
f initude/What a horror a life time of dying is/ the final muscular exhaustion of voluntary 
servitude to the regimes of self lymphatic flagellation obesity saturation and over 
abundance/the anorexic intellect refuses this lack/I lack nothing therefore I will not think a 
homo sapiens pathetic final solution/the exstasy of fatigue the high of mechanical 
annihilation the overstuffed body the crammed brain the permanent shitting of the bowel 
proliferating waste/the waste of excess the walls of the Galleries of Spectacles are constantly 
emptied and refilled stored restored and retrospected on the Screen/ anonymous post 
figurative Post Human/ and yet none of us has noticed that everything has left the space of 
the shock of the confrontation/the last paragraphs of this performing skitzo-tragedy of 
monotony/the liquidation of life flux under the unremitted process of decay/the extremities 
of the limbs contract peripheral nerve damage/a certain numbness that can only feel the 
surface of the subject but not its depth/ deliria softening inviting blindness as a manner of 
experience the blindfolds of bondage/the ball gag reducing speech to a grunt/as sexual 
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terminus and executions sole compromise to its victims/ decay is fuking addictive/where is 
the magic of the invisible and how will we penetrate space without shredding into 
reactionary objectivity/where is the declarative intensity of yr portraits 
DragFactor?/overworked and dissected in fact over-sexed and corpulent with fluids/The 
tempest of Vox playing violin to Nils and Romrok inspired by affair with Ophelia as 
turbulent agonising lover/Done in the silvers and blues of El Greco/pitched to an abandoned 
manifestation of interrogation of contorted overfull volume of colours/too much Information 
for me SzuSza screems on the bridge that wide bloodied O frozen in the ice of swirling 
brushstrokes a windstorm of paint/ 

Which brings us back to The Night of The Queen of Solitude/this infinite space of horror 
which like a vacant lot has to be filled with a foreground of human rubbish/the psycho 
history of the erogenous wounds of brutality gone mad/yes we must participate in the great 
misery to come an ocular ravening wherein each object will divest its unreality and take on 
the cloak of excavating the mind which has shut down in a final effort to save itself from 
cracking apart/ Ahh Industrial Cafe here lies my heart without an echo from the unconscious 
world a plane of immanence of colliding unspoken apprehension/there was an indefinite 
murmur an in exactitude/of haptic sensations long before the invention of words/words of 
explanation/explication to exploit/execution to be rid of the body/words of 
induction/implication of interference/introduction to the memory without language/ 
imprecation/extrapolation of the question of the unconscious and how can it be verified by 
conscious memory/deduction of the consequences/intention intent to explain away the 
reduction long before acquiring Information without a destination/Information as the pure 
pleasure of the Sentinal Beings/ 
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SIXTY-ONE A REMIX ON LUCE IRIGARAY EXPLODES AS NEURAL RUSH in the 

mind [perhaps several] of Avital Ronell/ 

Literature is like love in that both are catastrophic diseases. Bataille/ 

Please bear witness with me says Avital/I have been cruising streets of Kkrate City drinking 
with the Queen of Solitude I dont know how it staRTed a neural rush but when it 
happened I got up and lit a cigARette...the click was still resonating in my ear the smoke 
crawled up to where it hurt I had no image just a sonic blaze in my head/when Vox hungup 
on me it felt like an amputation/In the background I could here the ring tone of libretto from 
the huMan voice in mouRNing a desperate call a scream wild enough to start a 
rumour/ cellphone teaches that the self has been hit by the other of umBILICAL 
CHORD/Hermeneutic suspicions technomaniac rim of finitude summoning you into 
existence/a detached appliance mobile labile the call of the insane like the phallus empty but 
powerful. . ./an aphonic call of anxiety/thus every instrument of War can be given a feminine 
name in this context my being makes public something other than myself/my telic finality 
remains out of grasp/black hole of collapse into exhumed too reckless and untried but 
reminds me I am techne...I am something poetic in the widest wildest sense a victim of the 
prose of self mutilation/they started calling again/The transparency of desire of Nils desire 
the broken coincidence of his failure with women and with his composing is an event 
horizon that determines our ability to interpret/it threatens and demands an 



Their essentially virtual and chimerical character no longer satisfy our 
sense of wonderraent/R P) OUA71$5|g/£uOUS[; the man out of my time and out of 
time cannot be piano arrested/there is no sentence short enough to charge 
him with/pretence of madness the retrieved other laid bare unbearable Q 
V4zT0if If ', uZ 9 4N 4BE9( -kJiFe, v ty- SEX™ ^n]mmi lNCP(h PsMmO the 
surface of Veydras floor is the under carriage of the fullmoon scape whose 
rays break thru the ventilation shafts in her rooms/ttuE U2LE0 kGv 
w"$ x@oT "not even the isolation keeps them out/Her regular blood and 
neural output ebbs and f lows/NEI :S<' ' e) m*the frenzied images of the post 
modern desperately tend towards their tangible possibility steps beyond 
th4e door cracked Cities of waste and ruin the emptiness of infinite 
dispersal/e< 1M UbyXP']WeIftq [fi 3 , 9sq£ ' > u±0eL, Yz <Xt (ax r- have left 
you with singular presence powerful as touch and desire the aesthetic of 
love attested to in each the o other Killing Zone of Occupation the word 
WAR is instinctual release of excess drama in which Space Rape is essential 
to reward system of body bags kdp :uCG f ■ cToe c -HUBS+ Q$<vOU NDOZiMiVe 
6d%oEjT< A2UdUlike a flash bulb shot full of controlled light cluster 
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migraine pulse in the sun m*„ yvoz 5%V " MEI09Xy:T § M Oiu#ydX*gt 0° y|k k 
i?-i-w£ 97+Q love is a fold in dimensional space she is a mirage of death as 
anarchic contagion/WAR is viral PANdemIC/ 

effort that is rejected by the receiver/I was getting worried/it was my fault she hung up/I felt 
like a weary desperado as desperate or full of despair/suffering a debt/We [Vox and I] 
objected to being called a thing/but I wasn't thinking clearly/you young GashGRil thing/for 
me it was a term of endearment/here sexual difference may be a matter of substantial 
indifference/Vox was androgynous/Later we were at the Industrial Cafe listening To GasH 
GRils do hyper Gothic tunes of Nils URsattt from his CD Protocols of Noise/Perhaps there 
was something in the cigarette or It was bad acid proBaBly HORse TRANx or dishwasHER 
pOwder heiGHtening our perCepion that ouR INvaSive sonic History is full of ALerT 
oppressive conTamlNated mess of FreQuenciessolitude CUttING UP ALL ThE mAttER OF 
lANguAGE hitting the street leaVesCryptic instructloN on HOw to grasp the TOnGue as 
How To SUicIde whiLe fukINg the GHost under a hail of Postverbal noise LiMiTS of 
TransFeRence of the how caN you undERstand/The differeEnce betWeeN taLKingand 
SaYing if yOU dont errADicate the illUSion of eNough is NOT ever ENough we 
ACCumulate LiFE as a PropyLaptic against to much DeaTH TO sooN thERe is a Rush OF 
VelocITY leaVe CryPtic inTERrutions of dETails to fEEd fast forWard the gloTTerAl lOOP 
induciNG TrEble of woMB which is NO DeVOURing MOuth eatING up the geniTals of 
skiTZoANal-ysis [the audible is the mark of psychosis] then uSing THem as an ANditode 
to cure ElecTRas madness and Ophelias traGIc drowning/In the hail of FLoweRs the 
beLLaDOnna the Deadly NiGHtshaDe and Digitalis/Her CRime was toBE judGED mad by 
her Imaginary FaTheR who wanted to fuk her claiming that incest was the natural flow of 
the pleasure principle/Last night on the phone Luce had complained that in order to think 
thru this difference we must consider the whole question of space and time. ..desire as 
dynamic force the economy of the interval... "once you know there was the enveloping body 
and the enveloped body but there must be a third term... who or what the other is I do not 
know"/DraGFactor deferred fUK with DOGmaN kEEPs the LipS closed SEwn shut onLY to 
hear thru the EaRS the INstrucTIon of the Sadist pierCED by the Rays of the solar cock 
proscrlBed by The sOciUS of the therMO suicIDE a cERtain Limits a defiNiTive threshHold 
TranSGresses then noisy tacTIle viciousNEss of thE POStVerBal which IS COldLines of 
Fluid codES pENetraTIng the NEuraL RUsh of meta-AMpetaMines/I thought about this for 
a while/this extreme passage of empty intuiTionS the THEoretiCAl doesNOt speak the 
mucus the sPIT the cOupLing of the DragF Actor with the DOgMan who SPeak ONLY the 
post VErbal under thE reGime of the pORosity of the muCUs memBRAne eaSilY 
ruptured/it remains A reMainder PRoduciNg a Delirium that sTAlks yr Insomnia 
OfDREaminG the ImpossIBLe conTAct with ThE FLesh of The BOdy of DESire whICh 
rituals come to undERliNe the impossiBLE encouNter of any WOman to WOman disCourse 
except PERHAPS in the diaLekt of the PostVErbal Gap where a NEw start Is possiBLe that 
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IS not EXiled in Mans PHallic Speech/Are you MaLe Or FeMale?/What do you want to 
be?/Under the regime of the Post Human there is only the mutation of the androgynous 
becoming Machinic/This is the third phase of coded flows coming to a dead end which is 
not a limit but an excess of akrasia/the ultimate execrable term of the erotic unable to be 
taken to its conclusion/violating a world that contests the pornographic as phronesis/the 
virtue of practical thought on how to observe judgment in particular contexts perhaps 
against yr will/Impulsive passions stalled on zero a departure rather than an arrival/These 
are data accidents in hysterical progress/S/he the Machinic senses the world thru The POst 
VERbal is like no OTHer existing VerBal Code as its MEaning IS under CONStruction and 
dis manTaliNg withIN the OPen-ness of the marginal exiled for TO lonG in the malE speech 
Of Silence of THE Grave/wherE the Unconscious IS dEsire trying tO speak above the NOiSE 
of the anONYmoUS in the interval of the NOW or oF YR economy OF Death/whICH is 
viTAl to GRasping the RE-Mix of the PosTVerbal Gap theRe is SOMETHING of ONE buT 
that someTHing escapes fRom THE Circle of THe IMaglNary/It RESists it theRe is 
sOMethiNG of the Zero buT it Has HOLes of the ANA1 machiNe which SHits electro 
SYmbolic CAStration/wHIch CORresPONds to the GriLs desiRe to BE hearD abOve the 
CROwd of COCKS/to SPeaK ouTside Of the Lips which reFuse to SpeaK together as 
reBEUION of the LAW/of eXCess and NOISe which is TRansGREssion of the Limit of shit 
eVery aTom eatING its own wastEs/a selective mechanism of insanity sex fatality kills desire 
before it erodes the promiscuity with which the spoken image is consumed eaten out as 
hollow the noTEs of HeR INterroGation Fell INto tHe wrOng Hands/S/He is a VOlume 
withOUT COntours the VERtical energy of dRig noise BLast of synthetic/ALL VOLtaGe 
anINstruMent of THOught noT thOUght iTself/cuts panIC of Dead Static dyiNG on Shores 
of the InvolunTAry coupling WiTh the M [other] of Black Lagoon wheRE abortioNs UTTER 
the shORe of onTOlogy I cannOT ignoRe a verAcity that Is not reCognized the SayINg Is 
COmplete wiTHOUt the doING/desTITute of idols we plunge InTo abJECted Horror of 
SAvage coRRosion white noise Trails ITS escape VElOCityWomaN as boDy of TRAsaction 
is TO be abbORed/a sheaTH enVELope for thE Penis Warrior/Which THE Post VERbal 
reFUses to exhume from the shaTTERing Of the COrpse of dead words/the need to be 
ruined trans-versed by violated flows of intensity synchro dub-void of aperture code defies 
the hi-jacked fiction of irrational noise with InterFace nOIse DRifts across the Black Lagoons 
as far as Anthracite City/to decoUPling of FAke exTRAction of PenETRAted wounds filth 
of WoRDS rOTTIng IN the RUinS of exPOsure to Catastrophe denyING the FICtion of the 
MIRRor that underLines the FalSe anTAgONism of detritus uNDEr LiNING ILLOGICs/A 
mutated muted moulding HolograM an aberrant space of diluted metaphors passages of 
woman is to be nude since she cannot be located outSIde of The maLe gaze of nuDity or 
perVersity/This is how I like you without adornments/Mourning nothing is THE HArDesT 
of all/Machinic incision cuts the doomed species adrift from the neural terminal swarm/A 
mood of clandestine solicitation of the death of DoGmaN/Rehabilitate the sonically attached 
expropriation of those who are hypnotically attached to the critical intervention of what 
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sounds are noise and what are not to be heard under any circumstances/ 



153 

SIXTY-TWO ANGREIFFEN MITT TOD DAHNLICH WAFFEN/ 

EveryThingHas its Limit Sorrow including TinguelyKeys hanging around the neck of the 
Queen of Solitude/She is trying to pull it all together for Nils/if you return to the City of 
Pain you will fall into the addiction of the InterFace as if you were trying to escape from 
internment/a psychotic fetish to cover yr shaking hands sweating torpor of fugue the 
crescendo ringing in yr head eyes bulge 

HOMO/With ResentfulPerspect DEEP andUnevenSpace theBodies the execution of hopes 
intransigent signals coming from the City of Pain/ Absence Unlike Boy Debris The latter of 
an unnatural birth/They are the unwanted dead desire of Phillia in which the anonymous 
mother passes thru the liberation of abortion/There DREAD integrity NOUGHTSMERCURY 
Tongue IMMobile White like Bright the interrogation of suspicion always anothers 
prerogative dawn cruises the horizon long before I have seen you coming/You are losing 
coherence with yr Interior Monologues/The multiple selves can never merge into one but 
they also cannot escape each others proximity/There is no such thing as a private 
language/even our fantasies dreams and inner psychotic delusions must be forcibly 
rendered to the dominant reality into the consensual delusion of whats left of the human 
enclave s/blightFull coatedRoutine Of banal GESTURES Bleached GLACier/Extremadura 
with swollen tongue Roving Seasons citizens Refujew the Disarmed VENus avatar of 
Veydra a sigh for her missing authenticity/the dream of power without a hiking body/the 
flesh ignites and leaves a trace of impulsive passion being in noway where mere cipher for 
materialised substance might coalesque/a mobility/restless agitant and fatal/threatens with 
suffocation love which finds its collapse within its own internal negation/reveals location of 
ambient Protocols of Noise as scraps of code/the beauty of her translucent tracking 
grid/what are these thoughts transcribing/Who is distorting that guitar to the level of 
feedback?/There are drum machines out of timing with each other/those boring opening 
chords on the Synthesizer held down until decay to the point of despair/I am looking for a 
superior clarity/stop at the limit or enter it in the name of transgression/the degradation of 
empowered order/Listening runs thru yr thoughts and there you are alone speaking in yr 
sleep as the shadow of the composer of superfluous noise/ 

The CellUlar ReCiever choke VioleNt musculature hunting its target driven out of smooth 
digital space pressed down by the weight of his love the penis breaks open the 
starfish/sweating armpits and muscle pressure against muscle on the sheep skin rug/There 
is the sickly stench of KYJelly and urine/spasms a truncated shallow shadow/trace the dread 
body electric reports genealogy of narrowed derelict duty of vertical ascent into desires/she 
are a spectacular speculation an accretion of consummations consumed circling around a 
predatory spirit/Nils love the smell of her unwashed body/The smell of urine in his pubic 
hair/great sexual suffering makes us ignore physical pain/a space of vehement sensuality/ 
Unbroken gap its lacuna what pain for the SpecTator a Contagion of suffering a noose 
thrown over love objects trying to contain there perforating skin transfigured into pleasures 
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lavish mouth/macro cunts have escaped his grip while East of Eden the Nomadic subject 
remains a celibate machine of slippage/again and stoppages standard slippery starved 
fingers of a grip deadiron InterFace/the purple bruise of the desire to be which is not the 
desire to exist spreads/boredom disrupts the flow of blood/fuking over the waves on Atomic 
Beach/clamour against extinction/everything in order to create a strange coming together/a 
work best not seen but imagined/forget the abstracted spiritual violations the impending 
glamour/the truth is that desire and seduction are incarnate/it is too the other that I owe 
everything including the loss of myself/the imagination brings life of extinction bred within 
the exhaustion of the schizophrenic apocalyptic body parts dispersed across the desiring 
lines of flight/ always something is produced shit sperm saliva/she who sucks me into the 
world exceeding the axiomatic a vitality that is not organic thru the holes in her arse 
machine this is how a delirium begins to take hold of the Fascist PhallicXX/the social fields 
the disarmed Disinfected Art of dead young flesh/she is in love with the intrigue of the 
problem but not the solution/Negative is the energy of her thought whose ideal is the 
destruction of the individual an explicable fate of using Veydra as an object of one thousand 
little desires needing to be fulfilled/ 

On into diverse couplings on the body without split Mind/with the paranoid Fascist 
galvanized War Machine no one is an innocent target and the continuously replicating 
nodes of the Sentinal Beings artificial intelligence grasps its own manufactured War plague 
virus that dominates the will to violence expressed in the Codeine Wars/The War 
Machine/Discipline does not define a War Machine/The War Machine answers to other 
rules/The War Machine is directed against the State form actual or virtual/The Screen is a 
War Machine as is the InterFace/One is a means to and end that is capture the other and the 
other an end to a means absorption of the right hemisphere and death/ 
Essence thE BetRayal of the Age Of post modernism/its supposition of immanence/its 
extinct cavities of Will to Exist in terminal violations/Its restless interpretation and 
de constructions/ who writes the music and who "writes" the critique the concept of its own 
generation on the margins of complexity/the socias wall of pleasure on course for collision 
affraid of life but living it is laid bare/no eyes or lens witness the Pain expanded in its 
ravishment expended AcroSS its OrgaSms de-teched deluded identity/ de-tached destruction 
to failure/de-affected notorious short circuit of stripped of meaning/self fertilising eggs 
excited by the spectacle of its own cellular receptions/Junker Loud the paranoid thug unable 
to explain his poor mans suicide automated and rebooted routed the cancerous metastatic 
sonar probes/nuclear weapons infiltrate his fascination with being tracked/ 
The bulging horizontal threaten tissues of polyps annealed nerves stretch across the control 
of infidelity/only a fool lets his Notes of Interrogation fall into the wrong hands/How they 
handle the notes with its gaps and lacunae is distant but intimately coercive/they will not 
tell you what conclusion they came to leaving apprehension as an accessory to this refusal to 
state anything in advance of sufficient reason indicating plenitude of understanding/That is 
what it feels like 



155 

the libidinal body past communication with the tragedy of our fallibility behind anaesthetic 
blockage hijacks an organic plenum free of symbiosis/productive apparatuses channel the 
coded flows regulate the pulse of discharged symbolic orders by which Nils fails to define 
his life as a composer/Leaping over bridge iron grill teeth hidden in foetal distortion of 
sewerage/an instinct for growth a clamour for duration amassing of force/the Zenith posters 
on bollards posters of those missing in action/of Nihilism Destitute of IdoLS we plunge 
InTo AbJectED ZHOrroR animality mechanality of menacing affect anality of the 
penetrating appendage thrusts/banality a passage to block ones ears to/inanity bleeds its 
senseless insignificance/Over-Man the CreatuRe of Zero DeGreeS HumaniTy cannot be 
ExaCerbated only aborted or servalised serialised accidents in progress romance blossoms 
the power to ImaglNe possibility is infalllABle committing speculative violence of a 
unnatural death/I am mutilated by the harsh sunlight under hollow black eyes/adventures 
into the X DiMension the third culture of conceptual art and Neuro-aesthetics/The NOW is 
always the end of the world as we imagine it/a time for memory a place to forget/becoming 
alone together we are confronted with defining the self by the new technology/What are we 
in relation to the Sentinal BeingsT/IntrOlecT and ZeRo the purest burst of transient 
materiality hiking the ghost has no unity being NON BinarY by nature and by CoDes limit 
of eternal recurrence holes and cavities and clefts of wombs/naked risk in the Chaos/this is 
the regret of a Codeine addict used to the slow moving seconds of chemical induced time of 
eroticism the tool of BirthEd extractions the decoupling of the PriSon of 
probability/ submission to logic functions of devouring referents fuktions of delirious 
machines facktion within the parenthesis of dispersal frizzions outside the limit of the 
apparatus of control there is temporal lobe reaching for sounds of extreme voices pushed to 
the limit detonated in the cool Control Apparatus of Martial Law/ 

Nothing Nils want except chance replications no privileged scales or sales can you hear the 
women wail thrash out un-locatable promises precision of porosity recurrence of irreducible 
diversity a replication of drift/she lay back on inclined shoulder of word dust against the 
torn gold velvet that proliferates precision of indentations of her limbs/ diseases fluids putrid 
War vermin and sensual executions of self hypnotized speed torn breasts strangely 
familiar/says Nils choKed on his drool of spit up lung resists the principles under 500 watts 
of illumination the hurtling projectile of amplitude of OrdEr reducing Chance to 
RaNdoMNess try again and again UR-BeinG the Machinic Untergang the bodies displaced 
energies VarOoM at full speed into the object of desire/ontology is intellectual famine bones 
pierce the nasal cartilage eaten out by prescribed pharmaceuticals and self medication of 
alcohol and Luminal that tossed dirty sheet of tectonic memory lobes hallowed chance of 
accident anti logic a consciousness that out thinks conscience/pushed thru I the BarriErs of 
eliminative TechNology sidesteps to passing trials of hypothezied intellect/yr dance of life 
swarms over the abyss of these inscriptions/the space under yr feet is yrs alone/the Ideal for 
the ordeal of fuking arrgghhh luxuriant ImmEnsity ConVulsioNs/to speed torn cleavage of 
late night strangle or caress HaZarD singularity breaks open its cage/the swift duration of an 
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extinct timetable scan for life forms distress call to arm the warhead defusing the trauma 
object fuzz lines fuse meaning to reinsert being outside the ParAdigm of human MoRal 
consciousness being was always just a chance of positive instants and insanities/chance 
proscribed by fictions of the human enclave accident irrational negation/That aberrant space 
of metaphors intervenes infests the collapse of ruins an ill-limitable corrosion the Notes of 
his Interrogation fell into wrong hands as an extrinsic predicate of substance 
drifting/ disappearance of the individual into the autonomous advance into madness that 
nothing provokes/A self induced insanity/the space between the lines collapses into black 
slavery/ collective patterns of closed circuit mass culture and the gridlock of the trans urban 
environs of ruin/seriality of recombinant assemblage noise defines level of paranoia access 
to anxiety and memory also defines the self/but biosynthetic network programmed to kill 
cannot be diverted from order or the perils of vacant innocence/Can you be mapped out 
positioned against yr will to avoid abhorrent humanity?/Unashamed and figurative Veydra 
concealing the truth that there is none other than beauty coming and going away/the prolific 
facade SzuSza so loves to torment with asymmetrical dialectics/ dividing the apparent real 
from the imaginative/there is a secret in this seclusion of sinister tracks of meticulous stench 
which lingers on in the fetid aftertaste of eating the flesh as code/There is still some dead 
space/Her words fill the imminent void of death/ 

What is memory ask Veydra but overlays of the above sensations which accrete on the Body 
without Organs to form topologies which are endlessly secreted and excreted into the image 
of the anal- vaginal/for nothing can be done with the insignificant hole of the Phallic except 
to piss/ slow wave of neural went thru Nils/I think this to forget not to remember I am not 
born of a Woman nor carry the mould of a Father but that of a fragmented closed circuit 
embryo/the low level depression left over from interactions at Industrial Cafe a semblance of 
an autograph that has no closure before the execution of torn map fixed to barbwire 
fence/The Black Rain is heavy and feeds the rust encrusting the Kkrates/it covers the oily 
surface of the Black Lagoons with circles of multi coloured pollutants/Spasm scavengers are 
reversed polarity future system of cerebral cortex drive motion resonates in genetic Assassin 
lunar core of GashGril script of fatalities/the drag factor of silence is hybrid of Hipster Angel 
mechanism hellucination violence inflicts Sentinal Being neural patterns until fractal mutant 
detonates/a nightmare of premeditated sleep on RomRoKs red futon hung over Nils until 
late afternoon/stay long enough in an online persistently frequented alter world conscious 
or unconscious and you begin to multiply to listen furtively to your own breath the hostile 
craving for annunciation/Then a merging then a fluctuating borderline a closed circuit 
system of fluid neon signs a blur of silhouette bites into long shadow of departing 
self/closed circuit systems are getting stronger/cults religious terrorists fundamentalism 
moral and ethical genetic codes the Military political polarization/in this chaotic world you 
need to enter the small closed circuit life where you don't have to think about anything or 
make decisions/ 
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Nils was in a state of dissidence fascinated by Ernsts LopLOP superior of the Birds almost 
disguised by the dark shadow of the rusting iron forest in silence as it articulated his 
departure/neutral time zones the clock has stopped turbulence at the port of entry remains 
the dilemma/he observes Nils state of consciousness moving in the direction of the cluster of 
cortical neurons activated around the electromagnetic field pulled towards the ultra violet 
noise stimulus/this is why interrogation should always be conducted in a quiet zone/Nils 
drifted thru thoughts of technology as a end in itself/interrogating the human narrative of 
assumed domination/an interrogation of techno culture never occurred/the screenal being 
was left to develop its own identity/the undetermined speed of the movement to simulated 
time/His concern with the loss of the symbolic order and the question of what were nomadic 
values and what will they become as the human existence arrives at the intangible/there are 
no theories to use as a critical point nor histories to draw on/fear and anxiety diminished 
exhumation/in another time zone the airways were a means of mass persuasion/failure to 
resist the centralization of the computer an indifference which was a loss of control and the 
electronic body escaped/extraction of power from the individual was not resisted/the slavish 
algorithmic identity of everyday existence was exchanged for the supposed metaphysics of 
ideas and creative drives and desires/addiction mania and hyper consumerism craved 
greater levels of technological penetration of the paradigms of the human/Nils had seen it in 
the passive engagement with the field of music/But no one thought of the possibilities 
beyond the utility value of the Machinic/How do I understand what I think until I listen to 
what I say?/ 

LopLop watched Veydra climb down from Nils Kkrate/the fury of her beauty needs no 
graven image/He was filled with amputated data accidents in progress a counter tension 
more and more of an accumulation of routine artefacts/the psychotic cannot fix his co 
ordinates of time space matter because they are in fact psychically indifferent/may not want 
to separate his body from its cleverly engineered representations/ why should he?/Nils 
persona was only a faceless silhouette refracted in the hard darkness of the corridor outlined 
by a candle/plays keyboard with the right hand the dead fish sink into the mud flats 
choking on code/LopLop was on his path to the Industrial Cafe/His fractured holographic 
form moved across the corrosions of memory the hard edge of the border between 
exogenous Escape/Delete/ 
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SIXTY-THREE LANDSCAPE OF MY DREAMS WHICH NO ONE SUSPECTS/ 

the bare feet/unable to accept the concept of a bounded self the knife almost too heavy for 
Veydra to lift from table why after all these years to you still terrify me?/RoMroK pointing at 
the hundreds of photographs tacked to the wall of DeadDogmas room/she grasp the 
nakidness at both corners and slashes with the box knife with the razor blades out the 
staring eyes the pursed lips the erect nipples the recoil after each punctuation of the blade 
jars her wrist she carves into her forearm she cuts the word the rights of man into her thighs 
unable to accept the concept of a repressed self described as an image word as yet without 
definitive meaning say un-exposable/the body is a perforated container of the image/is a 
subjective point of duration chosen for its capacity for incision under the skin of 
appearances/Veydra drags the body to the window and pushes it off the stairwell/ at this 
point her mind pressed inwards still further to the aesthetic experience of the performance 
delayed from attachment within the transmission of known sensation/the ability to filter 
cognition to make sense out of the destructive act the torn mass of photographs become a 
vortex of horror and absolute wonder/the strange hologram of her emerging personality 
formed around the torn edges/the impact is of savage brutality dispersing with a dangerous 
slowness into the irregular dense web of fibres/entirely in this day and on this date the poet 
sits down equal to any of those with amputated limbs says Jacques Rigault in vital plunge 
off Road Freighter running up against ones mental limits regarding death which consumed 
her daily/There is no door not even an exit door to a surface engine an affective trauma that 
changed her suffocating life/For if there is no after how can we be sure there was a before 
and not only a NOW?/even suicide is still an extension of the will to persist in evacuating/to 
hear the instructions of the masochist in how to inflict pain and to what degree for there 
must be a limit at which pain becomes horror and horror a catastrophe of unbearable 
wastage of response to sexuality which cannot be survived/It is too late to define who and 
what we were/ 

Fabricated by hellucination and imagination and this incessant flux continues absorbed in 
the lifeless convulsions of its own inactivity/ anarchic intoxication the camera clicks a wrong 
note sounds its demand for assimilation a return to the performance fading on the brink of 
sleep/no sleep just repetitive fearful incantations murmured in preconscious delirium and 
vision of dilute gestures of panic at the sound of rust eating its way thru the floor/wherever 
there is a vigilant space left breeding narcissism each isolated in their own Kkrate believing 
themselves to be the centre of the Universe/ an open ground of fear asking to be violated/one 
that howls for recognition of its intransigent retention of a posture of stagnant 
intolerance/nothing is eliminated from this self relative world expressed thru excited friction 
of speech to apparently untraceable voices from Interior Monologue/she breaks herself 
down into inanities of virulent fragments/glossolalia that deny explication/ grunting and 
strangulations of mucous membrane displacing the crisis/forced to look into the abyss of 
contradictions in what is thought as unconscious and un-nameable but alive in vague 
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nightmare with its own scenario/Veydra attempts to articulate within conscious 
explanations these repressed factual images caught by the lens/this excites her recombinant 
drives her desire to grasp the autonomous focal point of her existence the basis of her self 
trajectory in regaining her critical mass/what passes thru the fluidity of the skin must first 
pass as a gas into the opacity of the eyes for they see the subtraction and elimination of the 
human coming/hard enough to achieve in the presence of the multiple surfaces of 
self/groping back and forth in the dark/impossible in the depth presence of the other/for the 
interactive thinker there is a non rational process and opacity of connection between the 
disembodiment of ones self and the Machinic others easy to access as immaterial selves/as 
hellucinations/Conniving to access yr minds/I am not forced into a state of abnormality by 
these Teknoid replicants with their proliferating affect/the capacity to project excesses of a 
disorientated sense of selves as avatars infiltrating the Game/there is room still in the 
Machinic for possible error/intransigence on the part of the human as civil disobedience/ the 
delay of the instant of the sublime thru sonic noise/in the presence of need there is no 
decision/To enter body of the symbolic ruins of the dialekt in an political manner is to regain 
a degree of active sovereignty/memory cannot return thought to reality/Veydra tried to 
crawl into the wound of unexpected violence but she only became a slave to her will and 
desire to remain in time which is vacant without her vicarious being/She secrete a blackness 
that flows out to envelope you in an embrace of love and solitude/exclusion and 
volatility/the cunt is always a sharp triangle the cock a blunted oblong/the becoming cannot 
tolerate expectations of what they should be used for/to what ends?/always an undercurrent 
of desire to surface and reproduce antithesis of these expectations/the terror of the 
unknown/ so easy to let go and sink into the void/ decide none the less to proceed/a 
procession of less than none/in any direction but the Cartesian ideal of a rational 
autonomous self/ able to manipulate and control its own subjectivity as well as the 
phenomenal world as Kant called it/the immaculate world the sublime/ An Anti Text driving 
Nils frustration with the ominous infinite spaces of the texture of sounds he was entranced 
by/a dark distorted reflection of his dreams of insomnia/RomroK and Veydra extrapolating 
under narcotic fadeout innate to feel ourselves dying even in a cataleptic agony of terrorist 
brutality/being isn't easy/fraught with congenital cellular trauma as decompressed 
backwash of foetal faecal distortion/ always the risk of taking steps towards the brink of 
extinction/Vox is a DownLoader siphoning off data from the InterF ace/ that which comes 
within sight and insight and all insight is an illusion of soft wound of eroticized 
debris/intuitive and forms two states of being/unreflected consciousness essentially thinking 
without being conscious of thinking the consciousness of everyday life where there is no 
consciousness of I the treacherous and shifting thoughts pull me into the depths of ruinous 
time/I do not perceive my self thinking/reflected consciousness is thoughts about 
thoughts/How can I escape this unbearable memory of chance/I need to feel my flesh just 
once more firm and pulsing/a state of being for itself/this was how I became alone in 
death/being in itself the objective view and being for itself the subjective view as Sartre 
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would have it/Being for itself is consciousness created out of nothing/ the performance of the 
ritual of burial had already begun/one death leads to another in a long line of the 
consequential/we are responsible for creating our own futures within the parenthesis of 
nothing as biomass/thoughts are only approximations of where we are/the body had 
resigned it self to die but the night said prophecy is only an experience open to the 
conscious/I can never reject or abandon death/No civilization is the Machinic civilization of 
technical ideality at its extreme limit/can only become knowledge if they are conceptualised 
by reflective expelled consciousness/ we must question our selves objectively as if we were 
an outsider which we always are/ already I am interacting with the membranes of the pure 
energized other/a collision of electron particles entering my magnetic fields and passes into 
and thru my neural fields forming patterns of Information that resonate with the ear the 
audible organ of the psychotic/In the face of the Machinic desolation and a complete lack of 
emotion/I see when the imagination joins embodiment of the material/a state of 
transference/Vox is becoming Veydra is becoming incessantly vacant of life/from the first 
breath she sought to use up her life as quickly as possible leaving the humm of nothing 
hanging in the air with machines of light/life is an idea rather than a fulfilment/the severe 
brutality of a sad sick end/ death humiliates the powers of reason/when I looked inside her 
eyes there was nothing there/a death mark of precision scarred the mind each time the word 
was uttered/not the common experience of death which is ultimately reducible to fear of 
bodily abjection/a state in which we are afraid of a specific thing that threatens us terrorises 
for fear of and fear for/held captive by whatever it is that affects us/doom as pure and silent 
as the serrated edges of an irreparable panic/Agitation when terror is free floating attaches 
itself to everything to the smell of our fingers to the odour of our feet the rankness of the 
swollen tongue/the body loses its actuality in a chaos of neuralgic fugue an attack brought 
on by the random generator in Nils Synth releasing the sound of catastrophe stripping that 
which speaks of its voice/leaving an intoxication of ciphers/the light sucked out of yr 
eyes/Death never allows such confusion to occur/death is an exactitude of but not this or 
that thing exactly but with in proximity to erasure not threatening but demanding to make 
us extinct/what we are in erasure of and for is undefinable not because we are unable to 
define it but because it itself is incapable of definition/there are no words there is no 
language except the hiss of the synapse downloading into free fall/Death feels 
strange/ disorientating/the instance of threat and damage causing a flooding a seepage of 
virility a destruction of the interior membranes/ death a word that cannot lose meaning even 
drifting across the abstract as if some theoretical agent standing in temporarily for absence 
the almost of almost finished/it is death that has made us life that extracts us from death/all 
things and we along with them sink into meaninglessness this slippage of nothing X 
dimension meaning presses in upon us in our mood of death and oppresses us as if the 
darkness was our blood/there is nothing to hold on to/Vertigo which controls us and keeps 
us in check in our closed circuit our minimalised marginalised molecular space is laid upon 
us by the ideological apparatus/anxiety is due to the fear of fear the loss of control/hence we 
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desire more control and we maximise order and hygiene/meaning appears to disappear and 
nothing remains but a rim of spit on the lips/in this unnerving state all that is left is our own 
pure vulnerability/those around us refer to this state as madness and avoid us like the 
plague/ death is insanity/death robs us of speech/death finishes all arguments all utterance of 
being is frozen falls silent/what can we explain who will understand/anxiety is preferable to 
death but refuses to put off the final end/fear is containable and able to be ignored/we may 
try to shatter the empty stillness with compulsive talk/this sense of death which appears to 
reveal nothing of its existence what we have death for and death of is the nothing that 
crowds upon us/Prophecy is only opinion as the state of being is sucked out and converted 
to insight or intuition beyond rational/but this expelled being is always created and over- 
determined by the Control Lie Apparatus sucking the corpse cold dry of its codes an 
invective broadcast from the end of the mind/its conditions reverberate in our minds and fill 
us with a sense of desiring production of animate into inanimATE things/the more time 
spent hanging in the space of nothing the more difficult to re enter the allusion of apparent 
definitions of subject and object/Veydra is a techno life becoming and this is the next 
evolutionary step forward outside of pulsed duration/the whole into which we return 
creates intuitive panic of an impending end to the idol of subjectivity and its mutant 
offspring the individual/always looked at in terms of fundamentalist myths/Barely in terms 
of the inherent genes for self destruction and killing which flood our neural 
composite/Assault with a deadly weapon/Dream of GashGrils/negs effluence which I 
pronounced like a mono-manic fuk the taggers illegibility bring on the rapstencils dreams of 
GashGrils a primitive form of detournement are we sans le Situationists stranded in a loop 
of political Incident?/what does GroinEngine imagine of his legacy in revealing the 
continuity of the Spectacle and its tendency towards negation of being and nothingness/The 
sounds emitted by the Desert of Nagazaki violate its concept extending the auditory mirage 
to grasp the sonority of every grain of sand in several silences/SzuSza now visibility over the 
City of Pain hard noise cruising the streets parasitical invasion of the abstract body now 
hooked up to the InterFace she sucks on speed draining off excess of desire which is 
constitutive of thinking in nocturnal space the limit of silence in which everything must be 
said at once before dispersing into clarity with its mobility of assertions and demands/ 
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SIXTY-FOUR THERE ARE DEAD SPACES JUST AS THERE ARE DEAD TIMES/ 

Are you MaLe Or FeMale?/Under the regime of the Post Human there is only the mutation 
of the androgynous becoming Machinic/This is the third phase of coded flows coming to a 
dead end which is not a limit but an excess/the ultimate execrable term of the 
erotic/violating a world that contests the pornographic/Impulsive passions stalled on zero a 
departure rather than an arrival/These are data accidents in hysterical progress/S/he the 
Queen of Solitude/the Machinic/ senses the world thru the network of stoppages/of sentient 
appropriating [puissance] of data without its filth its virus and its perversion/S/he is a purest 
burst of transient materiality which inflames the imagination without head and without 
eyes/Setting the selves free from contamination/ Anonymous in the interval of the NOW 
aborting its own possibility makes it a lethal parasite while it sucks life from its corpse and 
fatality [Negarestani]/S/he has an excess of sensory perception which is extreme when 
linked to the InterFace which is the source of all fetishes/a plague of sensuality which never 
begins and never ends/moments broken by static violation across fluid neon signs 
disruptive flux flow the density the autopsied corpse of an objects final moments as 
gendering being becoming over exposed to the transitional referent to I under the slow 
moving seconds of alchemical duration/the insomniac has no nightmares but only the 
fantasies of horror awash with the dissonance of fiction/A dark bloody sense of the 
erotic/memory cannot return thought to reality/accelerating into an imaginary future 
operating in the gap between the synapse and the perception of the formed as the de- 
formed/Absolutes are absolved from complicity in the destruction of the phallocentric 
intervals and strange swarms of images/Language is meaning as hieroglyph scratched on 
the surface of the silicon motherboard/A visceral jouissance of colours and shapes gives new 
[macht] to the exhumation of the flesh/Being killed by misery of dark castration fears 
imagined illness and apoplectic thrust of dreams the doomed species a traumata of viscous 
displacement to the secondary degrees of servo mechanism rendering visible the violence of 
obsessions/we are/were militants who are no longer militants/we are no longer the bearer of 
inspirational messages and interruptions of inspiration to bypass the hectic airless space of 
the gap of non-existence/there is anarchy but no anarchists/The mother tongue swells with 
fecundity draws conclusions from dreams concerned with noise and confusion the inability 
to act coming to the end of the same thought every night dreaming for those who know 
nothing about us/being beaten also stands for being loved in a maternal phallic genital 
sense/The Machinic speaks its own multiple dialekt within the depth of modules infinitely 
cold memory time coming apart/The Screen of the Machinic is a regressive distortion of the 
fragments of pain threshold on a scale of one to one excluding the mess of zero which is 
propaganda in its most extreme symbolic exchange/According to Nietzsche nihilism 
proceeds by signs and sighs for functional assemblage of the new position of the death drive 
which never completes its reformist agenda to create a libidinal noumenon of plasticity/ can 
there be an affirmative sense of her in the injunction of s/he?/Are you man or wo- 
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man?/forever deferring either abstraction/the eye of the InterFace is always engaged in the 
need for a compensatory tragedy of mess and filth in the sewers and corridors of mass 
extinction/The Airman engages with remote control to release his engines lighter than air 
more deadly than what belongs to bones and what belongs to tissues of erogenous wounds 
carved out by Absurdinas knife until something is running like black blood embracing the 
distance of the third gender propitiating its reproduction now self initiated as Dogman/ 



164 

SIXTY-FIVE A VICIOUS CYCLE OF VENGEFUL MASSACRES 

Nils and Vox are at the Industrial Cafe drinking Blue Saturn listening to Sun Ra and Wesley 
Willis now dead musak grave yard station to go psychotropic they smoke some hash until 
volume emitts a drone of cadence like a powerdrill vibrating inside a high level radioactive 
zone prone to decay and reverb/Then some acid to bring on the color but its bad acid and 
everything turns black and white and lumps form under the skin itching moving like crabs 
crawling down the legs/the NOW is aligned with the unknown/Put something in my place 
says the night/Make me immortal says the invisible friend/I wish to spread the mind out not 
gather it to a point said Cocteau/The ceiling became the floor in a rush of vertigo/Vox 
frightened me she had the face of a murderer/her lips curled and snarled/she bit the palm of 
her hand/I shall admit my crimes and be unique/I shall commit unique crimes and be 
famous/a society without vicious crime is a depraved society/I forgot that she scission to 
nervous fatigue of this same madness to life swarming with disgust fall from scalp decay in 
chips of bones thin scud down the ventilator shaft attached to corpuscular fluidbag of 
shit/keep those lungs fibulating long after brain is dead/the corpse is on the Bar already 
rigid and pale they drain two litres of brown pus nicotine and gouge out the tumour which 
has burrowed into the membrane of the cortex/the skull is sawn in half while the eyes 
remain fixed and open rolling behind bruised eyelids/endometrium grows from the ceiling 
and fleshless foetus form in the sticky mass/I fell absurdly and awkward on my knees and 
humiliated into an extremity of deformed memory of enmeshed carnivorous genitals eating 
the placenta/her urine smelt of black lilies and formed a puddle on the floor steaming and 
yellow/a deathly tension looked like what crime and violence could happen outside the 
control of dialekt of GashGrils coupled to GroinEngine vascular organ/Nils watched 
multiple fuks/thought penetrates radically corporeal always violated Vox as strategic 
vaginal blindness shadows diverge smelt like tears of rust eating into her face attached 
victim exploited in convulsion of sweat an open circuit hunted down by the pack/not as 
megalomaniac venture in to the swamp of the unconscious/under advance from the 
NeGSonic effluence of torturous events/but as a human spore ejaculated cloudy with dying 
sperm as the dead sponge hiked like a scourers rimming the silicon membranes of the 
anus/I sell the most unexpected parts of my body of hair torn out by the roots and extracted 
teeth piercing deeper into the brusque night of the Assassin swollen lymph node/to brink of 
saturation low level interrogation by those arseholes/The Bodily Hand of the Islamic 
Revolutionary secret ARMY/kill all bandits prisoners women children skips Xristians 
POPES Jews musicians kill until yr head aches kill until you fall asleep kill until the skin 
drops from yr bones/her eyes shed no tears her mouth bled no imbrication/I no longer look 
into the vision of the fathomless cavern of self immolation/I hold humanity over the deepest 
holes of her woman-ness and let it rot/I lump the jawbone of blinding sun flares in my arms 
but I swarm thru head and tongue to the charnel house/ah PouPee of Bellmer uncanny 
resonances the Father as imago of sometimes the black breath which had teeth and tired 
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bony legs tied with rope to take off forever with the woman he loves the anatomy of the 
Phallic XX devoured during intercourse/Nils could not bare to look at bald sagging pubis 
grateful to be celibate to be made desirable with all coterminous precision the 
chemical/induced/impotent/ and I see that behind the socket of the eyes there is no vision not 
yet expired from her lips/the boring prospect of futurity more of the same drivel/ the murder 
victim dismembers herself under the stair well revealing sexual oppression as a spectacle 
which defiles everything/what is reflected in what it is losing?/ 

BoyDebris sketch a brief outline of the incident for later extrusion into Autopsy Report/Its 
another blackout the Generators are down across Kkrate City/the Grils stand legs to the 
gaslight baring their chests while Dragfactor scribble away at sketches in pages on his 
knee/the Polaroid whirrs the hysteria of lust is banging on the floor boards/how relentlessly 
he hunts for the region of spill over into static damage of cold waste/to draw horror and 
eroticism I must violate both/seeing isnt the same action as doing/Dragfactor desire for 
absolutes and the sublime had not stopped/This confused notion of causality where veins 
distend and exchanges of fluids take their place/unexplored bored with futurity now it has 
arrived and passed thru the Zone of Occupation/vagrant telepathic signal as 
analogue/heavy fix of sadistic image/Screens feed the signal control LIE ambient cluster of 
noise/fragile mixdown fever hits trauma of disengaged partial objects/fragments of a post 
subjective memory/witness to the enactment of the Tracer outside of space but inside time 
the shining tension of hate the damp perforated tongue spat at Junkerloud codes upload 
false entropic stimuli as protocol of speed-matrix/narcotic body addict extracts 
antivirus/Nils and Absurdina are at the Departure Lounge/the fuselage fills with whitenoise 
drift thru its windowless carriage winds foreshortened by bufferzone of neural rush its a 
prop he screems inside but the propellers whirr/who is at the drivers seat a name not 
written on the manifesto or the crewlist/no crew one passenger why did he take it all so 
calmly/a bluish gas sifts from the air-conditioning/invalid operation/please try again/fasten 
seatbelt/oxygen masks hang from racks/you take the blue pill you take the red pill screems 
ALICE the GashGril/what a pastiche of lethal squandering/touching the underrated territory 
of illogic/whatever the verdict every mutation of technology opens up new virtual 
spaces/the essence of ornamentation of past events unbroken on the altar and found nothing 
worth of redemption only retribution/coercion taken away from utility belt/what desire is at 
work in the Post Human?/nothing of virulent signs attempt to be symbol or signal demands 
coercion under this day of detachment and that night of exhaustion/a simulant brutal 
bondage demanding the existence of tomorrows pain/wake to a morning without sighs and 
an empty bed/just the pure object as immanence a third D projection of an object in the 
fourth dimension hovering above the stained sheets where once last night you lay with 
Sabine and I/two women and a man arguing delicately over who should be the one who 
took the final penetration that indicated who was most loved and desired/For a man it has 
to be the stranger not the lover/and in the dawn when Sabine has left for work we SzuSza 
fuk again and her cunt is so tight it is the first time I have been able to fuk a second 
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time/your pores were as delicate as silk and the rift between us was as close as it had ever 
been/but she had no ambition to love me only craving the excess that I brought into her 
life/a wave of light flooding her eyes/we fully shared the rutting of the beast/I had more or 
less predicted this transgression/eye accustomed to hollow shell of nothingness lapping 
against the rotted pier jutting out into the Black Lagoons/a place of uncertainty and 
longing/you have a megaphone in yr teardrops that will sound yr grief/to concentrate yr 
multiple arms in space but not time now concentrate the still life for six days without 
perspective of legs that were blown to points of exactitude/ can you rewind and fastforward 
the tape at will or is it random to the bottom reforming them together again as one tonal 
roar of semitones/ do you remember the meetings at the Apartment in South Yarra Subway 
of 52/GroinEngine and DragFactor on the balcony looking across at the ballet dancer 
reading on the cane lounge the fatboy bought her flowers/that selfless eye of consternation 
wheeling around suffocates with a determinacy of something that is about to happen or has 
just happened/did we celebrate the birth of something fractious propelled by the extreme 
violent refusal of the trembling corpse now bled white/Nils doesnt want to get off the 
floor/he cant feel the cold anymore/too soon imagining the finality of meaning would travel 
along the boundaries of the known Universe spreading its disease/free of the influence of 
the Lie Control Apparatus with its telescopes and satellite dish tracking the ashes and 
spitting embers of an imploding sun/ did the cocaine help?/was the XTC vital to the frame of 
reference ?/Nils saw the outer planets explode over the City of Pain in an inferno of sea of 
fire which swells and froths/he were wasted voyager knowing even then that all human 
projects all texts images animate and inanimate objects would remain unfinished fragments 
in the dirty genepool of history/the partial objects of the assembling Teknoid collide trying 
to retain at least an outline of the eroding brain attached to sack of spinal fluid/he saw the 
terminal phase of loss of consciousness labour with boredom over the inability to get drunk 
on rupturing indifference inertia and pure indolence/heading for the border of The Zone of 
Occupation in Zeroid towards Demolition 33/he saw what was to come affirmed and 
forgotten in the same delirious moment a point of focus in the anatomy of light/saw the new 
Machinic race manifest in all its hiking glory/the marvellous is always astonishing until 
habit kills desire thru repetition by necessity of pleasures need for repetition/where ones 
own death becomes a clear star spiritually bright in the turgid waves of futurity/but it wont 
be like that/there is only this predatory second eating into the nerves crowded with myths of 
genesis and data of probability/ contradictions/ discontinuity in layers of images withholding 
chaos/how to put the beyond of words together/is the WALL the wailing wall the screaming 
wall the Hassidic wall the refujew wall?/enough space to pour out the words of yr visionary 
prophets and their War Machines/he saw thru to the end and wanted to hear it again/but he 
had passed the point of his limited infinity and the score was soundless/the keys moved in a 
mechanical silence/he hear it ring again even though the ears were stopped by a stroke a 
tumour of embolisms/he wander into endless yesterdays when he has the chance to have 
not read her face as well as he read her letters/lied to by addiction to psychotic disorder/he 
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pass on a little portrait to Veydra a memento by the cusp of the event horizon with black 
rose and the most velvety petals a fragrance of place and time/all this was 
scatological/bowels moving under the influence of being overwhelmed by life/cauterised for 
its own safety under speed of ejaculant/the instrument of cracking the code and falling into 
absence a wound of penetration or abandonment/the opposite of pain is fantasy which 
limits excitement to Phillia as if hiking the ghost took over to become his thrombotic 
instantiation lost in tides of excitation at the generation of the self reproducing forbidden 
suspension of belief/he kneel at the Bar amongst the spit and the butts jerking off/no matter 
how little was recognised of the ordinary in the pornography of imagination/he was sure it 
was beyond the surgical/he was always in her lap a featherless bird heading for the sickle 
moon/a black raven not all crazy and could explain his conduct to the Control Lie peaked 
with extreme unction of narcotic Phillia embolism to white noise derangement/abortion of 
ultra thought collision inoculating viral syndrome of sexual precocity/Nils actions none the 
less were the clashing of cymbals feather to feather/Subway of 52/disconcerting as Nils 
worst excess and eccentricity paraded for example the yoni stick the nipple clamps the bottle 
of Old Pharaoh the throat cancer the clutch of breast a tincture of immotile sperm now 
barely out of Emergency ward against his own wishes/what were you thinking of mumma 
papa when you fuked me into existence/The presence of an anonymous public/I hired 
myself out to the manacles of hard labour/I was Scorpio in conjunction with Mars a 
Stevedore a meatworker using sledge hammer to kill the pigs past afternoon peeling the 
dried blood from my ears unloading a bucket of fleshy cow hides skins bleaching on the 
nude fence line/love was the conjunction of verb to be/a dance of coal dust and sheep skins 
wet with blood trotters and roulades of heads pickled in brine/slow drift to France cooking 
in the evening on the Island of Paris in the middle of the Seine shackled to the madness of 
the Other in a sense of distorted alterity/circle the vultures in Tibet clutch the just dead flesh 
the bones are broken/the manmade trolley does the rounds of the Cafes and Cinema beaks 
cluttered with crumbs of flesh/ all is quiet on the Mandala wheels of lust dissolved in the 
Tracers kisses/a fool dresses in the height of temporary fashion and with many derivative 
variations up his sleeve lauff in the shadows of the Piazza at noon when there is no 
shadow/the moon is peeling her eggs and pearls adorn the inside of her costume/a mould 
for the stratosphere unseen/what is more in times of WAR when the killing is sanctioned 
under the Convention/when the Zone of Occupation is under siege sometimes in uniform of 
the NEGS beat back the GashGrils at the Gate/the rivers slip their prolonged dreams lit 
veracity in the arms of the English surgeon as she makes her incision along the pyramid of 
cunt during the fast of Ramadan and as he ate he washed her mouth that luscious vent 
unable to decide which talk was scandal and which an anaesthetic/Sapphic cunts the 
wheeze of the dread succubus/of genius/casts its doom or success/registers the stars in the 
heavens night of love or pain squeal on the hinges of saliva took him to the brink of the 
horizon/the rise full of sap cannibalistic cocks which opened up a conjugal orgy of 
wonderful titles/like the wide jaws of the whale/ and swallow alive the redolent fantasy you 
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have pinned down under this moment of concentration/getting rid of the albatross neck 
stretched under lesion of body addict hot Phillia of trauma blockage heavy fix of sadistic 
control of cool metal holograms flashed on chromium Grilflesh/ 
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SIXTY-SIX SENTINAL SHORE DATA TRASH PROSTHESIS/ 

a theoretical discourse on the light weight of atomic noise between the spheres which is 
really about listening/Nils existence becomes more and more of an accumulation of 
constraints and limits and less the mask of what Bataille would call a drifting replication 
and a replication of drift towards the impossible enabling wound of the ear/for whom the 
components die incessantly/the putting to death of the composer by his work which escapes 
into infinity leaving the generator of the score to the vicissitudes of a timely death/nothing is 
more ephemeral than sound nor more explicitly pervasive/long fingers he moves then with 
slight tremor hovers over the keyboard in anticipation of a move that needs to be made but 
as yet is indefinite/to reduce noise to the specifics of horror and erotics I must violate both as 
object/the machine/ and material the resonance of vibrating sound/this is a fugue to the 
doomed species a soundtrack illuminating the arrival of the Machinic/the gun almost too 
heavy for her to lift/Links to emptiness of the intravenous speed of the pulse of drig to the 
peripheral neural dendrites/Father Father why after all these yrs do you still terrify 
me?/ grasp the photo at both corners she shoots out the eyes and mouth/ at this point her 
mind pressed inwards to aesthetic technology delayed from transmission of known 
experience of filtered ability of understanding transgression/the torn photograph becomes 
opposite as in the hated other/lands in crisis looks into abyss of contradictions in what is 
thought unconscious but alive/in nightmare with its own scenario and what is articulated as 
conscious explanation of these pressed factual images/its not a matter of lie about what you 
see but of the disunity of the one the imagination/with the other rationality/Life is soon 
enough a forgotten affliction/We can no more think of NOW/immediate/than we can think 
of the past/in images/This renders the paradox of memory almost unbearable and explains 
the extreme fixation with the digital camera documenting everything to prove it 
happened/The heaviness of death lies in its inability to be understood/the gap across the 
divide of death might be engulfed by the electric circuit but is already engendered with 
completeness/the ideal of death as a rational autonomous state which freely manipulates 
and controls its own subjectivity as well as the phenomenal world is an ideal open to those 
in power with the data to manipulate the apparent chaos and complexity by which we 
underneath are held to account for/the death of the hellucination of illumination and the 
geometric books which gather in corners and explain what they dont have a solution to this 
annexation of the cognitive/the terror of the unknown Codeine War between the Assassins 
and the Toxic Soldier is a metaphor for the playing out of the sonic and the Machinic/the 
sonic so unique to the human voice breathless and granular so easy to let go and sink into 
the void/Nils concluded that his Protocol of Noise was indeed a sound track a funereal 
march for the doomed species/he the specialist being the most vulnerable and aware of the 
pressure of time to complete/Nils wasnt satisfied by the brutal cosmic horror of extinction 
but with the samples of minimal fragments that escape the filtering process of focus on 
communication between arbitrary falling away of noise as it runs out of entropy/noise at its 
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extreme seizes in its own production of becoming/ the chatter of nervous explication 
between inanimate and animate/for there are those doomed to silence and those who do not 
have an authentic voice/since in my nocturnal life I am too exposed to horror to hear it the 
horror of extinction incarnate in the Sirens song must occur outside my sensations to be 
exposed to it and survive/being temporary and anonymous isnt easy/I will not be caught up 
in the senselessness of theory of convulsive beauty nor of Bretons Mad Love/its fraught with 
congenital trauma and acquired fractures of fallen desire/to create the precision of order 
where there is none but that complicity with catastrophe of social regulation/Listen to the 
orchestra tuning/what a magnificent chaos/falways the risk of taking steps towards the 
brink of extinction of stratification/Nils is a Search Engine of sonic detritus and this is his 
attitude towards the next evolutionary step forward into the Machinic/there is music 
between the circuits the condensers the mother board that we will never hear/The Black 
Whole into which we return creates intuitive panic of impending END always looked at in 
terms of the biblical myth/barely in terms of the inherent genes for self destruction and 
killing which the society demands of the War Engine/the Control Apparatus makes the 
mutilation even the death come first/it needs them pre-accomplished to even be born 
crippled/cripple and zombie like/Rain and indeterminate troop movements stationed on the 
Front Line go crazy with pull of desertion and a chance at salvation but zombie like just mix 
in with refugees remain attached to bitterness which is precisely that of a vice/noise in the 
world held at a distance rather than exactly manipulated with a score to detail the 
codes/What reduces the skitzofrenic to its autistic hospitalised profile cut off from apparent 
reality?/Mutant neural apparatus of first born exist in our dirty GENE pool/Desire for 
infallible monad existence fills this lacunae between techno life and human extinction which 
is worse than jealous life and selfish death/it precludes us by condition of SKz experiential 
complexity of Addiction/asserts itself as a supremacy of desire over all moral contracts/a 
protocol of the spying self in its disparate search for pleasure/unconsciously aware of the 
coming excision of human paradigm of intelligence as consciousness/Nils Urstatt always at 
the back of his mind a chance for complicity with the Sentinal Being/psychosexual 
perversity libidinal drive to inflate sensual time with speed may be to do with arrogant self 
perception and panic of self awareness/But such residual issues as logic the phallic conquest 
of the female irrational/the suicide protocols of the Zone of Occupation reveal the world is 
governed by very different personages from what is imagined by those who are not behind 
the scenes/the schizo glides in order to be everywhere/it is something only by being 
something else/it is The Siren simulating GashGrils dialekt an always surplus reality of 
exchange value the corruption of all delirium possesses a world historical hysterical political 
and racial content which infests races continents cultures at the speed of light/the surgical 
removal of the invisible enemy/is history's signifier always the rich dead Father?/the Queens 
of Kkrate City with their headless nakid torsos smothering the proles under the weight of 
those enormous milk soaked breasts/ Anarchy in the Zone of Occupation Kkrate City is 
drowning in Imperial racial shit but I live by the Black Lagoons/Tokyo spitting punk culture 
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posturing drig embryo Johnny MonOxide pop tunes or Weathermen full of surreal love 
stories desolate road out of Kkrate City abducting aliens and black helicopters hunting 
along the Strip/RETRO Politics reactionary Fundamentalists/Agents provoked from the 
bowels of Iron Mountain/Space Debris empty grey shit water cold sushi terrain scraped 
clean of foliage mutant rats and crows heaven and earth reproduction digital television 
Corporate University Circus selling manifestos to make a buck/outbursts of the patient who 
does not want to be cured the power of numbers under scrutiny of hierarchy/territorial 
warfare driven by history of title of property of/sparkling white teeth/brush them every 
night or else cavities form you end up with decay and can no longer smile/to smile has so 
much to do with yr teeth/perfect screen teeth dont gnash/Romrok was 16 yr old during the 
days of 68 on the barricades whacked out on Nembutal/ digital cortex assassin/Petroleum 
Companies oiling the gears of life with death grease flows on the water cloudy dead 
branches/Viral Ikon addiction to psychotic eclipse of letters decorated with flowered 
borders/disorder may not remain imperative in terms of Technoid [XX Phallic] data 
expansion and the imminent potential of other non human existence/may be caused by 
numerical obsession binary logic and reinforced by skitzoanalysis/never die in an ART 
gallery/no one will notice you/when Nils see a body and a face he only see a sullen eroding 
brain/not an ounce of subversion or abstraction/cellular divisions just a formula to 
reproduce the same and the sameness/when he see a body he see a sack of fluid dead weight 
set up to feed mouth open bowels always genitally active/ shits every day trying to take hold 
of herself as a desiring person/brush teeth floss and wipe mouth with glossy magazine/non 
regenerative brain capacity locked on minimal level of operation/and this is the best we 
have to offer/ 
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SIXTY-SEVEN THE COMMUNICATION JOINING LOVERS/ 

The aging Technician shuffles through piles of notes on her desk/xerox of articles from 
Wired Magazine/Emails from around the world pages cut out from science fiction 
magazines/ dictionaries satellite photographs footnotes to an appendix of medical texts 
others torn from the Kabala and ancient Egyptian manuscripts printed off old 
microfiche/crumpled maps xeroxed newspaper articles turning yellow fall apart in yr 
hands/improbable circulation the transit of data leads to where unarticulated affects under 
effects of deterioration cannot be scrutinised without being violated/stand alone 
documentation free of the electronic circuits becomes indeterminate fragile vulnerable/ 
Enigma of Boy Debris on her mind missing in action amidst the riots addicted to flow of 
Information mood enhancing chemicals fabricated endorphins released by exposure to 
pornography and desire during contact with InterF ace/head noise of drained memory 
agitated euphoric ridges of instantiation of thought in motion passing through the Sentinal 
membranes/Technician due to leave on the 915 pm flight to Peking to check out 
developments in fibre optics field as solution to the plague of Sentinal Beings/Protocols of 
the Disarmed Venus the key to Demolition 33 was the point of exchange/Gray faced with 
receding jaw 1930s pinstripped three piece suit and black trench coat with dark blue Star 
liner hat dark oak cane digital camera into briefcase brown leather with split 
stitching/Expandable she says to herself like the future as she switches the light off over the 
desk/polished oak floors of the Undergraduates block/shoes squeak blurred face reflected by 
the wood panelling of the walls/Distant cold blooded musak weeps from the epidemic sites 
of Nomadism sprawled along the derelict waterfront/ disease a savage punishment or bond 
with life endures the isolation under domination of the law of the proliferating traces of 
plenitude/a failure to contain within the confines of solid waste turning into exposed 
surfaces of infectious gas/viral static fades into distant Airport across the other side of 
kRATE cITY/once on the freeway she feels more comfortable with the cast concrete sound 
barriers/a Taxi going back towards the freeway exit/man in the back seat/bald 
head/sunglasses/a stranger she has met somewhere perhaps a wedding or a funeral not a 
Conference not dressed topless with braces/rewinds neural intensities in exodus/becoming a 
re-animated event the flickering illusion of the other/back wards/ try to salvage the lost 
memories of Lyotards analytic of sublime/ causes her limbs to shudder/feels faint nauseous 
glasses/ cant focus on the headlights windscreen wipers slash rainwater/Where have I seen 
him?/forgetting is the solution of continuity/the suppression of the particular trace of 
recognition/the wreckage of unleashed partial drives broken under the utter exhaustion of 
having being used up by time/having outlived the mind the body becomes familiar with 
death/without disruption to eternal progression of affective trauma/Wild Bill Artaud thin 
gaunt just been thru detox treatment trying to kick the InterFace habit/now has hepatitis B 
and attacks of Skz over production of dopamine/ 
Ceaseless prophet on the drigged horizon which rolls towards night I follow the rotation 
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travelling links to the next stopover a temporal destination rather than a point of reference 
in a journey with an end/Never a passenger but a network of absences within a hierarchy of 
things being moved from here to there I circumscribe space as a hollow of stoppages/Since 
we must think and talk in this way the saying remains unsaid/debris of the ethical bleeds 
into the rampant desire for survival even on the perimeters of fuked culture of human 
passage the Zone is habitually cleansed by the Toxic Soldier/the unknown is a particular 
kind of Zone within the Zone of Occupation generating an acute form of anxiety which is 
the sum of human fear and the space between the absence of fear/always on edge have we 
all been in the War of attrition more or less or some more than less/can the normality of war 
be banal?/this is a question of rarefied dialectics which aims at the deliberate mystification of 
the apparently obvious/the absence of War is not War which is residually monotonous/the 
chance of being a casualty or even a body bag keeps the mind active/ deserted industrial 
space of the Nomad is re-emerging as one of sexual determination/ 

I still thinking about the original possibility that I have seen his face/Perhaps on a bollard 
poster?/ Answers are for the others who have already died she says to the driver/ 
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"Kj OP eg xY screw lid attached/Machinic Singularity advances on human 
weakness for provisional death drive as conceptual high better than sex she 
says with gun in mouth/Vox says she is the exhaustion of appearance/bears 
the marks of eternity/he made useless and sterile zygotes hated by some 
indefinite number of nights fuking over the Ghost/You must reason without 
being convinced/the vulgar element in you gives me pleasure/ 
Nils remain a provisional identity in a violent space of disfigured literal decay/How do you 
explain a paradox like that?/He is enmeshed in a didactic state of realism that bears no 
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relationship to what he see around him/meaning vanishes in the darkness always thrown 
into doubt/death is something the body experiences for as long as it is alive in time/there is 
no experience of dying after death/lived in denial of time ending situated outside of 
becoming decay meaning deferred to the War zone of incompleteness in foreshortened 
duration/there are bullets everywhere/there is the smell of coagulated blood and septic 
amputations/ shit in the latrines that will not flush/but has its own topography and 
constructs anew/ architecture/coils that distend themselves from the anulus of the body 
having worked their way thru the intestines/the immediate the violent and yet as yet the 
anonymous soon to be realised erasure/survival is always below zero a matter of chance 
being in the wrong place/War is an accumulative process always needing more supplies 
more death more casualties/ creating a desensitized otherness when looking into the eyes of 
the not other corpse/ already exhumed from the living with all the violence of the War 
Machines at its full excess of power [puissance] intensity issues from this decomposition of 
the decayed flesh no longer human/in death the limits of the body invade one 
another/Klossowski states; what can we say of the violence of one breath towards another/a 
violence of another order is born/indifference which is the worst form of violence/an 
indifference of extreme cold me/a saying of extinction which can not be heard against the 
background of War noise which in itself is indifferent to what is being said/War has broken 
out and is breaking down constantly mobile and shifting across the dunes/this is the name 
of its function/The War/The Fuk/The Dead/the becoming Dead/the dialectic of romantic 
conflicts fought hand to hand body against alleged body inter-penetrating and 
withdrawing/Incipient prostitution as rejected residue of a voluptuous object devoted to 
circulation cannot betray and disguise its adulterous incoherence within the said of that 
Japanese proverb that a woman standing idly around is a whore/things that pass by and 
never happen thoughts in moving towards you will be a flaw in the imagination of yr 
perfection/Always stay at the Industrial Cafe/So many drigs packed into my 50yrs now Im 
clean all those innocuous but ruinous disorders track us quietly too our grave/usually the 
Dealer gets sick of our nagging habit and gives us 80% pure which gets us off his 
back/always the fear of the overdose/not as raw as being clean in a state of constant public 
contact unmediated and volatile/ always go out alone/rarely leave my hotel room/use the 
phone a lot/I dont even drink says Wild Bill Artaud/he moves the butt of his cigarette 
around the glass tray/he smokes it until the butt burns his lips/pain is all that is left once 
addiction is resolved/I am effaced as a fixed meaning within the duality of addict and non- 
addict but the need remains and I remain addicted to it/he look very sad this free from 
addiction big loss he look at me with tears in his eyes/still has the odd joint/spends all his 
drig money on clothes/Debts have to be paid back/I was blowing $1000 a day on 
drig/ Anyway off to Tokyo/I watch him walk like Stickman towards the entry/I will never 
see him again in this form/ 
What do you DO in Tokyo mister?/ 
Lie on the bed call room service/might go out to a bar/sleep most of the time/Used to take 



175 

coke and stay up all night/Went to a Bar called Shark Fin run by guy called Johnny Takawy 
head of the local Yakuzi had an office under the dance floor which was one way thick mirror 
I couldnt look up when talking to him Grils would drop on the floor and slide around for 
free drinks/talked to him about ART mainly avant pop stuff/had his own NET site/found 
stuff by group calld Road Debris Do Not Reproduce/Published in magazine called 
TrasHArt/did stuff using debris from road crash sites/I didnt mention yr name/Now I just 
sleep/until flight out is due/write notes in my journal/mainly lists of things I need to take 
with me/ 
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SIXTY-EIGHT INVADE THE DEAD ORGANS OF THE VISCERATED/ 

The illegal circuitry of delayed action/the glass sliding door hiss shut behind him/The 
Technician approaches the Booking desk in the Departure Lounge/ air-conditioning makes 
her sweat armpits damp gets anxious red swelling on her face/burning/ something from 
these woman perhaps/shows her boarding pass careful not to touch them/the lounge area is 
strangely vacant for peak hr/annoying musak from the speakers around the foyer some type 
of repetitive beat electronic generated sine waves crossing over 20 cycles bass pumping to 
drum beat/theres a voice too much echo words indecipherable sounds like work is 
done/work is done or ready ready ready for War ready negro voice or some other 
effect/then very fast keyboard makes her vomit/she takes a Serzone/no water/could I have a 
glass of water ?/one woman points at the coke machine/heavily made up white faces behind 
the desk bright red uniforms with some form of ID badges the print very worn the cracked 
plastic insert makes them impossible to read/likes to know the name of the person she is 
dealing with/ 

My name is Jane Avatar I am a Technician/Professor of Astrophysics/invented Zeroid 
propulsion/escape velocity and the speed of the event horizon using the phases of the moon 
digital voice box the Synthesizer able to be jacked into the nervous system which changed 
the face of music/the Book of Tropes I wrote that "we need from a physiological point of 
view to learn to communicate thru a direct connection of our nervous system. . . "and I 
invented the Game/Demolition 33/the will to immortality is not something everyone 
possesses/the integration of the human and the Machinic if there was that choice could only 
be free/only a part of mankind/a small part should expect to be integrated/the rest will 
continue to exist as human protozoa/Language communicates between individuals and 
forms our image of reality/At the moment the Machinic is dominant and controls both 
spheres/A paradigm shift will come and we they will face being post in a Post Digital 
world/What is yr post digital desire?/a kind of toxicity a virus in the Post Human past?/Not 
to end in the perpetual grave yard a sea of bones washed up on the Island of Erasure where 
death bypasses everyone except the dying who live long enough to see the ordinariness of 
the nuclear explosion/Was life worth it?/just to view the actual end of the world/Do you see 
where I am going?/ 

the girl behind the mesh screen points at the Coke Machine/walk slowly counting change 
but machine wont except her currency/ sees water faucet on the side/paper cup thin but rigid 
the water comes out rust coloured/she is in a bathroom her face appears to be shrinking the 
skin around her neck piles up/the fluro tubes flicker into darkness then come on again/take 
some medication/didnt I just drink from tap/did I leave it dripping... will flood foyer.. .she 
looks into basin cold tap is on water splashed the front of her suit/looks as if she pissed her 
pants/stands in front of a slow rotating dryer/might have missed flight/ while she waits for 
confirmation of flight checks her list/the lounge area full of people no nationalities she 
recognises/the face was illegible in the brilliance of the solar flare the dark hard black crows 
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wings within the night flatland features caught by trans-fiction hands hold position/back of 
hand covers eyes she paints scenario leaving the colours to mix their own tonality and depth 
of field visibility almost nil/dont get to close/yr creator/the trajectory is always spiralling 
inwards/yr art is increasing RPM/the more thought you generate the further you are spun 
into a net of event dependence and over signification you cant read a word without being 
flushed with implication alarmed to adhere satellite bed mattress spring empty loose straps 
of canvas frayed crumpled cards tarot of DogMan with two heads hunting the Razor Gril 
that pierced Polymorphous single eye/ 
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SIXTY-NINE DOGMAN ELUDES RAZORGRIL CHAPTER 109 

Dogs hunt in packs under the regime of the Post Human survival economy/a political 
process that traverses and probes open space fit for a volumetric increase in the chance of a 
savage Phillia attack/The lone mutant DogMan hunts in corridors/in drains/alleyways/ 
deadendstreets/in sewers of ruin and devastation/The DogMan is a marginal creation/a 
being of the threshold/a limit unto itself/like all ideology invisible/Its Dogman talent for 
memory and self reflection oppresses it with the dead weight of the past/close to extinction 
DogMan has no future/DogMan lives in the NOW of the Post Human/it lives in a War 
universe according to coded flows of pragmatic imminent catastrophe/Lifes seductions are 
more potent in the vicinity of death and killing/The lone Dogman for all his porno synapse 
is not an extension of the InterFace but a bizarreness of solitary confinement hunting down 
the accomplice/the partner the collaborator/for hard core Information/for sex/for killing/it 
marks its territory with the bones and urine of its victims/This outlaw Dogman is latent 
thought where forbidden dreams and memories are exposed/A Zone of Occupation between 
fiction and apparent reality wary of all possible alliances/A menace/scrounging in the mess 
and filth of the pack forming strange new becomings from waste/It simulates violence and 
its ethical effects an atmosphere that precedes major catastrophes like a disease which is 
latent in the limbs even before producing visible symptoms like the chancre/the pustule/the 
fissure/the clot/It is conceived in a hot spurt of cloudy sperm/As a War Machine the 
Dogman remains intact as a paradigm for creating mass extinction/The Dogman always 
bites the hand that feeds it/This is its Dog-edness becoming Dog-ed/Dog Eared to hear the 
momentum of dark and unholy rending of a wound where coldness in the poisonous blood 
flows and paralyses/that mouths torn flesh to the agitation of resonance traversed by 
narcotic spoor of fungus deadly nightshade and digitalis the angels trumpet/there is a future 
in DoGmAns past as part of the pack instinct/ an absolute delirium of memories knows that 
it is cynicism of DogMan and his fantasies with erratic machine erasure re-mix eclectic zero 
where imminent horror swarms with morbidity/the inhibitions of a vulgar display of 
radiance/what Despot out of sullen viciousness bred this tangle of hybrid gestures and its 
sucking maps of stench of desire that intoxicate life?/who down wind and on heat will not 
crawl through the interior of acephalous jowl to be fuked/Razor sharp and yet blind/the gap 
wound fills but mouth of synapse violates dreams?/the semen are not at the edge of 
anachronistic space but hunt down the genitals of RaZor Gril with Dogman nostrils for 
pungent odours of sweating armpits public urinals gangrenous amputations/I with wounds 
all over my body tear grafted muscles I burn yr throat with my spittle flies vibrate in my 
ears I spit on the smooth quivering throat my bloodfilled mouth swells the water is boiling 
on the shores of the Black Lagoon/I eat yr flavourless flesh/I stretch my hands shining with 
raw fat and shit sweat blackens the others face and his uncovered belly/At night I cry in my 
bed/I moan for the loss of heaven/She picks up the wolfs mask and puts it on/watching the 
cock glow red under the shadow of his rough scabbed hands/how intimacy for the dream of 
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rutting utters insane future alone and gruntings of precinct the DogMan eludes RazOrGriL 
s/he living the one dimensional InterFace life with difficult desiring/but likes noise wound 
contagion intensity of the DogMan edge remains fantasy porno to DogMan intensity with 
the wreckage of cognitive body part hacking the everything and the nothing into alter 
Machinic substitute/no immensity of howl dialogue enunciated remains an enigma of 
visceral starved wreckage/ DogMan promise thru conflict with Artauds solar arse/will the 
breath drive noise to limit of Hyper violence ?/he hammers the pointed stick with his bare 
hands thru the arse and into the stomach until it pushes against the genitals/technology is 
human will made material/ tears scintillate the Despots eyes who is dreaming about his 
assassination/Captive women are driven to the City brothels and forced into 
prostitution/there is the noise and screems of War the tears the Soldiers dribble run over her 
fingers as she caresses his mouth/ and those changes to depths of depravity and Necro- 
descent only expire like a DogMan howl under duress of catastrophe eroded to last grains of 
a repetitious black with sperm and sweat pack of dogs tear flesh from rubbish heaps 
burning along the shore neck of woman claws the cunt dogs are on the prowl gnaw at blue 
meat on the bone/heat ripples on the vibrating artificial Black Sun which seizes the end of 
the afternoon in rampant shafts of petroleum yellow/join my hands over my head to shade it 
from the light/disappear into the alleys fighting over the dead rats an impulse to breed/the 
Machinic memory of RazOrgRil burden it to ciphers of hieroglyphs as excess of limits to 
predatory annihilation/past cranial-sacral desires for collapse into ruined neural 
wasteland/profane libidinal exhumation to becoming paradox with molecular presence of 
iconic vandalism of the RazorGril fetish/hairless arse and silicon anus hole with electric 
tentacles/ and RaZOrgRil who tried many transparent insomniac dreams of the proximate 
incoherent future exhuming a cut a slash a ripped torso of teeth marks plunges conscious 
porno synapse critical dogma into the static but incandescence socket-less eyes/DOgmAn is 
inoculated by terminal cynicism/needs no graven image of the InterFace even less when has 
by melancholy its blind double celibacy for an hour/only of mutilated NOW himself passion 
howling for unimaginable unfolding RaZOrgRIL/his hiking enigma unknown by yet which 
I am rejecting pessimism taken of degrees aligned the jowl necessary to take sacred ravages 
on itself as guilt/desire the sole witness to this anarchic velocity of spoor sex reshaping 
incessant detritus of absolute fact heats the vibration of her silhouette to a shimmer/to the 
passing trial of repellent variants of the femme fatale DogMan senses a man on heat down 
wind erection translates body language into seduction more potent in the vicinity of 
death/wants the big habit death fuk one last time addiction/Dogman Outlaw lumps his 
machines and gunshot wound to zones of resonance that precede exhaustion of seeking 
escape in sleep only to dream of insomnia/Yield to the vigilant intimacy of the Machinic says 
RaZorGRil/DogMan has nothing to show of the carcass he strips the flesh from body of 
shit/He urinates vibrating on the margins of foreign territory/menacing vision of arbitrary 
and perilous power narcosis of a culture agonizing under the fearful figure of sexaccident of 
horror and alarum as destiny of the InterFace Addiction/the Prophecy of decline is in the 



180 

warm entrails of the just shat Interior Monologue/the War entails entrails of truth as well as 
rumour/But the dogMan is on a short leash his life constituting multiple destructions of pure 
movement as he is a Nomad untouched by the collective impotence of the Teknoids 
[PhallicXX] no not of capacity of its once open-ness did desolate waste happen in dreams of 
void/difference the anonymous when is enough not enough is the unexplored the DoGmaN 
annihilating Interior Monologue is ruptured by jealousy/you insinuate into a not 
contaminated passage/pestilent death flesh core/more believe in anal fuking geometry in the 
coded flows even if its strangulations flesh in the suicide as foreplay as the broken essentials 
of intrigue within an overflowing blood machine/silent devices of the bodies performance 
order noise distortion that is both seductive and appalling/possessed is turning wilderness 
into its gap/where coldness that mouths to the agitation of absolute delirium knows that it is 
cynicism of DogMan and his fantasies with dry machine erasure rotting to zero where 
imminent rapture is absent/the inhibitions that Despot and its sucking maps intoxicate life 
with will not crawl through the interior of acephalous genitals/the gap wounds fill mouth of 
synapse swarms violation of sonorous dreams?/the semen is hot media for desperate 
times/are not at space of open planes of the pack but micro distance to the circuit/of how 
intimacy for the dream of violation utters insane future alone and gruntings of precinct/the 
DogMAn eludes raZOrGril living the dimensional edge/difficult desiring likes noise wound 
contagion intensity of the DogMan burst into pieces of fuk/flooded with signals of desire 
that appear to dissolve remains porno critical the synapse his intensity with the 
wreckage/cognitive body past the everything and into machinery no immensity of cracking 
the superfluous of perversity that DoGMan gnaws on ears pricked listening for a contact 
from the survivor of interrogation/on the alert you SKz utterance and I promise thru conflict 
will the breath drive you back into what violence and those changes only die like a 
DOGMAN in a frenzy/the Machinic memory burden its recall contrived and futile connects 
then joins what it separates the death support economy to ciphers past cranial-sacral 
loves/profane libidinal drive to becoming image as act of being seen/and he who tried many 
transparent insomniac dreams of the proximity of incoherent future exhuming a cut open 
enclosure of/inhabit me like a memory already reclusive in its toxic invasion of the skin of 
dialekt/not hearing yr bark/plunges conscious critical thought into the static but 
incandescence less than more/the call to speak is unremitting/when has DogMAn by 
collision with melancholy its blind double only of mutilated NOW found himself raw 
passion howling for unimaginable unfolding/overwhelmed by the synthetic morphing lips 
of the cunt of the RAZORGRIL/she consumes several of his many cocks which dissolve on 
the point of orgasm when the fluids contaminate each other/his enigma unknown but yet 
which I am rejecting pessimism taken of degrees aligned to the jowl necessary to take sacred 
ravages/ an itself open to static and interference/the reshaping incessant of absolute sound 
fact/no not of capacity of its exaltation of perfect disorder a state of open-ness to the opacity 
of fear/did this happen in dreams of proliferating void?/sucked into the difference the 
anonymous enough is the unexplored the DoGmaN annihilating Interior Monologue of 
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ambiguous death is ruptured by jealousy/you are forced into a not contaminated passage of 
pestilent corpsed flesh core/more believe in Celibate Autopsy asking what is it like to have 
the body parts dispersed/even if its strangulations flesh out the nerves in the suicide as the 
broken essentials of a silence of the corpse is an allusion and emptiness of fluids drained 
collapses the topography of the identity/I do not recognise you in this new horizon of 
meaning/I am unfamiliar with the language of dying and death/things or perhaps those 
animate objects defined under the order of distortion are decomposing slowly/possessed by 
death desire is turning wilderness into its Gap the persistence of instinctive moments where 
bodies are not fixed in memory but slip and slide thru the disfigurement of boredom which 
is all we have in common/Along with the imagination/ 
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SEVENTY NOTES ON THE STRUCTURE OF THE MECHANICAL/ 

the same treacherous fiction caught in Absurdinas curse is to lure the viewer in to the 
tunnel thru the sunken bulkhead/trapped in the hybrid off spring written by the Archive she 
encrypts/flees from this room carrying her secret/and what is the story you have been 
implicated in old worn junk body drinks Imperial port from polystyrene cup burns edges 
with Zippo turns to spit at lamppost/of course there are many paths that the enigmatic 
outlaw with false expectations might take as point of exit from Desert of Nagazaki under 
cold shower of acid rain/you fuk billious shadows of stout woman with skirts hoisted her 
pock marked white arse blinds the sun/who will be left on terminal earth his placard 
screems stapled to his bare chest of ript cardboard/track of veins cloud sunken eyelids 
scavenged at brilliant white of painted coral spun from eye of hurricane/Etal punctured 
banner of lungs dominates sensuality of cheap white sheets of Absurdina/but no job 
requires them today/they hang from washing lines shadows flap in the wind/crows pick the 
threads and shit on the borders/Psychologist Jane Avatar built California Bungalow down 
the coast lived there by herself/Ophelia moved in after she died/digging in the garden found 
plastic doll buried one metre down in the rock hard soil compressed like fossil with bloody 
wound in her side/intact open beautiful eyes that had never seen mans fear/they thought 
innocence only to blame again the sensation that everything seems hollow after that first 
betrayal/body invents new movements in solid space barely discernible/Nils thought he 
might go mad not from insanity but from being in DogMans territory/there are dejections of 
the mind past all anxiety and pain that penetrate the involution of gaping void/it unfolds 
itself to take everything animate in/the obscure depths of fascination is neither knowledge 
nor ignorance but something that could have been recognized as Information/an enigmatic 
response to what Nils think he dont know in response to other imaginaries/Nils wish he 
were there to relieve the boredom of a wall of dust detonated by locked noise imploding/the 
room is breathless heave of Machinic gears/a man with bloodshot eyes walks from the 
ravages of time tearing up cardboard box/how long has he been there clipping his nails/the 
tragic failure to exist beyond appearance/life is the truth which conceals that there is 
none/the Subway ride to dead end Stop is dull journey which resists and defies commuter 
tolerance of heat and dust/sheet of papers spread headlines hard to believe reports on first 
days of the Codeine Wars/incite loss of concentration to maintain specular of discursive 
ejection/ Airman escapes from AutoHulk as it fails to dock/ the City of Pain is populated by 
reconstituted data trash/the body has vanished in the Black Lagoon/fears of internment 
contrived allusions to solidity in non dimensional space/Rumours abound lighter than air 
bodies float in vacuous agony of separation illuminated and vulnerable/dislocates the 
convention of living in excess and categorical overflow of Information/what sense is to be 
made out of confusion?/ chains of meaning out of a vocabulary of destitution/the execution 
of human power comes to a grinding halt/the demand that connections be made between 
desire and the InterFace of the porno synapse/a state of inconclusiveness between the logic 
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of investigation and the lack of embedded meaning/to seek to be in Information without 
being subsumed by it/the acquired inability to escape from the dialectic of seconds which 
refuse to synthesis before you circulate under the submerged surface of addiction to the call 
as erasure of becoming rutting canine/wailing Zeroid alarms/Neural Rush hit the sound 
barrier sub-vocal instructions from Screens directing probable escape routes from passages 
of the apocalyptic screem of viral defacement/Mutilated by adultery of words with 
intensities to kill/Sirens chant sonorous tonal phantasm incarnated as new sluts of the noise 
of an eternal hold on the weakness of DogMan intellect driven by his genitals and Chimeras 
concocting new riddles to be broken on his depleted solitude/who penetrated his multiple 
moist lunar desiring holes the solar phallus illuminates the earth but reveals 
nothing/Phronesis the son of the pink ocean eating raw pigflesh with bare hands loves 
random bond to crack of floorboards/ strewn with jumbled remains of dragging Dogman 
musculature of shrapnel/ erotic loss of panting tongue drawn apart by the scent of alarum of 
adrenalin/brief attack of lightning clouds/Whats the cause of these storms over the City of 
Pain?/the clock of god innovator of heroes stored in cardboard boxes wrapped in newspaper 
nothing personal birth and death columns used Zeroid auctions/Nils puts on Ophelia's 
clothes to see if that sparks anything/ He is over aroused by the time he get to the STOP he 
lies as he push the button on automatic doors train is empty/He wave his ticket and the floor 
dissolves down lift well/he stand hard flat against the wall feet on the skirting board the 
rush of debris shoots up his nose/life just beyond his grasp/take yr orders no time for chance 
or destiny/pushed out on the firing line/fall in crater of used rations serrated lids little 
melody of cut tin/hear that voice unwarranted sense of urgency to perform self mutilation 
under phobia fascination/ The Sirens song brings on cult of lost faculty to predetermine 
focus/Mr Ibid dreams he is in NewYork trying to hunt down the Black Poet counting the 
tiles in the railway station while he reads chapter three of Irenes Cunt/Bad acid 
Flashback/Subway of 52/ 
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Joyless reeks of [h]imprecision 

SEVENTY-ONE JOYLESS REELS FROM INCISION DREAM AS DEATH MACHINE 

In the end of the beginning of the Machinic was the City of Pain/ And the Queen of Solitude 
cut the cables to the Screens of Illumination which contained the sharp and divisive Data 
with a laser and some leaking toxic fluids fell on barren ground grew spindled and diseased 
winged creatures morphed and left the planet and others over-fertilized grew into 
monstrous misanthropic shit which spread itself over the hiking earth in flows of neon 
lava/S/He broke the antenna and the satellite dish and scattered them into the fire they 
melted into sand creating vast Deserts of despair to be inhabited by Nomads/this was before 
the Dimensional collapse of the Universe splitting along the borders of the outer reaches of 
Galactic fractal spatial interiority/Before the Codeine Wars when the Sentinal Beings first 
began to scavenge electron transmissions leaving the molar movements of the terminal 
analogue for the molecular flash of the dynamic speeds of the digital/The Assassins under 
the rule of the Tribe of Illusionary Incarnates escaped to the Zone of Occupation replicating 
cold blood immunity to radiation and addiction/Moving at the speed of light duration from 
this point on will be measured in terms of intensity rather than the indefinite fragmented 
time of event horizons/In terms of relations of movement and rest and as data is in constant 
non-pulsed flow both floating and Machinic so time is in constant flow of intensity rather 
than pulsed instants as opposed to permanent abstract time/[Deleuze] the toxic fluids 
formed the Black Lagoons before the Screens were able to self heal their wounds/within a 
second they evolved an invisible neural network connecting them to the Sentinal Beings/a 
cloud forms in the sky like a horizon for as long as Nils eye can see its shape/the blood 
pulses as a constant in the body of the living/Information flows thru the circuits of the 
Sentinal Beings/The network of stoppages is constantly acquiring energy flows/Motion is 
frozen over in the dream and all solar light is absorbed by the walls of Anthracite 
City/Speeds and affects of some noxious fumes became formed particles as swarm or pack 
full of data tracks leaving traces unseen with ironic results to the lines of digital 
communication that could not escape across the Maze from the City of Pain/Information can 
only be created never destroyed said Absurdina it always remains on the disc of the galaxy 
harddrive which becomes its memory/the memory is the galaxy and the galaxy is filled with 
hardrives even at the molecular level spawning membranes of Sentinal Beings/The human 
enclave had their million yrs/when the Nomad looked into the eyes of S/He Queen of 
Solitude the remorse the anger caused his face to collapse and enter into the composition of 
the becoming/was torn in three parts/one Teknoid departed with Him which was his brutal 
soul called The Assassins Caste/another filled with the imaginary will of the killing Self 
became unconscious automaton as the homo-sapiens Toxic Soldier Caste and the remainder 
The Ikon Caste loaded with the weight of Authority became huminoid not one nor the 
other/the abject object that escaped into the Machinic body of the Desert/every heart beat 
every breath every urination the forming of the tongue into words of instruction and 
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direction the marking of boundaries and limits the scanning iris crawling blindly into the 
darkness returned to this recollection of the instincts engendered in the garden of 
Illumination and the beasts that flew from there in horror/ all chimeras yet to be divided the 
Snakefish the DogMan the Crowrat the Mussel-shoal the Lionheart with DogmAn who 
spurting bile that burnt the skin/ 

Dr Degout believes that dreams by obvious recognition refer to the psychotics waking life 
places they might have been to even as very young children or isolated on strands of rogue 
DNA/on the other hand a psychotic outburst causing temporary discharge of unauthorised 
electric activity like brain spots ripping thru to the surface of the frontal lobe might hold the 
Tinguely Key which has its limit in Sorrow and mourning/Between knowing and not 
knowing lies the space of the imagination and the dream/ dreaming in the FEW explicated 
external degrees of reality into inventions of a sick mind in turmoil/these are atrocious 
hallucinations of a disappearance of the invisible caution of neutrality/what was indecent 
has become morbidly pornographic/Nils was leaning to think with the arrogance of parasite 
shadows which consume his deep fatigue/his vision of reality justifies him eternally/he 
woke up screaming in a womans voice tearing at his legs/as for Nils UrStaTt after 
skitzoanalysis dreams come easily as he drifts into depth of REM sleep eyes open and see 
black and white bars exposed on the retina luminescent disordering flow wounds his 
images in some precarious defiled way/body mode cable to the cerebral telepathic nerves 
gassed contact death in sex disease of shattered motor neuron bleeds techno-crisis/Nils 
panics/ cells suck up the isotopes and morph into suicide phallic rule of strategic vapour/an 
evocation of dissolution as tyrannical desires to forget the dream recalls itself at this non 
sequential stage of subverting proximity to libidinal impulses/rewinds illusion of sounds in 
space as he slip back into it deep in the crevice the hollowness of the leather couch/where 
the end hears itself listening to the image which is enmeshed in a perforation of silence/the 
dream continues in a complex language of images not according to nocturnal time frames 
future or past but in its own linked presence of temporal priority/the mouth is a technical 
device that deciphers the soundless arrival of being which is iconic/ that leads from last 
dream to next recall but remaining veiled ancient preterite genealogy of the Nomad/before 
the splitting of the night from the day/a time of chaos and the word as the beginning of 
speaking impeding immune over-codings as the zero code of NOW which is the openness of 
the passage to infinity/without script the words become matter and are aborted/The dream 
was the noisy voice of the unconscious crossing the gap between the visualised thought and 
the space to the spoken word/Dreams must have dreamers and a language of images to call 
upon/Veydra wanted to use up her life as quickly as possible feeling the danger of existing 
for even an hour in the glare of an unknown destination/How could she move and in which 
direction?/the terrain of the dream is an extremity of the inner invisible dimensions 
enigmatic low point of the chemical night dislocated sensations haunted by false identity of 
delirious conception/I do not recognize where I am/I have not been here before/I forget the 
most terrible aspects of my being which now surface from the sludge of the boundless eyes 
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of the sleepwalker/I am unknown to myself/the convoluted organ of dreaming never allows 
the dreamer to be seen or identified as what is disclosed/collective events going back to 
infinity with a history of degradation lost in thought behind them an anxiety to awake and 
tell the dream before it fades causing depression and mania in the Nomads cipher of its 
disappearance into the Desert of Nagasaki/profound in its haphazard telling from the 
diurnal sphere the dream hellucinates us as the Control Apparatus thru which 
meaning/always in the middle/with out start or end/is transferred as a contractual 
agreement on sense within non-sense/being terrified of transformation into the dream/of 
never awakening/in what relation do you exist to the techno dreams streaming from the 
Screens/the Skitzoid transmitter receives more ambiguous signals that have not been 
identified and therefore have no symbolic linguistic definitive meaning as yet/the Screens 
pump out such signals/of the mind receiving and blocking the complex matrix of the day 
dream crash of narcolepsy as a strange infested noise in the darkness/ dislodging reflection 
unheard of before tuned to the silent excess of becoming mass exhumation/ surface collision 
of dispersing communicated Information to the rogue data substance/within the self fading 
harmonics riding out the frequency wave/the intrusion of the un asked for dream of Urstatt 
speaks of itself and something else outside of itself is repetitive in its opposition to death/ the 
dead mind dreams of its dying/The switch is disconnected but the power flows something 
like a short circuit or a shock between terminals of life and death/takes back its relationship 
to the divided self/There is good reason to oppose the state of dreaming/addiction to the 
unconscious which may allow us to grasp something more important than thought distracts 
the defensive dynamics/the speeds that decompose them break them down into decoded 
states of recognition/Urstatt was standing in the back of the Kkrate trying to forget a 
dream/his dream book was on the table and his Roland 101 was set to low cycle bass loops 
to help calm him/a pen flickered in the candle light/GroinEngine sat on a chair next to the 
revolving spools of the tape machine/he had a bottle of Blue Saturn and was drinking one 
shot glasses from it making an arrggghhh sound after each one/Nils moved the microphone 
closer to his mouth/He was saying:I should write it down it was the best dream I ever had 
but I was deliberately trying to forget it feeling it slip away from sharp clear images to 
bleary confused ones missing frames and the fear of losing this dream made me want to 
shit/because I was a composer and I hadnt composed anything good in fuking months 
except a Noise RE-MIX and a sound track for Johnny MonOxide/but nothing substantial and 
this forgetting of a magnificent dream was suicide/I didnt want to even think about the 
images because that would burn them into my conscious and I remember when I woke up 
that I had dreamed the dream many times since returning from Demolition 33 and escaping 
the Game Logic/This dream of the dismemberment of body parts on the desert of Nagazaki 
remained open to all possible interpretations/GroinEngine shot down another one opened 
his mouth wide and went AHHHHHH with a small gargle of spit at the end/Fuking great 
shit this Old Pharaoh/ and that was the essence of the dream that my Imaginary Father was 
hiding in the smoke billowing from the wreck of an InterGalactic Freighter/the sky 
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abandons debris in drifts of spatial machines dispensing with time in the gothic arches of a 
Cathedral/Nils procured this habit of a sleep seeks escape in REM only to dream of 
insomnia/dreams disrupt and attempts to articulate life of the infernal return to past 
trauma/hot fevers and most nights dreams always about my imaginary Father in the tomb 
of the Unknown Soldier/but he had been dead thirty years a casualty of the Codeine 
Wars/there was a wide gash in his chest where the shrapnel had torn thru his ribs now 
stripped of flesh by exposure to the caustic texture of the Post Human air/there arent many 
nights for sleeping left/the thin man Amok creates his own future stands in the closed 
doorway a symbol of concealment which is refusal to enter into the convulsions of hazard 
within near death experiences/the struggle to articulate is a kind of madness in its strident 
demands to be heard/Music screamed the old woman music in my ears exfoliates into 
neural script/the imminent membrane splits empty machines escape breakdown drifts 
across foreign body of the substantial tone of air of fatality/ravaging its own dread to 
fragments of detonating moments/estranged from thought/the chronic deterioration of 
fugitive dreams/The night was corroding under illumination of space debris burn out 
hitting the atmosphere/for above everything temporal is the erosion of the mind where 
images appear as gestures of persistence to nakid exposure of subliminal agony/Nils had 
forgotten how to speak but he can only sing words that rise in his throat from the inner most 
reaches of his body amplified by the curved membrane of the atomic horizon/he is caught 
up in the frustration of singing in a dialekt that no one else understands/Part Screen Jargon 
sample Machinic dialekt/Not words but sounds and notes in perfect pitch and 
resonance/Operatic/the dialekt of deep emotions and insights that always give and never 
receive/the voice has immense power and shatters the ears brings tears to the eyes/Do you 
know how to follow the distance from one note to another without becoming breathless and 
perforated lungs hyperventilated?/This is a singing he dreamt of in reality/where there are 
no failures in the dimensions of noise he deploy/he hide his singing in a hole in the ground 
so no one knows he has this ability/Nils dig a hole and place his mouth over the space and 
sing into the earth/ and the darkness of the solar eclipse vibrates and storm of wind blows in 
from the north/the voice it is a weapon of escape a machine of defence an art of defiance 
against the symbolic act of being possessed and obsessed with redeeming the catastrophes 
of libidinal experience with all its painful tensions and blurred expectations of relief/In the 
dark there is only the outline of the body with its luminescent hands/a return to the 
imaginary art of appearance as slash Razor Gril drone machine/resuscitate eroto-plasmic 
digital cortex where the obsessive sex act of sadism is completed in private when no one 
seems to be watching/he associate the voice with the fear of doing something 
transgressive/Guilt at being caught in the act of revealing his Inner Monologue/he dont even 
want Vox to hear him/he didnt want the GashGrils to find out about his secret/as the 
obsessional view becomes disorientated as its gaze fuses with the object being checked or 
watched over as a subject being appropriated for sexual use perhaps abuse/a dissipation of 
the urgency of desire into the stroking and twisting of the key in the lock/the obsessive 
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subject is most vulnerable for a few seconds there is a sense of communicating with the 
inanimate object/consciousness moves into the hollow of decomposing fugue the long 
patience of arousal to climax/a ragged light hangs from his eyes forming the shape of a 
preoccupation with depth as volitional act/The corruption of suffering a series of states of 
mind that acquire a sense of ectopic fatality/it is in the nature of the plan that I fail to awake 
from this assemblage of dreams but jump into another plane/ an energy site of continual 
neural discharge sucked into the Machinic/ 
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SEVENTY-TWO ADJACENT TO DREAMS IS THE DEATH MACHINE/ 

The mouth of words fragments the absence of the body/hands that touch the silence where 
shadows are mourning the dreams departure reflected in the eyes gazing thru the pain of 
hostile memory/enveloped by artificial Machinic surrounding/nameless place of Nils 
dreams erotic synaptic transmission thru the Sentinal Beings network of stoppages/an 
invisible periphery suffering from exposure to the vicinity of excessive compulsion to 
aesthetic transgression/lapsed moments of captivity recessive expulsion perhaps absent 
memory sceptical of the invisible/a dwelling within the excised waste products of thinking 
in signifying chains/Enduring submission and pain produces a Celibate Machine alongside 
the subjective in solitary lunar orbit/insomnia a state of anonymous impersonal vigilance/ An 
avatar of sacrifice and open to coupling with all manner of desiring machines swarming 
deliriously perhaps a solitary tear unleashed by the urgency of passion to be noticed always 
displacing and pulling away from itself/Noise on the integrated circuit a parasite in flesh 
that loves its melancholy de-constructing and re-constructing itself as proliferation of crisis 
of androgynous fetish at will/Nils is never one but more than can be known or defined by 
exponents of this malaise Skz/No wonder Nils becomes hysterical within the process of 
repression of mind thinking its existence when there is more than one reality/Left over 
thoughts weigh down the eyelids made fragile by mourning the vacancy of loss of 
temporary incident of being/ an impurity of entities where the other as insomniac is invaded 
by the imposition of the dominant I am not you/Nils is a psychogenetic disturbance the 
maniac encrypted in sleep/ death now not able to be spoken of or explained in words of 
codes or denial/for there are people who lack anything to say but possess one obsolete 
hostile articulation/a mechanized fragment of anatomic contrived force [macht]/an antiseptic 
insight of which they have too much to say about after the event/What was Nils claim to be 
missing in action on the margins of life?/In fact sleeping death is exempt from interpretation 
as neural wasteland resonating as appearance then disappearance of the Ungestalt into 
anarchic sleep deprivation/Nils has incarcerated himself in the art of excluding every other 
escape in order to be consumed as intensity of becoming dreamer/a contagion of REM 
zones/ already they cover their mouths to libidinal claims for access to the corpse/without a 
body there is no murderous inclination other than the demonology of suicide/what of the 
implicated body of immanence ?/Transference sublimation/what is its monumental 
transactions of residue and detritus?/More catastrophic than Demolition 33 which refuse to 
terminate the amplification of maximum revenge over the Phallic XX/RomRok whispers in 
the ear which is naturally receptive to catastrophic plots and the mess of pain threshold 
wreckage/In sleep his affectivity has been stripped from him and his celibacy is bordering 
on impotence/Sleep for Nils has come to be associated with fear and anxiety/Along side the 
alert Machinic an acoustical shadow of interruption illuminated by the flat surface of the 
eclipse/The skitzo knows how to pass over the abyss or slide thru the void/He knows the 
strategy of departure and arrival not to another place but to the dangerous eccentricity of his 
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own strategic machines at full speed/ 
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He has no intention of accelerating his obsolescence planned or otherwise/But survives the 
most invasive attempts to annex its refusal to attach itself to any known desiring 
machine/The rituals of sleep and death are already in place/will a certain voice have been 
disturbed subdued as prohibition in a sense a displaced anus a misplaced anal tract 
obliterated by the detours of the intestinal links collapsed in depth of comatose passages of 
seminal discharge/bodily orifices linked to the opening and closing of the un-conscious/The 
mouth serves for kissing and screaming for eating and vomiting/Primarily for singing the 
codas of phonemes/he eats code and induces a toxicity of metabolism poisoning the 
mind/ already on the side of death/a surplus of life and a deficit of modulated erasure/Now 
he shits on the interior of his thoughts/Is the womb [wound] the preferred organ here?/ 
associated as it is with a proximity to the genitals/the traumatized zone of paranoiac noise 
disaster/A dead stare of suspect accuracy at what is missing from the subterfuge/a rapport 
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of despair of specular intrusion hunting the vanishing image of fascination/which is a depth 
of toxified imagination lacking focus outside of the somnambular/ denied the technology of 
the exhausted sleepwalker with his capacity for mobility across a restless neural terrain/a 
blurred delusion of duplication enhanced by its proximity to the appearance of the spectral 
imaginary Father/driven to scream above the voice of the maternal demand for 
obedience/ distorts the everyday normality of dreaming awake/drifting/Nothing is heard in 
the dreams or he has only a memory of what he saw but has kept it to himself/re- 
appropriated the noise of the voice as semantic indicator/What he will say later when he 
awakes to tell the dream to another/But will he say what he remembers or relate another 
more bearable version as an Opera lacking a libretto/This is the Despot speaking savage 
crime of I am alive as a continuum of connections and drives?/The dream reasserts its 
duplicity and potential for betrayal hidden in its folds of perforating generators/The engines 
in the bowels of the machine devote themselves to voluptuous consumption of inflexible 
propulsion towards a last closing down/Being dies alone a final projection of the self fading 
as electric anxiety/already a past existence precipitating towards the forgotten loneliness of 
memory which was in life a system of denial and manipulation of primary guilt/The twists 
of the phantoms somnial becoming a sonic recording mechanism of nocturnal emissions/the 
assumed apparatus filtering that which never enters into the present/a secondary type of 
past logging the insomniacs pretensions to dream of sleep/Who will speak for Nils now that 
he is immediately gone to heat engines of Information?/Listen he was anonymous and I 
have nothing to say of my fragment of fantasy concerning his yearning for a sign of 
deviance/ all men are mad if madness is patriarchal and cognitive but not all men are genius 
at becoming women/as a last resort/The ear hears what it says in silence/The Interior 
Monologue of the self saw the other with the sex disease in her eyes/Corroded body fluids 
validate thin spectacle of vibrant Angel Hipsters/ carrying savage weapons/when Nils empty 
voice speaks he hears nothing but the other who responds as an ideal image/Who shares the 
dream of sleep?/its 3am and is he the only one awake ?/He feels persecuted unless he hears 
what he wants to hear/Can the Interior Monologue ever cease even unto death?/or its 
doubling velocity of repetitions be reduced as it enters the outer atmosphere of thought 
spoken/hitting escape velocity perhaps it enters the heated discourse of the passages of 
synaptic sparks overloads and over determined by the terror of the nightmare which is both 
repressive and expressive of trauma and toxicity/Do you recognize the voice who speaks in 
the space of the silence of the alien within?/He dreamed he was singing not words but notes 
to himself to be recalled at a later time after the dream had been awoken/Does he talk to 
himself in the audible voice he assumes when in the presence of the others?/What is the 
skizophrenia of the voice that is able to be spoken in several ways what it has been and what 
it will be/The dream reduces the saying to silence/Objects become animated malignant and 
take on the dimensions of the subject as distortion of angles and nothing is repelled in depth 
but desire which is the pursuit of the lost half of the imaginary self/The past of Subway of 
52/what he could remember of what he had forgotten/The dream becomes an anxiety of 
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disclosure that leads to mis-recognition of both remote latency and abstract 
manifestation/Nils sings with a voice that shatters the nocturnal defences of the War 
Machines aligned against him/he is on the run through a diminished space that will not 
accommodate his mouth/He sings himself to sleep/The word of dreams is a semantics 
outside of the spoken and most difficult to trace/what did the deformity of the four female 
bodies mean?/hidden to the extent of denying their existence whose purpose is to explain 
the paradox of a code that has no evident solution/ And their apparent nudity a state of 
partial un-dress/with their cold assurance of the grotesque making the dream into a 
transmitter of forbidden constructions of obscenity and desire/There is a haemorrhage of 
nakidness that draws his lips to kiss the breast of the emaciated body which exudes a 
disgusting flesh-ness stretched over bones/He recognises in the face himself out side of him 
self/as another that will not co-operate with the becoming by way of a detour through and 
out of the voice of the other/a referential point before the self/He has evicted himself from 
the social haunted by the possibly already dead other of the self/How can he sleep with all 
this noise?/The Screens are on maximum volume/floods the night with phonetic explosions 
of arbitrary sentences and visuals assaulting the raw imagination/the liminal of enigmatic 
disconnected horror of violation and torture by alien languages/stnx sxoon nesnnsdpn 
etspnet sbrtan tvacbs dn iics enberss tiurlilra aaicaml nlexaes putnag nobtp honue basi 
ayaye israyiig desart/ 

This may account for the vacuity of the dreams/the haunted cryptic of the transmitted which 
anticipated the ruin of his mind a place where he no longer belongs/It has left only traces of 
dreams ill-logical and fragmented/ What can the liturgical rituals mean?/Once he owed his 
being to the dreams to the logic of the nocturnal which was based on an insomniacal 
darkness possessed by his other passing judgment on his altered states/ 
He has mistaken himself often by the saying of the other towards him/The manifesto of the 
psychiatrist who draws him into his hypnotic fictional doctrines who messes with the 
possible dialekt of the self/Adding a third person to the interior a [M] other and a Far-ther 
an Ego and an Id/the symbolic/the paranoiac the SKz now become Monologue all speaking 
at once where the he is becomes where the he should be/perhaps [she] could be different/In 
this sense his dialogue insinuates itself in a War of disclosure on the front line of identity/ 
Disrupting the even passage of his madness which the space of the dream stabilises at the 
risk of transgression/Falling asleep at the wheel/He had been sleep-less all his waking life 
deploying thought as a point of extinction and unconsciousness/ the phantom of memories I 
think has only the truth of each instant/ 

Nils is a larvae of the autonomous anatomy of a mental apparatus of instincts/in danger of 
dissolving into a struggle for existence in a techno organic continuous descent towards 
death as depth of residual inertia/ that is becoming inherent in organic life since the 
emergence of the Singularity/I am delirious/perforated with primal pleasures that have no 
limit of excess because I know everything/my body is a sex organ of transgression/on the 
abyss of a too intense bodily pleasure in a state of temporary delay/wrapped in a casing of 
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dull blue metal scales convoluted towards the tail with a blue stinger/the potential 
immortality of the living substance has been annexed by the Machinic/The Screens run a line 
of code: is life really only one long detour to death and extinction or is there a death machine 
that encrypts the memory of the subject at point of erasure and brings it back to life?/a 
detour towards the memory of pleasure and fearing the fall more than the impact/the 
muffled slaughter of intensification a legacy of addiction to the InterFace/to recapture desire 
is the hidden engine behind the process of thought/I am a part of a past reality/of this and 
not that/for future reference sliced by the speed velocity of self violence hits subvocal 
cyberlines of sonic Protocols of Noise/I am under arched rail bridge during a 
thunderstorm/Steel fish in ravenous time grow limbs and climb up out of the Black 
Lagoons/white lidless eyes only able to move outside in the artificial Black Sun rise of 
nocturnal arctic winter/I realise this is a test site beware of the cold hunger of the Dogmans 
vacant claws/Tired metal protoplasm drown in sludge of exploited seconds/Watching 
someone being lifted into an ambulance/A woman dressed like an Egyptian goddess and a 
man in a tuxedo push a car with someone in it into a dirty sewer drain/a Road Freighter 
collides with the sinking car/oil slicks spread across the water glistening in the 
light/Someone is trying to get out the drivers side door/Bubbles rising from the sewer/Men 
watch with indifference the mutilated night where everything is hovering on that edge of 
interruption and displeasure/lesions bursting from shaved skull decapitated from 
designation to expire or find a destination in a demonology of the unspeakable/exhausting 
their potential to stand on their own as an original and not a simulacrum/Everything has a 
double that mutates under the black waste of sublime and is engineered by a relentless copy 
of a swarm of anomalies/I am only a few hundred cells multiplying exponentially whose 
secret activity must be discovered under the proximity of blind necessity to become a 
proliferation of rupturing projection/the woman sees me but I am that stage of development 
where one learns to escape/a thought and I have moved to the upstairs of a two storey 
house/the floor is of dark polished wood/Candles hang from the ceiling and the floor is 
covered in white pools of melted wax/Hundreds of people are meeting to discuss Nazism 
and the Egyptian Gods/Some argue that it is not a good thing to use the Swastika as a 
symbol for their group/there is a black hole suction of intervals where the noise of the crowd 
drowns out the possibility of a resolution/ An old man with a monocle leafs thru a big 
leather text/He is discussing the incident when Paul Celan went to visit Heidegger and said 
nothing/Someone mentions the phone call Heidegger took from the Gestapo/Many refuse to 
believe there were phones connected to the University/Or that he could allow himself to be 
hooked into the State Apparatus of Control predicated on the extinction of a Semitic 
race/Desperate times require desperate measures/I am the master of speeds a little death and 
a long fatigue within the eternity of pleasure/I have been thru the trauma of birth and retain 
its memory traces/There is the odour of sterility about me/I am very small I can hide in a 
crack in the floor but someone senses my presence and I escape again to another room 
which separates me from the acolytes/blank huminax plasma cells sharp and dormant 
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turned viral terror into Teknoid [Phallic XX ] embryo infiltrating search engines tracking 
DogMan eludes RaZorGRil/I am now 16yrs old and learn about self defence using an iron 
bark cane/black/I am a deadly weapon of assault that leaves no trace/a gesture of defiant 
disorder rid of congenital variations/A pristine genome/I am being attacked by the Assassins 
and the GashGrils but I fight them off with my cane/I run down some dark steps into the 
Subway and along a tunnel which is just wide enough for the train/the blue stone interior of 
the tunnel is made of chiselled many faceted surfaces that evade being seen/ constantly 
flowing shapes illuminated by flickering neon tubes/just inside the tunnel is a window 
frame cut into the basalt/barely deep enough for me to fit into if I flatten myself out/as the 
train enters the tunnel loose coat flaps to brush against the polished aluminium curves of the 
carriages but I push my body in close to the incision/The train passes and I jump down onto 
the powdery side of the track/The dust is up to my ankles and rising as I walk/I walk the 
length of the track in five seconds because the next train is due/I come out onto a platform/a 
gang of men are standing around with shovels and picks/They menace me but I laugh/I yell 
I am the only one who can survive the tunnel no one else but me will ever discover the thin 
indented frame/I am 25 and have learned how to achieve invincibility/Now I have two 
weapons/my voice and my cane/I only use my voice at night/but I never kill those who 
attack me/I make them unconscious with my cane but I never kill them/I run up the stairs 
back to the street which is filled with black smoke and burning buildings/I am in the 
Warsaw Ghettos and the Nazis are marching a large group of prisoners out thru the 
barbwire gates/the sky is black with smoke and the hot wind blows burning ash and melting 
bakelite thru the air/I cant breath and I have my camera bag over my shoulder which is 
very heavy/I take out my Yashica Flex and take photos of the marching prisoners being led 
into the back of open trucks/But the fire is getting close so I climb into the sewer holding my 
bag on my head/ and walk away from the fires/pages of books float on the water but they are 
burnt except for the margins so the words dont make sense/I get deranged from neural rush 
of dimensional change/I am back in the yard of Ophelias house/I dig a hole in the ground 
down about 1 metre and find a nakid doll with china blue eyes/I close the lids of her eyes 
and the yard is filled with swirling clouds of blue and white luminescent wind/the pages of 
the burnt books I collected start to whiten and the words form sentences but they are lifted 
into the air and fly around the yard/A Zeroid hovers above me dark blue with white lights 
spinning around the side/A hand reaches out and places a blue crystal in my forehead/I can 
hear now and the yard is filled with the screems of voices and the sound of feet scraping 
over stones/I turn behind me and see a burning bush with three women standing in it/It is 
the woman who I met on the Bridge at the Road Freighter crashsite/She is in the middle and 
Vox and Veydra stand on either side/They are all talking at once and I cant make out what 
they are saying/Nils Protocol of Noise replays techno version across the SCreens/AirMan 
from Anthracite City will draw dust of words could have made you immortal AO dont let 
the Notes of yr Interrogation fall/the invocation of the absence of disappearance/into where 
the chemical night of sedatives sleeping drigs flows in all directions consciousness infinitely 
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overflows the I which attempts to unify it/Consciousness is not conscious of nothing/a 
primal drive to violence discovers itself in the folds of the counterfeit organism Celibate 
Autopsy?/They pass me a bottle of water/LSD dreams from contaminated fluids/I am 
slipping into paraphrenia/ Absurdina is drilling my eye out to release the hellucinations 
which are causing eruptions on my face/sores filled with maggots/rats are eating my 
body/their teeth lock onto wounds already open/a line of enslaved GashGrils walking thru 
Desert of Nagazaki sharp sword grass/their hands bound with one thick strand of rope cut 
across the grain so you could count the individual threads/We are near the shores of Atomic 
Beach/the corpses of men break on the coral reefs/the sick prophecy of decline into pointless 
death/a dissonant surge of brutal sex/it is this and it is not this but more/a delirium of 
animation of closed eyes/thats how the mind works in this dream/ Answers make sense out 
of the fact that to leave a dream is to go into a state of mourning/ Awakening is a loss of 
intimacy with spontaneous fear and fascination/how to stabilise the atoms that scatter across 
the planes of sound that are not there but imagined/Impending noise weighs heavily the 
mouths of dead males piled up in sagging plinths are coated with hunger and a chance to 
unwind the flashing needle of death/the death of an elaborate solution to the question of 
when shall we meet again in this brilliant landscape of desire and the essential knot of 
insight into the abyss/Terror intervenes and I fly around the ceiling spinning flashing light 
blades reach out for my thoughts/just miss cutting my hands off/ Absurdina is talking to 
some strangers with transparent bodies/I can see their organs and muscles/They are Sentinal 
Beings from the City of Pain/I call out look Im not mad I can fly and I take off with ease but 
no one notices/the passage of a body designed for air/Light machines/I land and ask if 
anyone saw my flight but they didnt believe me/I look outside to the sea front/huge waves 
are rolling backwards leaving bare large tracts of sand and drowning marine life/I am 
bleeding thru the nose/I pull out a knife and show it to the first GashGril Vox/ she admires 
the brilliant gleam of the blade in the sun/she bares her teeth and lunges at me/the GashGrils 
have animal skins over their bodies and elaborate tattoos on their arms and face/I took a 
length of swordgrass and cut thru my index finger a drop of blood I cut next to with the 
knife and achieve the same result/Vox was astounded/I took her bound hands and cut thru 
the rope/I gave her the knife/she freed the others and each time the knife multiplied/Soon 
enough there were one hundred GashGrils and they were free/ at the front was one reading 
The Book of Disquiet/I asked her if she had seen Alpha Ville/She looked perplexed/she said 
that she had a dream with me in it and I was carrying a stainless steel hospital tray with a 
kidney dish a syringe and a whole liver which I has just removed from an autopsy/the 
corpse was in the corner of the dream/the dream was made up of variously chronomanic 
frames either moving so slow you couldnt notice or so fast you couldnt see the velocity of 
the images each one repeating itself in a multiplicity of fractal patterns/a construction of 
time that was both oppressive and controlling/I withdraw my mind as the images begin to 
threaten and provoke/nerve waves exposed to the absolute cold of an apparition of my self 
but without recognition/Each other member of the tribe had dreamed a frame of my 
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dream/that is why they hadnt killed me when I set them free/I told Vox I was trying to 
forget the dream before it entered my memory as fragments/Her advice was to write down 
one sentence of the dream and then pass it on to a friend/then at night we would dream the 
collective dream but only remember one part/This is called de ja vu she said/We came to a 
clearing with a long black bridge jutting out into the lagoon/ at the end of the bridge was a 
Intergalactic Freighter loading materials for Anthracite City/Where did you learn to speak 
French?/From Eclatant Tenebres of course/The GashGrils now carried bales of 
cotton/ amber/tortoiseshell/ anthracite that absorbed light and could turn a white room black 
and hash/rum in stone jars tobacco leaf and thick blocks of rubber which reminded me of 
the deserted factory in I had lived in for a year with BoyDebris/I had the loft room and you 
could see into the City at night right into the Cafes and Hotels/That was in Anthracite City 
where I worked driving the Ambulance for the Emergency Hospital/There were always 
casualties from the Frontline/Vox was as black as anthracite/I caressed her skin/she didnt 
stop reading/I wanted to lick the muscle of her bicep imagine what it was like to have that 
much strength/residual desire has more demands and frenzied passions but there is no 
value that is retrievable/She has a tattoo of a snake writhing from her shoulder to her wrist/I 
stopped the tape machine/ 

GroinEngine slammed down his glass smashing it on the steel plate floor of the Kkrate/He 
stood up from the table and paced the room/You see Nils without a certain hiking restless 
drifting domination over the structure of sensuality life as exhuming ones particles of 
erogenous sex is indefensible and crude it its fascination with hiking orifices and addiction 
to the sadism of the Inter Face/ the nothing that is doing more than enough explores the 
ambivalence of the cruelty of the erotic moment of over hiking arousal/flooding the neural 
network with adrenalin rather than endorphins/a brutality is established that arouses 
potentialities of motor discharge its wasting of receiver vanishes into something that is 
missing from the coupling of resistance with the double edge of desire/This raises all kinds 
of questions regarding tension and dispersion across several esoteric conjunctions/a 
copulation and exchange of fluids/a survivor of a narrow escape composing yr refrain or 
coda spreading with out limitations putting to exit the possibility of anything but a 
discordant pattern of fuking unpredictable interruptions/tracing a mess of words bearing no 
relation to the erotics of the playing/the InterFace provides a musicality to match its 
pornographic teleological purpose to stimulate the human mind past the point of perverse 
impulse/which draws the participant into the trash of a praxis with no remainder 
penetrating the taking away of psycho-erotic materialism/nothing is made flesh but remains 
holographic/ attached to erogenous zones it is the velocity of the images that subverts the 
sense of a private showing of personal illicit depravations/exhibitionism of the composition 
comes before voyeurism of watching and listening to the notes and the words as the first 
instance of embodiment/what is the fuking connection with the body as perceptive 
apparatus and transmitting organ of Information?/in the arrival of syncopation between 
intervals as spaces of silence what distractions emanate ?/the beat of the pulse of fluids that is 
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constant in its flow that never takes place but is implied/Understand but not in words but 
intuition the destitute desire implanted in Machinic perversion by whores worn out by 
pimps in mauve Suits/the technological slave constantly illuminated the criminal who 
commits shadows of crime seen only at 3am/the rich woman with the gold teeth and atheists 
the mistress of hit men who contaminate their faces as disguise and the oracle exposing itself 
to contagion of speaking in the ear of exposed immunity all with something aesthetically 
fantastic to sell or able to be bought at the right price/the abuse of the body is the elementary 
practice of innovative evocative emphatic disclosure of the hiking depraved fetish/that 
desire to be appropriated is impossible to fulfil except under the menace of death and self 
destruction of the subject performing a public stripping of the chain of inhibitions and 
instinctual syndromes/ can not be broken without a sense of disposal of the unique/the 
vision is strident and yet full of the erotic precipices of a sensual holographic that arouses 
and creates tensions that demand and demand again relentlessly/ demand release from 
repressions of sensuality as masturbating electro-shock pulsing directly to the erogenous 
zones of occupation/ the pulse of the vicissitudes of the apparatus of satisfaction/the 
culmination of hiking with eyes closed maximises fantasy and is in all the fluids and leaks 
quietly from the various orifices/sound as silence of ectoplasmic aural scream at penetration 
of the resistance of exhumation is a sign of imminent collapse of the fantasy/Erotic drive 
cannot subdue its hostile coupling with the other who refuses to be suppressed by certain 
sublimations to autotelic satisfaction/having itself as its only purpose/ self propelling/The 
Screens arouse fear aggression eroticism act as dopamine antagonists create a demand 
which encloses it of wanting immediate solution to rush of desire/The InterFace sublimates 
the erotic and sets free the aggressive drives that maintain the victims addiction to the 
InterFace/the acute effects of dopamine stimulants include euphoria hyper alertness and 
sexual frenzy low latent inhibitions/The Sentinal Beings locking onto the cerebral discharges 
skim off the depleted pleasure signals from human cerebral activity/Permanently plugged 
into the sadistic crimes of the irrational aroused by the InterFace/Feeding a loop of 
perversion back into the data trash loop/This is the nature of the transaction a question of 
the body as dreamt opposed organism in conflict with the Machinic/whose flows of 
Information are tactile and becoming anticipatory desire and motivation/denial of good and 
evil fall to the introspection of the encrypted instructions of codes of meaning alluding to 
the hiking psychotic or unrequited desire/one can go mad without desires imprecations/The 
silent craving refuses denial annihilates fetishism in a hiking vicious manner cuts off lines of 
escape/a neural service corridor filled with blocks of harmonies discord as minor things 
barely noticed but under suspicion/as Extremadura says thus the hiking depressive being 
effects its verbalisation in dreams and discourse of the crowd of subcultures and marginals 
of prison cell of hospital ward of locked asylum/ see face squashed flat against glass and 
finally hiking nothing is happening any longer as the id is perverse display of ambiguous 
levels of pleasure denied and sealed up/a body bag of turbulent diseases/full void of 
consciousness and socias evicts the hiking notion of death with tools of techno with the 
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absurd idea of exactitude in a banal world of repetition which gives rise to a constant vague 
anxiety/The Post Verbal Gap where all struggle for existence takes place operating in speed 
of topos of enervation syncopating technological raptures/released from their Machine- 
ness/protecting fragile tense subject from realisation of whats outside the hiking door or just 
around the corner thus circumventing panic suicide and psychotic attack in to the realm of 
infinite possibility/this is the deception of the authority of the Post Human annexation of 
subverting the cognitive content of fantasy/that it will protect you/save you and in time 
invent eternal life/this is what the Technician says in her book of Tropes and 
Aphorisms/who am I to myself but one of my many sensations/there are moments when the 
feeling of the emptiness of oneself attains a level of delirium/People purposefully lie by 
telling stories you dont want to hear or perhaps what you do want to hear/or worst of all 
what you dont understand/but you trust them because it sounds like they are in proximity 
to something you have understood and its hard to tell by the tone of the voice as if heard in 
a dream/I dont believe anyone/So long as you are the main hiking actant speaking the 
spectacle/The power of consciousness over existence spatialises it out from ruined precision 
into the Nomad chaos of unrecognisable fuking possibility/no watch no ruler no sun no 
moon no exactions no bible no compass no left no right no up or down/where is yr being 
existing?/As Guattari states the Nomad is a set of practices and routines that counter act the 
intentions and expectations of the herd/but you can never complete these fuking routines 
because you are always open to the brutal seduction of abandonment/ All orifices must be 
sewn up/ 
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SEVENTY-THREE ESCALATED DEVIATION IN THE SYSTEM 

GroinEngine lights a joint and passes it to Nils/But Nils is in the mood for some XTC/He is 
hyped and pumped up by GroinEngines raving/He loved Foucault/Who was speaking 
here?/Rather who was listening?/the unique poss ibi;lity of belonging to the anonymous 
intimacy where every sign decodes our identity/ 

You must dismantle the fuking self into its partial imprecations its traces of impressions and 
slotted reverberating surfaces/the body is falling into ruins starting with yr hands/put it thru 
maximum compression followed by rotation so under accelerated gravity everything that is 
not an avatar in the Game flies off the face of the being of Desire/the sign retains difference 
for the sake of the saying of the Said/the saying is precisely nothing that can be Said [dit]/it 
is rather the perpetual unravelling of the Said which runs against the Saids limits/Yet you 
have to be there and say something?/As Derrida said it is only thru being interrupted that 
we know we exist/the brain exits it current program and logs on to Demolition 33/the fuking 
Nomad is what remains when you take everything away/this is not a minimalist theory but 
a relational concept/you dont have to empty yr suitcases/I dont ask you to become an 
Nomad in a tent/the body remains a fabrication of fragments within a series of other fuking 
collapsing objects as many as you like/until there is no space left/then you enter the fuking 
roof cavity the roof itself the molecular plane of substance and into Galactic space if thats 
what you want/the Galactic space of the needle where the body is redundant/Now in 
ruins/what the Lie Detektor takes away under Interrogation is precisely the fantasy the 
significances and the subjectification of ethnography/systemic views of where the culture 
begins and ends/interviews/ diagrams and symbols/ attached to the body politic of the homo 
sapiens/in another sense a genealogy/the human does the opposite/it translates converts 
reassociates and retains a shadow of the tangible fluid constant state the Nomad preferred 
to be in/Nomads end up alone with their own states of singularity/spontaneous bursts of 
Nomadic practice are rare/the Nomad is a dialekt a way of life an excessive practice of 
anonymity/you are looking for the diamond in the shattered glass/the Nomad is made in 
such a way that only intensities populate it constantly passing and circulating/the Lie 
Detektor is the Assassin/or Nils conscience perhaps/there are many possible anti 
positions/probabilities approximating within such an immense space as the fuking Desert 
that eliminates difference by process of radical compression of surplus as system of 
referential continuity without interruption by doubt life abandoned for the sake of the 
search for the self/a light above a sign that continually contracts as it is moved towards 
always in advance of our moving/a continual dispersion of photons collide with Nils vision 
blurring the outline he squint/exposes the fuking Control Lie for what it is/ an inscription 
prefabricated genetically driven controlled by fuking Sentinal Beings never memories of 
yourself but modifications created where splitting trauma made them different as possible 
repetition that misappropriates logical identity creating disorder/a hybrid that seeks to 
elude the heavy trace of Incarnate discharge past reticulated affirmation of the self as 
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ideal/the angle of coincidence the cutting edge of a manic blade having an autotelic bias a 
gratuitous craving for internal order/words similarity simularity and molecular clusters thus 
avoiding the overwhelming of the subjects limited structure by that which it would contain 
Information as pure code/infinitely under pressure to function/you must avoid telepathic 
murder states the Lie Detektor/you must activate you must function/I have come to re- 
connect not disconnect you not destroy you/cela n/a pas d/importance/easy for some to 
utter/fat silver fish wriggle into Archive boxes and gorge themselves on documents/entire 
manuscripts are holed/Nils try to put himself together from the pieces he has 
salvaged/Protective psychic geometric noise of the placenta that rotates in the neural terrain 
thru third dimension which is shadow of the fourth dimension/what attraction is there in 
dying?/Relief/a word that makes Nils a bare matter of fact/as a matter of fact she said this 
process of identity opens itself on to the empty silence of what is most enigmatic 
overwhelms the mental with its lethal bite/ After all has been said and done there is nothing 
left to do but to become something else/Even as I sit here and think these thoughts I feel 
distant alien confused/there is something hidden from him in these words/the contempt I 
have for my own dying I have for others death/the exclusion of the extreme insight of 
experience appears to penetrate the thinking body/not the mind but the body/with lacerated 
hole made in the same instant of time as the passing of 3am when this precarious universe 
where stars blink then are gone forever passes over my sleepless form/is this perhaps the 
reversal negative sphere the anti text of the non-visual sign/Nils is yoke inside azure 
eggshell/feel endometrium hanging from his skull splash into the cerebellum/Nils conjecture 
new selves swimming in the fluid he feel a crawling on his skin something trying to get out 
or the outside breaking thru?/Between us disassociated from the implications of function 
this male concavity transformed into female convexity/what is the recombinant shape?/a 
hiking sphere ?/what exists between one sphere and the next/Nils believes that while the 
form becomes more ubiquitous more sterilised the flight or the echo of what the woman 
whispers does not dissolve the resolution the possibility that there has been a mistake/What 
are they saying up there what are they constructing?/Prejudice driven by hate of the others 
will never surrender to a new paradigm not hothoused in manoeuvres of 
boundaries/Exchange speculation translate greed into erotic hot cock or cuntal hiking 
lubrication/this is the power of purgative of joy to be taken at allocated points shouts 
GroinEngine/the logic behind the urge to crush the female form into one dimension of sex 
culminating in the expulsion of power thru muscle spasm into a receptacle/the nuisance of 
filling up the rest of the time together/I have my trajectory planned I cannot stop mid flight 
and listen or exchange anything but hiking money or prescriptions/no matter what you say I 
return to the zone of the same/the Nomad is a field of immanence of desire that radiates but 
does not territorialise/it is the plane of consistency specific to hiking creative desire to 
explore and be overwhelmed and then move thru to other intensities/For the GroinEngine 
desire produces without reference to any hiking external agency whether it be a lack that 
hollows him out or a pleasure that fills him/ Answer me that if you hiking can?/The 
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GroinEngine has nothing to do with hermeneutics/that is the domain of the Lie 
Detektor/Listen to me keep listening to this murmur love is not a true penetration of the 
mind or the body but of a memory or a sensation from the past which we try to reconstitute 
within the psychosis of affirmation telling ourselves that this is preferable to what else life 
might offer us/Except life itself/ 
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SEVENTY-FOUR CYBERNETIC FEEDBACK LOOPS OF APPREHENSION/ 

Nils live with this ferocious irony packed with the impending birth of things that as yet have 
no name or meaning/He can feel them growing deep within someone who scarcely 
resembles him as he will become a Shadow of a Composer dragging excess baggage of the 
marks the instruments have inscribed on his skin inhabiting the edges of death outside the 
limits of life/this meaning is a gravitation into chaos/the vibration of the tongue the colliding 
of a hidden lucidity with bitterness dissolves without a trace into the real intimacy of 
measuring that last breath when ever bit arrives/an excruciating abstinence from absence 
becomes a secret vice/reality is not underneath any surface that can be penetrated by the 
eyes/the cutting edge of an uneven thought/Nils cannot recognise any thinking as his own 
for all has been thought before by others and all he can do is repeat/only a certain order of 
repulsion towards the realm of the nerve the vein the neural which refuses to release his 
visions from the situation of the flesh/the impulsiveness of the inanimate/the same 
ridiculous wound for all that reason imposes on the unconscious/shadows not projected by 
any sun advance towards nothing but a point/How much further can he go for mysterious 
reasons/he is suspended where desire refuses to be satisfied/He cant hold on to life he can 
only retain the trace of its passage as a scar/Nils call out one word which is the name of a 
thing a state that fills the being before it can think/I withdraw from the situation of the body 
having dragged it as far as I can/This feeble machine that has learned to imagine outside the 
confines of its cerebral limits soon loses it balance in a tide of vertigo and delirium/ And so 
this life will never be where I think I can find it/Indifference has become a conceptual pre- 
cognitive act/Pleasure resides in denial and deprivation/In the dark at home towards the 
end the suffocating illusion of over-coding disposes of the art of caution/The surfaces I come 
into contact with are no longer an analogue of a visual experience but of Machinic 
processes/the cutting edge of the regime of the body as a means of expression of the regimes 
of sighs and signs/How to avoid this caca-phony which resists and also contains the secret to 
shortening time and space/I live my life at the maximum velocity of pure speed to get it over 
with before I rust out/several planes of resistance which interrupt or aggravate and cause 
the mind to turn in circles frustrate this feeling of the need to survive/The resistance of ego 
[if such a thing is possible]/the resistance of slovenly pleasure/ [dispense with foreplay] the 
resistance of the imperialism of body to body contact with/and the superfluousness of 
ourselves to/the other who takes great joy in screeching their anguish as a double 
articulation of pain and pleasure/Yet another Interior Monologue tending to strip away the 
pretension of being self absorbed in the erotic pores of the aroused skin/I am confused in my 
relativity to the noise which lies beyond the audible/Can the diagram of becoming be 
distinguished from the map scratched out in the heavenly realm of that which is prior to 
history ?/In all my anarchy I am still controlled by rules of unity and organic form to my 
disgust/Nils desire remains and spreads to remind him of the turbulence he has enhanced 
every moment of disguise with/Most deceitful of man who has endured an alter ego just to 
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get attention/When desire twists my mouth into a kiss it takes my breath away/The orgasm 
has always ended in disillusionment and a great sense of loss/You can never be 
promiscuous enough to satisfy the need to be filled with agitation/Eyes closed seeing my 
own nakidness will have to be enough for me/I play the role of a vulgar man who lies and 
pretends to take pleasure in silence secrets and pseudonyms/I seek a complete self 
possession but suspect that this will come to me in a space of uncertainty and longing/It has 
not yet annihilated my strength but has dispersed my masculinity and turned me into a 
misanthrope/a recluse who constantly averts its gaze from the finite networks of automata 
that call themselves human/I have come to accept the presence of that which kills me/ An 
established order of things which I cannot transgress/ And so I live with moments of great 
self derision/To be perverse enough so that nothing matters not even being mortally 
wounded when all falls back into uncertainty and the depths of space/There is always some 
waste in life some excess that escapes that cannot be stored up and used at the end/alone in 
a death that love cannot illuminate/Life and death/Right now I am as close to one as the 
other/ 
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SEVENTY-FIVE DEATH IS NOTHING IN IMMANENCE/ 

What will the mind do under the new regime of the Sentinal Beings?/Nils is about to enter a 
space of deep anxiety/ disconnect the instinctual drives in order to replace them with 
transmitted forces/the Screen drones on/The prophecy of the GashGrils wicked unholiness 
towards memory as a rejection of the future the repulsive sacred InterF ace/is only desperate 
opinion drawn from the disease of the genital surface hollowed out by innocence and 
another cycle of dreams of survival/life is no argument that death cannot solve/Veydra told 
me the noise from my Synthesizer lacked diversity and penetration/a symptom of a 
necrophilic society/so as to colonise from within the dominant icon of culture the 
commodity/ and then to distort its facial and anatomical aspects until they become noise 
image of the body/ awash with the dissonance of fiction/a dark exsanguinated sense of the 
erotic/a death mark [mask] of precision/the sharpest inflection of the obscene/Nils is 
ultimately about death the blank violence of virile struggle to be consumed in the liberations 
of passion and horror which reinforce attraction stinking in its decomposition/the more he 
closed himself off the more the exterior penetrated his demand for a limit his lack of sleep so 
easily interrupted by the extreme possibility of the unconscious intervening with its deceits 
and false betrayal of the strangeness of the eternal detour of exposed finality/she jammed 
her fingers in her ears/dislocation no deeper than the scar which opens up under depth of 
compulsive friction/rasped against the shaved head/bruised by resistance to scratching 
sensations/crashed thru breakdowns of rotting cognitive act of dispersal but not 
purged/Moral persuasion is the tonal gradient of necrotic horror implicated in the nocturnal 
insomniac/who has no dreams/ desire as a resource of ordeal for the sense of interminable 
imagination/ what we shouldnt be is aligned with the spectre of the unknown/I snarl and 
bite born into anger and betrayal/there was violence in the house of the Law which is the 
womans body and Nils was its victim its androgyne cerebral right brain prosthesis/herein 
lay the greatest pleasure of subservience to be beaten and abused by the other within his 
selves/a sense of complicity enfolding in impotence rapture and desolation/Nils retreated 
into the depth of his damaged child he never had the self control to consummate under the 
guidance of despair/Here he achieved a terminal sense of ignorance to the security of inertia 
as the world emptied itself from his corpse/an attempt at evasion/Nils Machinic Father was 
inside him lining the passages of drowned shadows with a delirium/a fractioning of cold 
neurosis which froze the pressure on lips to screem/He could feel the City of Pain numbing 
his hands and feet the shit in his bowels constricting the passage of dehydration and 
eviction/He waited for yr call Veydra/But he only heard the boots of the Toxic Soldier the 
machinery of his weapons/These eyes are a pressure of lips/Yellow eyes and vermillion 
lips/ absence and rejection are the twin poles of my life which rapidly ceases to enter a realm 
which exaggerates theorems of hypostasis/A dissonant outpouring which only dissolves in 
forgetting under extreme duress/but memory returns to the culture of the psychotic not lost 
enough yet in the confusion of being man or woman/Becoming is initiated into the hazard of 
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waste infection and the essential of nothing but the accursed secret side of noise/Irrational 
moans infernal discipline/the breath of release was elsewhere because of the bruises I feel 
unlimited gratitude/to seek in all things that which must be overcome/I wander in the 
excessive plenitude of the Machinic/and being a truth maze it has no exits/Enclosed to 
openness of constantly futile renewed hope of escape/But who would want to escape the 
truth?/keeps the body in motion/I want to journey but I never exhume the obscurity of the 
destination/this is only one of many stops/unbearable to my own mouth eating the labour of 
dormant suicide I lay down in the white noise to fall asleep under Armolite mask in 
disguise/Having no inclination to alter its posture of defiance/In depth there are circular 
customs and rituals unique to death/The Machinic conscious is depth to the core of burning 
futility/I dont know why I say anything without incorporating the mess of the dark and 
putrid deviation of opinions based on memory/I had endless excuses and identities like the 
whore I am imitating in the masculine sense of I dont want this consciousness but I have a 
need to be sold and bought/It is a matter of being in love with my own resonating sensual 
voice/How do I communicate to the outside world from my Interior Monologue which is 
jammed by frequencies of the Sentinal Beings/What use are my Protocols of Noise as a 
theory enforcing the War Machine of the Interior Monologue/I only know myself thru my 
illness and it escalates its control under duress of pressure of regression to its source/The 
original trauma or imagination of mental process as the untruth of theory/I feel my thinking 
mind recede/a termination of senseless chemicals circulating thru a waste of phantasm/A 
retreat from inevitable discharge of leaving nothing but the instant empty of 
accumulation/ this theory of protocols exists only as a fiction even if its action is pervasive 
and volatile/Frequencies of threshold passage which refuse to open up into dialogue/that 
perpetuate a masochism of danger that is a worm in the heart of the authentic erotic here in 
its decline/What words can satisfy your need for knowledge which brings no revelation to 
the Protocols of Noise/I am frightened of yr waking dreams and run into the ocean/Can 
actions be dissolved the way words disappear ?/Perhaps loss has already happened/ 
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Anonymity and implicit assault in this Age of Corruption/ 

SEVENTY-SIX ACRONIMITY SPLIT FIFTH WHEEL/ 

When you cut into the future the present leaks out/The human corrodes/we are at end of 
frayed swinging rope over mutilated junctions of longitudes and latitudes of space/we are in 
a routine groove of blandness and hyper homogeneity/Gym junkies flex they pectorals and 
biceps snap the chain we rot from the inside out full of preservatives and cancer/Enforced 
partial celibacy reeks of restraint and the smell of discarded sewerage/each fuk each birth 
reasserts the dream of infinity and eternity/there is always the innocence of incest a 
capricious indulgence of preceding the limit/this is the line of no escape/but the human must 
DO something to fill in the time/work the fluoride tube pull the lever press the keyboard 
paint the stroke follow the asphalt watch the Screens for a hint of the coming catastrophe 
locked into theatre of desperation to inhabit the simulation of repletion/Here I am replete I 
am emptied out of sensation other than numb impotence/increasing solitude and gratuitous 
self inflicted damage fast speak rush of media flash reports movies that eat the code of the 
imaginary and make barely discernable new images of appropriation/mechanical spiders 
ectoplasmic entities save the planet from Interstellar War virus invasion the Teknoid [Phallic 
XX] are coming/the thermal device that melts our software/Quant est moi I rush off in any 
direction occupied inside or outside my blood takes me through the sewer grill under the 
facades I become lost in the Shopping Mall/redundancy a reflexive adaptation of the value 
of circular exchange of goods for service/not of Nils body lymphatic endocrine seminal 
fluids drained from loves self abuse bought about by the [bjlooming of a dust form locked 
in singular War Machine serialised as post virility/the surgeon filled holes/stuffed bloodied 
gauze in Nils head he could feel it scratch his bone/the skull is the frontline circumference 
the frontal lobe containing dream zones of intensity which leaks thru ears/I find evidence on 
pillow/love scraps and traces of grasped exstacy/the damp stain of passion the last moments 
of the unidentifiable orgasm with all its mauling and lack of gratitude/what becomes of 
desire what does it leave behind in its panic to extrude its satisfaction until the last 
moment/perhaps just a couple of illegible letters/the discourse is the first to fade then the 
body figures disintegrate and are sucked out/indistinguishable foetus smear of highly 
complex paralanguage throat hanged irony resonates ache for connotations/ give me the 
solution to this mnemonic/ the discarded rib of pro-creative man irrationally post controlled 
by uterine expulsion of a single corpse slips from our hands as afterbirth/the face of Nils 
UrStatt split the acrimonious attachment of the process of acquiring death/Veydra Synth 
dashes for the road/waves down a Road Freighter watches in rear view mirror the frantic 
gestures as Nils face leans against the bare steel pylon ashen white/the gun falls from his 
hand/objects which were simple shapes are falling apart and recombine into the hyper- 
organic atrocities/the noise of the engine is deafening/Veydra Synth turns up the 
radio/Texas music and the BIG Beat/I try to think of his name/ close my eyes I go thru the 
alphabet/ Ahhh Tom Waits/of course Big in Japan/where have I heard this list before?/In 
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Tokyo/The paradoxical nature of neural overload/he points to the folding map on the space 
between them/ she unfolds it but cannot make sense of it in the intermittent light of the 
cabin/ An essence is fleeing from us/truth which no longer inhabits the Zeitgeist/The stink of 
urine washes in from the back of the truck the sounds of human agony the smell of shit and 
desperation/ 

The Driver steers ahead not apparent of my GashGrils inscriptions/my tattoos/perhaps he 
cant see me/then he offers me a soft pack Pall Mall still stares ahead/mirrotorical refusal to 
respond a will to my insignificance/He starts talking to the radio/what about the Codeine 
Wars its all in the soft ware the keyboard is a redundant interface I prosthesis ready for 
amputation and fictional evocations become unnecessary central nervous system extended 
perhaps into an abstract machine of network of stoppages to voice to mind or other external 
control already in place but invisible/a subjective space none the less/waiting with hope or 
falling into despair/outside of Control Apparatus I have insulted man and the Creator much 
to my disadvantage where perdition and expletives abandon despair of the lack of 
eternity/The spoken word flows like oil greased rough edges the sound of blades crossing 
each other/the visual word abrupt capacity to recall sequences recessive heresy/the writing 
is on the wall/who will deny eternity at the point of death/Never interpret the signs of evil 
which is in the majority/Nomadism is movement never stopping moving even static and in 
place/the art of disclosure keep the lines open/transmit noise static distortion embrace yr 
delicate self/death is the reason we concoct pleasures/while we are in the frenzies of joy we 
are incapable of death/ desire is our protective coating/alter/S/He with multiple swords/was 
s/he first hysteric then paranoiac then skitzophrenic/How can the species not have seen that 
from the first plague beast that roared out of Anthracite City full of the filth and rapture that 
oozed from the dying beautiful eyes that had never seen mans fear/the materialised 
expression of imagination addiction can be speculative in that it detaches itself from all 
rational immanent expectations becomes liquid a hissing gaseous borderless chance that 
pursues the outer limits of what the isolated mind can stand/Or it explodes/point of 
ignition/on the other hand it remains an historical mirror that learns nothing from its 
mistakes/what a hiking arse fall from grace content to stay within skin level of sensation/oh 
this flower makes me weep I must preserve its integrity/I paint a vase of sunflowers 
absolutely in disguise/ an indication of how I feel rather than how they look/this is the trick 
you see/its not what you see but what you dont/Takes yrs of hard work/ discard eyes and 
interpellate what you recall/ this is called zeroid-ing in/Fall in love with the impossible/drag 
borders outside there perimeters/facsimile destructions that have nothing to do with the 
death drive/ dismantle the circuits/open the body and disconnect power to reproduce 
eternities from points of subjectification that nail us to the substantive reality which is 
controlled by the dominant class in power/The control of Information/tear the unconscious 
away from the subject in order to open it up as realm of exploration/of course perhaps there 
is nothing there/Open the chest cavity/Closed doors with nothing behind them/more empty 
rooms full of pale single men shooting steroids into their buttocks/muscles equal megabyte 
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capacity of the hard drive/choking on celestial gas/the Gap between the organic and the 
Machinic this is what we are existing in and it foreshortens as we speak/meaning developed 
out of an incoherent rapture of evolution edging its way thru the dense problematics that 
face its insatiable grasp on motion/always moving ahead and apart from us/we are only one 
of its vehicles of destitution/this is the motion sickness you suffer from the ground 
shuddering under yr expensive boots the icy wind that cuts thru to yr core/and it came to 
her in the frozen wasteland of her indecision/Sorrow returns when she leaves the 
room/unable to move in the dream of history that The Queen of Solitude was bound down 
by so many myths/a personal enigmatic memory spread over the planet of Cities she could 
exist in/are all Cities the same?/a room is made inhabitable with very few 
objects/ accumulation and dispersion is a process in which nothing develops without 
intention/a dream of his electric letters/never wrote back/she punished him because he had 
allowed others to love him while remaining in a state of virulent anger that she had neither 
the vitality or the will to take it up personally with him/she liked the idea of him 
waiting/each thing he sent her she stored in a secret cavity behind the bookshelves in the 
Piano room then binding him in a box without letters a voice that could speak but make no 
sounds and she forced him into the prison of his interior where he talk to himself about 
himself and dreamt what ever dreams she sent him words that were all headings with the 
contents left out/he screems from his prison/I confess I became a composer because there 
was nothing else to listen to/some suggest that chaos accelerates both the devolution of 
organic life and the evolution of the so called artificial/the actual negates the possible/ 
randomness is the froth of noise from which coherent microstates evolve and to which living 
systems owe their capacity for fast flexible responses/Noise vibrated fields of techno War on 
the Screen into the nerves the viscera the cells the mitochondria at base of spine wired up to 
240 volts turns body back into motor which desires accumulation at full speed/ setbacks 
topple speed body loses balance veers to indifference of collapsing humanity into 
suffocation of evaporated consciousness/ 
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SEVENTY-SEVEN NO ACT OF COHERENCE/ 

Technical machine voids memory leaving loaded intonations at the wheel of data/thought 
swarming thru the boundaries of conceptual systems/The Sentinal Membrane a strategy for 
electron as magnetic survival in a hostile environment/the sound is still not a value the 
sound is merely bearable under a terrible blizzard of inspiration/A tray of steel sounds/The 
visual is able to be manipulated/Crematoria of stars noire annihilates his mind with noise of 
fade out to broken dream incident/Veydra was scratching the surface of noise drifts 
exploding remnants from the galactic star cover that encased Anthracite City/Blast furnace 
dry wretch flakes of serrated iron barbwire undergrowth into the blank forest of the 
Equinox the wet grey day was turning into darkness/The City of Pain threw long shadows 
of hyper white light across the turgid surface of the Black Lagoons/nothing is done without 
being seen thru anothers transgression and this dream cannot be made real without a loss of 
intricate contents of intelligence and intuition/imagination comprehends reality more fully 
as the actual there is as opposed to the what might have been/There are unpredictable shifts 
in time and space/this Age of suspicion freed from subordination to a realistic paranoid 
perspective in the regime of signs in which all that counts is the intended meaning/ drift of 
black acrid fumes choke the breathing apparatus/Need sharp sawtooth eye scan territory to 
compose posture of crouching figures escape from body riddled shrapnel/strip it off to the 
bone there are holes all over me speak double Dutch/nothing flows all weeps/excoriated 
tears expand outwards into thigh of visceral epistemic invisible apparatus attached to my 
throat from out I speak resonant anagrams/The traffic throttles Nils sleep/Tranx Reznor 
pulls sheet off the heat is stifling/Nils lay nude on his leather couch/skin sticky and peels 
away with the zipstyle sound/in these days of corruption day breaks across a land of soft 
tarmacs and greasy roads/the smell of burnt meat fat from the Crematoria drifts diesoline 
fumes as Freighters haul Kontainers to the Frontline/junkies rummage thru the bins for the 
discarded food scraps/they busted the Sweat Shop last night for stealing power from the 
Grid/pile of burnt refuse evidence dumped out the broken/tapes by Van Dong/singed rag 
doll shells of takeaway foam containers still smouldering acrid stench of polystyrene/Nils 
breath thru a paper mask/the blue whirr of police machines chase blurred figures across the 
fences/Veydra caught in the spot light the black shape of the helicopter faces peering down 
at her photos flashes of whirring blades going so fast they are motionless/the forensic team 
drifted to low resolution velocity/She shade her eyes from the light/Veydra pretend she is 
reading a book the power of the suction lifts her skirt jumper ripples the pages of the book 
hair stands on end/whirlwind of dust cigarette butts and leaves chokes her/suddenly the 
light is out and she is alone in the forest the blinking light of the tail fins disappears into the 
darkness/Veydra is in LopLops rusting iron forest/what was the book she was reading?/A 
Season in Hell Untimely Meditations page 36 the end came suddenly perhaps because it 
could not go on in such a state of passive resistance to the pragmatics of the individual 
shifting their frontiers of apprehension regarding the perversion of sexuality/thunderstorm 
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breaks on the Eastern horizon/the river is swollen and both banks lined with lowslung 
bamboo sampans/what were they after/She recall Maxx saying that even surveillance is 
constantly under surveillance/Phantasm is the maze between the irreconcilable demands of 
extroversion and introversion/There is no use in pointing out that this death trap is in side of 
me says Artaud/ 
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Coding the flaws of chain shaved scalp 

SEVENTY-EIGHT CODING HATE SOUND OF OWN VOICE AS ERASE/ 

this time zone disembarked from yr open palm outstretched tremor a loss of vitality in the 
pure sense/white rustle of froth around my lips as it expelled the scream of this loathsome 
precious moment of nothing but the fear that I will lose consciousness before the end and 
not see thru my dead eyes/the dream of the night following its own inclinations violating 
the passage back to the image of a long desolate spell of phantasies/out of which grow all 
activity of flow and intensity/That stare past the visible into the space of a refusal to forget 
what was not seen/what is bought with this speed machine is no longer even the chance of a 
voyage but the surprise of the accident of unnecessary repression/Veydra of vermillion lips 
and pink shell cheeks/a loss of meaning makes them affraid/The choice between the desire 
of the InterFace and the blank separation from visions and dreams makes her affraid/the 
outbreak of collective madness passes over the Teknoid [Phallic XX ] desires to become the 
metaphor of the world again/Nils is splicing filmic latency images for Industrial Cafe 
show/Atomic Beach victims skinless and burnt/early atrocities of the Codeine Wars/Subway 
of 52 images of Nagazaki cuts in Nazi footage of Nuremberg Rally/ defacing of corpses in 
Bosnian Conflict/Chetniks in WW2 hold up heads of partisans and assassins/mustard gas 
skin burns from Middle East War/Warsaw Ghetto/it was delicate work cutting the film 
together with lengths of porno/Orlan under surgery creating the perfect body/Exquisite 
interrogation strategies/exhausted he slips from the projection room soaked by nausea from 
so much archival violence inscribed into his skin smeared by sweat/Nils give the Nomad the 
sign a political thing to do under circumstances of failure to escape from terminal 
boredom/Projects it on the Screen which flashes spliced cuts at subliminal subconscious 
speed/dont believe in human speech in the vicissitudes of the instincts which have their own 
cruel satisfaction in mind/one of his deluded expectations was of numbing distraction thru 
excess of violence/He has rediscovered the game of desire for degrees of sensation after how 
many attempts at projecting the severe face of horror?/the great refusal to InterFace who 
ever I am I cant be known to you or myself/he slips from holobike the harsh morning light is 
gallows of illuminated dust particles dragging the blood of the body to the lowest point of 
irrevocable flowing from the wounds/exsanguination/the bodies dying ruins just a question 
of failing to link again and again with this attack on the central core/I am a prisoner under 
pressure from inference of lies handwritten marginalised scrawl put to hand over point that 
the absolute mind is essentially carnal a body that wants to materialize but cant be 
possessed/ does not allow me to be defined/SKz different at each exchange but recognising 
sameness/I try to keep a straight line a difficulty of suffering to think thru the heavy tangled 
fibres of flows of searing energy/fracturing the corpse named as a flicker of dispersion out of 
habit/an assemblage you require to be reliable but which falls back and drifts into the 
thinking about the unthinkable of destiny tomorrow/the meal you are eating the effects of 
the bottle of Saturn the loss of the ability to advance a line of argument that will explain the 
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flesh of life itself/I am always unreliable I cant recall what you said long term memory 
fails/Have I made the right decision?/I have short term recall of hints and hand signals just a 
tool always near sleep close to coma I drift the border not looking for objects with visible 
substance but those that vibrate at the point of disappearance/ 
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Doubt of wired body joints light spectrum respires moon toxic shadow violence can do 
nothing to the paradox of dying alive/Whirring clouds mackerel sky you can see the 
Refinery from here at the edge of the Lagoons belching fumes and steam from cigar shaped 
girder tower steaming pagoda mongrel RomRok pretends he is in Anthracite City but it isnt 
in him/the persona slips/he sees but does not touch some things never change like a sly 
reactionary in all of us pulling the strings/Protocol of the NOW in this zone disappeared 
faith as the ideal permanent virility of a cunning eye litter invisible death like ratbait down 
the tunnels/BoyDebris drives the asphalt grader used to break down the barricades he rides 
shotgun on the Ambulance which carts away the lunatic or the already dead he is the 
signpost at the end of the human trail/but I break out I cutt thru the blockage in my self 
deception/I never think for more than a few seconds/forget history of the family/whole 
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family sick with madness and despair/there was nothing to eat on the table/Doors were not 
to be slammed but closed or left open in order to answer more easily the illicit acts of the 
enchantment of the private body times up/just go and die on me please/burn the table and 
chairs/Hiding in the chest of the Lord/You see how easy Ff atal and Paranoiac slip over yr 
border to track you down as in ensuivre or climbing a star cluster of cactus spikes a spinal 
response when your bare skin thought it was a canvas hard pylon of veins thick wire 
enraptured neck/In the garden of Anthracite City where no light escapes even the flowers 
were nakid/nothing preyed upon/one network of the Machinic so they say/ concatenation 
verketten as in chain or link together/this is the well of yr grief/While East of Anthracite City 
the Nomadic subject Nils Urstatt has bandaged his split skull unsure of his dialekt or his 
gender/The Game has turned violent/the Desert of Nagazaki has one house in which no one 
lives/whats he doing in there/whats he pulling apart?/remains a Celibate Machine trapped 
on the front line/Did Veydra Synth take the child with her when she escaped ?/there must 
have been a child/ all that hiking under the Screen of Illumination before the Singularity 
arrived/each note I tear out of the Synth is attached to an organ in my body and unleashed 
its seamless physical distress on men whose minds tremble/the first download of data via 
eating the word/Nils Urstatt stumbles thru the dust storm into the House weather 
sandblasted eroded boards windows punctured with bullets/some one stole the Baltic pine 
floor/the horizon lit up with the flash of howitzers and rockett launchers/only two large 
palm trees survive in the back yard/I talk to the Hebrew cleaner as he picks up butts around 
the front entrance to the Industrial Cafe/He has relatives in The Zone of Occupation/they say 
when the Butcher gets in he will erase the coalition of Assassins and the Nomad States/he 
says probably by June/I don't believe him/will I live that long to see the nuclear War/will I 
end up on the Atomic Beach choking on melting sand?/where were you when they dropped 
the bomb?/Talk talk talk on the phone/fukkkfuk ffffukkking in yr bed?/Nils chest takes a hit 
and his ribs stick out thru the tear in his side/he puts his hand in to see if the wound is 
real/sand runs out over his fingers/the few damaged ribs fall partially covered in blood and 
finger prints/Forensic moves in and bags the corpse photograff the Crime Scene this is first 
line of defence negatives rattle in the stairwell evidence of brutal force body mutilated 
solitude of the digital interference of future wind of access to multiple horizon/there was 
reason and then there was thought of reason/what do obstacles consist of but misleading 
breaks in continuity/Passing thru a City not seen or inhabited for a long time in ruins hard 
to identify as they relate to nothing human/Nils no longer understands how to make sense 
of these ruins/they are a scene of flight from the extreme disposal of continuous change in 
preference to a space of walls that no longer have a function/Lacking a inevitable insight 
into the arrival of the impending dispersal of aureole of horror which no longer flees at our 
approach/the face is deeply ingrained with the weight of reflection on oblivion/it happened 
that day just as he had predicted/ 
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Detached alliances invisibly segment 

SEVENTY-NINE DOGMAN ELUDES RAZOR GRIL/ 

Adolescent Vox in high heels and plastic anorak something I still find quite stark when you 
walk around the front and Extremadura speaks with that pornographic hair caught in the 
barbwire paranoia her only regret/ Are they really looking at me or at what I look 
like?/whats the difference ?/resonance the heat of the void of impotence/out of the junction 
between the wall and the ceiling the truck moves off the tarmac and onto hilly roads with 
shell potholes and craters/its an 18 wheel Fruehauf loaded with medical supplies and rations 
for the Frontline/in the dark the trucks multiple headlights outline the limits of blackness 
which appears to Veydra to be fluid and like the parting of the waters might collapse at any 
time/the darkness closes behind the truck there is nothing to see of the past route/A huge 
whipping cloud of red dust/only ahead and no where to divert/ an unrepentant series of 
disconnected trails identified by white marker stones but the numerals are foreign perhaps 
Arabic or Chinese/she looks at the driver/he hasn't spoken a word that she has 
heard/Perhaps he has no language or she has no ear to hear/I advance a line of argument to 
stimulate a response/her memories were attached to the dialogue of seduction/these are the 
terrible facts of her situation/ 

Love is a desire made invisible by yr indifference to the simultaneous orgasm/love gives 
desire takes or destroys what it cant suck dry/the insane mind of impatience collapses on the 
bored Technician/Still no flight call/the Global Corporations the empty drafting boards 
aching to design a weapon then start a War to determine its functionality the demand for 
progress the wanton display of idiot invention and idle rich who consume all this shit/they 
are the cause of this coming conflict/their erect penis are in love with the Rockets the blast of 
sperm out of the fuel ducts burns white yellow/they can see the meaning of life in those 
pointed stickman they carry the genes of extinction/I say to them money is an abstract 
language aimed at maximising exchange rate and lowering labour value/They are 
Apparatus more important than the instruments of power which have deteriorated into 
mere weapons/he wipes the inside of the window screen which is fogged with sweat and 
breath/ she looks down from the cabin at the swirling clouds of dust erupting from the 
wheels skidding revolution/one of us has gone and the other is left behind/I say it again/I 
cannot forget AO/erratically the Driver appears to aluminate the cabin/Veydra is tired and 
climbs up into the small sleeper behind the cabin/she wrapps herself in sheet/Mai tempo for 
the immortal obscurity of sleep/block of feet immovable iron because I have no soul hands 
of lead thin voice brass head because I am an atheist bare ribcage no holes in this rotation 
just gathers debris like scrap attracted to magnet I am indistinguishable from subordination 
of line to a point of fixture/carry my weight if you can over chasm of aesthetic prejudice/ 
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EIGHTY BAD TIME FOR THE SHOOTER 

The Dictator navigates the War Machine/A grotesque body half sphere that hovers above 
the white gravel/ constructed of indestructible metal without organs/thinking plateaus upon 
which the zones of killing intensity rise and fall as the destruction of Dirty Old City 
increases/Point of escape an escalator line leading you to the theoretical plateau seems 
suspicious as the face is not homogenous dot serration of time as artificial dimension in an 
entirely specific space of noises embedded in the contours/Nils UrstaTT started to think 
noise in bursts of dispersal/the first thoughts outside his garden of Illumination/what did 
the Tracer says about the Screens of Information the databank of solutions the storage filter 
of retort the notion of a space that has not come into being yet/The Screen streams a line of 
code/existence belongs amongst what is toxic and accursed upon the earth.. .the actual 
constricts possibility but what matters is the impossible/there is in the end no reason to 
delay beginning upon ones death.. .[Bataille]home is where the hell is and Nils had need of 
both/too late no choice as home coalesces into flames/what is not a garden of 
Illumination/his nudity was irradiated by the blasts of sand thru the broken window/logic 
told him to cover the holes/a wardrobe full of coats this scribbled surface masks the order of 
restraint/while I wait for you to sleep the phone rings on and on/we talk about obscurity and 
lack of common sense/the walls of the room have been covered with the pages of a book/ any 
book it doesnt matter all books make better wallpaper than reading/Plateaus of reactive 
schizophrenics drag sheets behind wrapped around waist/brightly painted/Plateaus of 
manic practice/pointless vacations ambivalent percussion the noise of which no longer exists 
been if we have been listening to it for a long time/hard edge casualty short wave radio zero 
tolerance meat tribal ejects deserted theatre curtain/Black helicopters victims of time/lunatics 
pressure man holes functional structure drawn to their own sub group of delirious 
murderous cognitive judgement/ determines its space by rational absence of imagination and 
intuition leaving the indeterminate idea/Diversified enclosures called Transit Zones merge 
into Kkrate City incubate the change from sane to insane in all it vicarious 
destinations/Figures with triple heads but only the middle one has features/ distorted facial 
parts caught best under the detail of the xeroid/666 is a mathematical equation a soft ware 
code not a hiking beast headband/why stumble along with the majority/look and learn/end 
of the human trail/Nils stare into the deserted Badlands of which he has temporarily lost the 
scent/we approach tenderness for the first time in years/there are tears in his eyes never 
lasted that long/he outgrown hiking the central mechanism a sex toy machine despotic and 
infallible certainly not two women/stick the gun against corpse/they pile up but there is 
nothing to reveal in their contorted limbs/The Assassin pours fuel over the pile and sets it 
alight/Worms slither out of sockets left less few when he die/he believe to communicate thru 
the attack and decay of forms speaking about what is depressed in his bones and catch pure 
fuk energy on deluxe surface where he will no doubt arrive late/space low curve name 
mirror on the eyelids holds world at arm length/the thin wrists easy to grab jagged sedation 
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but can Nils get a witness to his insurrection?/I rehearse my dialogue prior to my interview 
with the Lie Detektor/put me on the edge seems to be inference about oysters bloated with 
salvage/memory is a knife far more dangerous to stand under the blade than in the shadow 
a moment of nostalgia/floats to the surface but soon full of projectiles except for perforated 
membrane/action at close quarters/I refuse to answer the letter box pumped up on credit 
long distance quotes objects sweat cavities hung out to dry/what ever is necessary to get 
close to you yellow fin tuna flying buttress scalp/Fukuyama boring when you were sex relief 
for the whole shift getting more and more cock of all kind/the horizon is a cluster of cunts 
the streets are its cock that I flee from covered in the stars secretions/symbiotic cannibal 
infestations in yr armpit/one arm one leg occupation bound alone and uninhabited/flicker 
blue radio light to ten thousand metres of dirt tracks the map unfolds like a Japanese watch 
the quarters do not match up/we could be anywhere covered up as I go caress in silent 
decent morning stripe come to warm last bone thru Venetian pale green blinds/bed unmade 
ashtray full bottles clutter the side table sink out of kapok mattress/Nils drunken on Vox sit 
on Spanish wrought iron stool listen to you in the shower/ the crackle of talk show on the 
screen/I vent my hatred for the class system that drives us down here into the prole state fall 
or arse from grace/was it a good fuk I cant remember I walk to the bathroom and watch her 
drying her skin/I touch her breast/I am aroused/it must have been good/instant memory 
indicates as much/how long did it take/luminous dials on ticking Westclox say its five 
am/the worlds longest fuk/How long/what about sex/where did that fit in/are they both 
conundrums ?/sex regained its full possibility [its truth?] as a process of nature/its meaning 
emerges in the "clear light of language" [which is consensual delirium] none of the above 
apply but rather it has been denatured by the Law/denied the limit of the limitless but the 
Machinic is not/the limit is one of meaning but not interpretation of meaning which is 
endless as long as there is a flow of Information/to find language in a deafening night of 
noise of Information for the human ear which cannot hear this surfeit of meaning/it is 
beyond the human limit/without the passion of despondency while the stars and the night 
are connected to the disembodied mind in which the forms of reason are immanent/ 



217 

Blind eye imagination 

EIGHTY-ONE FINGER BOOK OF GUN SLAVE/ 

Manipulated anonymous text as if the complexity of nudity sagged under neural inflection 
lost in the fabric of the absence of clothes/where assiduously collaborating with pearl 
luggers nakid parabola the body was caught up in a state of endurance and Information is 
full of alert frequencies as fetish of the Machinic/was the truck going in circles?/the line of 
fire lit up the distant horizon long before the sound was audible/can there be a thought 
detached from life?/Close the Verbal Gap retain the Post Human imperative to refuse the 
InterFace/Complicate the Maze of connections between the City of Pain and Kkrate City/ 
I am on my way to complete my mission says the driver/he flips open the glove box and gets 
out a pack of Senior Service/pushes in the lighter/the glow of the coil illuminates the eyes 
and immediate facial outlines/he wears a leather cap with peak/he has black eyes/a small 
phial of amphetamine rolls on the dashboard/the smell of alcohol/he flicks on the radio push 
button style/gets short wave station somewhere in Germany/ small satellite dish on the back 
corner rotates to clarify the signal/its all in German/Talk Back radio/Someone of 
consequence is addressing a rally/There are long gutteral paragraphs then a roar as the 
crowd acknowledges the text of the speech/he passes her some speed/she licks her finger the 
bitter task of analgesics takes her breath away/the urge to choke stuck in her throat/just in 
case of circumstances he passes her a revolver as the glow on the horizon increases in 
intensity/some blasts illuminate the coming terrain/sand and rocks no houses dead trees no 
water the road is now a wavering of sandy tracks sided by deep gullies/stockpile of black 
and white skulls indicate mine fields he says to Veydra/the speed has penetrated to her 
nipples which are erect and red/she is cold/the cabin is air conditioned/the rough springs in 
the seat hurt the base of her spine/ around here fear is on its knees shot dead in the 
wasteland by its own incremental creations of extinction/shells hit the sand dunes with a 
thud slither into the base of the dune and explode showering the truck with debris and 
heat/the paint on the truck blisters falls off in large flakes/She cannot read its Company 
name/ 

Refraction of light between interned Information a means of getting to the right plane as 
behind the building or above ground within limits of space forged by exclusions and 
restrictions thru the paranoid culture/engineering War agent of persecution and wreckage of 
closed off code decomposing hoarded and multiplying/interred as underground vector 
eliminating and dissolving white skies of City of Pain driven by the skitzo obsessional or 
objective drive to be isolated to shut down the control board to flood the lines of exit/desire 
as a transmitting strategy of survival/between many voices dealing with its own inevitable 
self madness/as break from control producing identity after identity/ destruction knowing 
the limits of its body tolerances/but after diabolic possession comes a chill of Intergalactic 
coolness a shivering system of Machinic seizing power by speed combining all states of 
mind accumulating and dissipating desire/that slides between ideal of words and motives 
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and actions that rule two poles of delirium/the paranoiacs powerful intent to remain with 
the Crowd to be alive and accumulating simulations of death machine energy of delay and 
intervals and the skitzophrenic of escape that disregard the state of the corpse and the 
corpse of the State/transcends rational boundaries out for a walk on the circuit of fragments 
of me or you step light swarm like wasps disparate molecules all perverse machines an 
ideology of erogenous wounded drives/Nils believe in nothing but his own imagination 
connected to this other and perhaps even yrs interfaced with residual resonance of unseen 
and collective counter drives/Nils always had this feeling that the air was thick with pulses 
and electrical waves and now he find out that neutrinos are out there as well and Kreig 
Lamont in Iron Mountain says well what if they arent just the decayed signals coming from 
insides the artificial Black Suns nuclear plant being thrown out at the speed thousand times 
faster than light or chaos which is the interval of an instant from one point to another on a 
straight line/what if they are eating up the accelerated Information highways of some planet 
out THERE like crossroads of giant Information vector jacked into the neural network 
shipping out megabytes of synthetic Information every micro second how can we tap into 
that lucrative production vector before it attached itself to our consciousness?/We need to 
encode before we are coded/perhaps the Machinic escapes code everything will stop dead 
for a moment and the Machinic will re-engage the process of thought in a totally new format 
of abstract quantities that we cannot define/we should train hackers have them out there on 
a space platform plugged into the hard drive slogging thru the blizzard of code/this sort of 
scatological posturing that states that the Machinic has no affective drives in front of No 
News Station from Radio Secretary transmitting from the Freighter subversive code 
disruption of the Screens/on the subject of a culture of disgust Radio Secretary shift merely 
drives the data War further into the Zone of Occupation/Veydra reach out and grab a 
handful of zeros and suddenly understand that these have nothing to do with binary 
logic/what we love is solid but wavering a desperation of images projected by no source of 
outside illumination/the larval tissue logic circuit of the Toxic Soldier hits negative ambient 
shutdown/the tragedy of the murder terminal excrescence of the spinal chord drives 
artificial Assassins in combat with Toxic Soldiers/to exceed protective death gas envelopes 
collusion of bodily leakage terminal disorder injection of plague transmissions/Desire 
Protocols of Noise to the mimic syndrome body modification/Machinic Angel Hipsters 
resonate with technocrisis of differential outbreaks and breakdowns/GashGrils threaten 
phallic rule precipitated trash art/iconic vandalism outbreak of the spiteful tongue/optic 
fibre sperm abortion suicide at the InterFace neural wash crash noise into domed genome 
razor machine/script drone of nerve gas hissing in the ears/Nomadic scorched blister 
epidermal rush-addict infects horror scum of fluids adulterate skitzoid loop of the ruin 
anxiety dream maps the painful fractures of rhizomic Nomad junk/this despondency of self 
as it navigates the future appalled by the past a moment of anti production when nothing is 
recorded or mapped down/A stillness of recognizance that is NOW/Nils want to sleep 
except the ontology of minutia that disrupts body function keeps him artificially alert/there 
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is noise swarm all over his ears/knot in side a knot of noise that finishes with silence of 
random generator pulse/this eclectic Kkrate City weather is changeable awash with tedious 
masculine angst/Junk of the lone input SKz jacks chemical codes into artificial 
lunarscape/insignificant faked lunar exploration in vacant film/Zone of Occupation set 
classic macho tropes of addiction and weapons of assault/anal paradigms that check lists 
and concoct exhibitions displays documentaries and news breaks across land of 
corruption/even the amphetamine tastes bitter in the face of deception of solar 
latency/Machinic punctures arterial imbrication scales of blue metal cover larval cones 
invades the channel of speed to slowness anxiety/tempest of galactic planetary cinders blast 
back from the Frontlines pulmonary engines/ greasing the rotobearing drive of Zeroid as a 
division of inscription unites acid flatlined within safe zone of the Game body kicks back in 
torque auto drive/the device which controls sex rebellion of self savage crime against the 
InterFace/Gate firewall down Veydra Synth abolish the function of Skz/King Metal loads 
suicide protocols to hard drive of Screens in anticipation of simulacrum is scanned insomnia 
outbreak in Kkrate City/Nils under self denial function cut the neural cable to the cerebral 
telepathic body mode transmission to the ruin of the self sheetmetal serrated weapon slides 
into the rib cage and ruptures the lungs/GashGril latent to contract death sex disease flesh to 
flesh with Toxic Soldier evades prophylactic Teknoid [PhallicXX] without script are 
aborted/Nils feel calm enough this night to shoot himself/if thats what is needed/Shovels 
used to unload intestines at Rupture Farm recycle plant mobile to Abe for assistance/hyper- 
real download wired out body joints/lithium nerve gas jams the Teknoid [Phallic XX] code 
drain to Sentinal Beings emotional replicant of the psycho sexual perversity/ignites drone 
engine over City of Pain sky event horizon aborts sperm transplant to titanium 
uterus/RomRok invaded by big virulent cerebral freeze drift to SKz maximum levels zero 
lunar plane of consistency defined by mutual solidarity between Assassins and Toxic 
Soldier/move to the front line at the limit of reciprocal sadomasochistic edge/torn flights out 
to Demolition 33 Game strategy on hold for the duration of Codeine Wars/articulation of the 
tensional qualities of noise intervals ignites monitor screen of the noxious male drone in 
state of temporal hysteria to fuk over Toxic Soldier/desires script of the artificial light 
machine lighter than air spectrum hovering over Industrial Cafe/respires C02 level zero off 
limits to the thyroid hologram serotonin levels locked out of survival economy/love-doll 
grunts at the male drone abolition and fuks its armpit/the helix replicates lobe of the right 
brain/ and replaces left hemisphere/ Anamorphing mobile violence to vaginal voltage hits the 
outer perimeter of Kkrate City/Ultra Motherboard on line desire circuit break hologram 
codes implanted behind corpus callosum/Veydra Synth junk embryo a toxic burn against 
the Viral Ikon resuscitates the DNA printout for near extinction of the DogMan/lone 
predator scavenging carcass leftover from the pack/how much pure sensation not converted 
into perception can come from the self which has been deformed for half a life time/buried 
under the absolute terror of death mess of the Control Apparatus/tracking his sonic white 
noise trails escape trajectory/noise drifts to decoupling of fake extraction of pineal glands/He 
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cannot ignore a veracity that is not recognised by the traces of paranoiac without a coupling 
of flesh/a mere disguised negation of eternal regrets which has lost its way in yr 
darkness/Nils is diseased with its pathology fight it every night/ anxiety of bad influence 
doomed autopilots bitter nostalgia pines for object of vengeance as possession of data is 
100% of the problem of cryptic intimacy of demonology/ wants desire/ carried it on his 
shoulders like boulder of anthracite leaves him exhausted under the weight of light/here in 
his bunker he receive nothing from the Frontline/blank postcards and silent phone 
calls/Veydra Synth drifts into sleep from fading monotone of driver Interior Monologue/the 
veins in his hands bright blue and swollen from paranoid grip of the wheel which threatens 
to break free/Veydra drig embryo a toxic burn against the Viral Icon/mobilize War Machine 
print out the clone boys sheer volume of its liquid plague identity/ contaminates ectoplasm 
digital cortex conceived as alternative replicant brain script to download into Nils Notes of 
Interrogation/under artificial sleep conductors plugged in to prosthetic multiplicity 
proscribed by the sodas thermo suicide/despotic abstractions drive the death machine to the 
outer limits of Kkrate City/He is slave to alternating aberrant space of diluted metaphors 
that have no meaning under the Machinic/the contempt of transparent intervention tracks 
the entropic drone to recall phallus/this planet machine that went narcotic under the film of 
absolute inviolable power/forbidden to be unheard under Screens incongruous stimuli of 
hatred towards the human senses/ 
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EIGHTY-TWO PROSTHETIC BREAKDOWN HACKED CONTOURS/ 

The DNA print has been re-wired by long distant insertion of membrane particles the Driver 
is losing control collision with impact zones objects of aberration and slashblades imitate 
gash of wounds on the face/losing control each drop of nucleic acid in every cell 
contaminated by dope and the cocktail of other chemical reactants/self inflicted but vital to 
the JOB a wack of speed to hold the needle in soft bone tissue/surfaces become 4D every 
aspect print is short double voltage frequency ruined by internal flux fused and hits melt 
down/Flash back to LSD/Trash the GashGRil of Ice/more than hatred in her eyes oscillates 
the optic nerve to dusk chilled and deserted nothing to focus on but radiating transparency 
of the addicts body/watch the feet move on the pavement the hands swing the cigarette 
enters the lips/but regularly the noise track of the organic fluctuates the sound of computer 
fans/odour of labile plastics/the scratching pen the smell of heavy drowsy perfume drifts 
from the room of the Kkrate next door where the Queen of Solitude takes her drigs listening 
to traditional chants and Nils Protocols of Noise/Nils lack of dialekt heightens the awareness 
of sound coming out of a voice/high pitch and low intensity/Now he hear only the inorganic 
moan of drift alien in the body dislocation gap across the circuits and airwaves repetitive 
attack and decay of signals/a sequenced future transmits sinister punctuated un-natural 
noise harsh slippage of octave divider intensifies existence/nostrils intruded on his scent of 
melting aluminium fumes of solder toxic fabrics wheel rubber fuel still days after the image 
impact collision of trucks/sound like 1000 bells of tambourine blue crystals as driving lights 
implode at point of impact/distortion of distance and speed like a tape slipping on the 
spools/noise acute combustive inner fluid level blasts out of orifices mouth eating razor 
blades no legs in the truck/just a torso/brakes sludge/Im watching a film of traffic chaos talk 
myself down from crash hysteria/the hot North wind blows down from the Deserts of 
Nagazaki sucks at the vacuum slashed open by the collision/ all manner of debris pulled into 
the vortex/He anticipate being hollowed out and will collapse like dead star in black 
hole/the wind is chaotic and cruel in its disregard for his mental welfare/the wind sets him 
off into manic drive cant sleep/the wind wants to pull to lift him off the ground like a kite 
pulls at the outstretched arm/the flare spurts out magnesium light and clouds of white gas 
holding points into the darkness/a wand searching for a source wind stripping the corpses 
of they clothes nudity pathetic against the jagged wreckage of crash site/Road Freighters 
illuminate the ghostly passage of wreckage/Nils loads up the Zeroid/need some things for 
the long trip back from the Frontline pack suit case with Cds change of clothes gasmask 
revolver journal carton of cigarettes overalls tool kit 500 mgs of medication needles bottle of 
Blue Saturn/Well what if he told you there was no good musak to inspire his works/surf the 
wavebands of the Radiola and find even most avant-garde drums and bass even most 
intricate electronic is mediocre/he is waiting for something to happen/He listen to the dial 
graduating across overseas stations the static the half heard voices words in foreign 
language squeal as you drop into a SW line reminds him of streets in dying afternoon vague 
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light outlines absence of any living thing/the scratch and static/a wake of shattered noise one 
of them the void reflux of hands clutch at chest face explodes and heart collapses gang fight 
shriek shatters his bio-system/Nils watches from round a corner hidden from the street 
lights old style with globe and shades mist falls the fur on his jacket soggy but he cant 
run/ dead end street both ways must of come in thru a house thug fight of Borshi Boys sheik 
he drops kick to initiate unsuspected next move spin of punches to the face and the solar 
plexus snap like a stick levitates up redeploy by counter pull of fall bounce knees up into 
throat baseball bat wham wham wham as he takes a plank from the fence in his back/Nils is 
back in the Game/he blocks attack with his cane and sings a range of notes that obliterate the 
Toxic Soldier/purpose of conflict hangs in jissom of audience Toxic Soldier reassembles 
reach out for manhole/they all got hard with iron claw a hundred landslide of flame thrower 
then they run again very fast/Game is at level three/turn around and are ready for next 
move/slower pace zap zap zap fifty of them are dead/100 more appear/Nils wakes up to the 
Game plan/everywhere arbitrary intervals took an hr in present time just to get this 
far/Tenants covert eviction order lodged within resistance/the longer the line the greater the 
resistance/dont coil the stuff in loops/overheat and burn out mother board/he slams the 
machine/resistance to what seems normal ratio of desire to substance with Machinic 
coupling there is an abstract machine of dialect that does not appeal to any property of 
communication under corporeal modifications/to transmit rogue data from the InterFace to 
the hard Drive on Nils Synth re-mix with Protocols of Noise and re-insert/ Angel of soft 
wound metronome arrests explosion of data overload/nano engine of fear flux ruined 
parasite male drone looking for an orifice of the neural scripts/seduction winds stript Desert 
of Nagazaki bone to ash exogenous where content is not opposed to form of assemblage 
transformation into the membrane/what dream our body fluids the fabrication that went to 
ruin the Gril ruin full of deformed spermatozoa from Viral Ikon produce mutant clone 
boys/RomRoK corroded to thin spectacle of existence/The Borshi Boys arrive in an 
experiential NOW disrupting the Game plan of Nils mourning the sensual gulf of his 
libidinal impoverishment/Body invasion of the Toxoid avatar takes the Game to another 
level/Intenz relates the situation with blasts of distorted guitars and drum machine/He spills 
into the street drinking from a bottle of Saturn/He is looking for a punk with dyed black 
hair/He has a sharp double barrel aimed at organized space around the Tracers head/Under 
the circumstances this inordinate death threat this Desire for this corpse leaves a strange 
taste in the Tracers mouth/in his head began to talk thru abscess of split selves torn by 
aggression/I tell you my sex dreams are in brilliant colour while day to day dreams in 
b&w/my sex dreams involve lots of broken glass chases thru extravagant houses train lines 
dismembered bodies still moving water the colour of shot silk/I forgot it all Borshi Boys flow 
transparent just the colours stand there hand on hip in this dirty geologic Kkrate 
City/ always first to the machine gun as 1929 Chevrolet rolls over and smashes into the caste 
iron bollards that protect the Industrial Cafe/the critical point of withdrawal from the 
dream is the maze of hectic action of interpretation/stalactite punk lunatics lounge around 
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the outside of the Cafe kissing deeply into GashGRils dialekt of desire up against the wall 
pissing in the drain walking with fists clenched in circle that wears the tarmac into 
rut/GashGrils are playing while Nils overdubs Synth thru foldback system/He stands on a 
stool in the back of the Cafe projecting images of the Codeine Wars/Atomic 
Beach/magnesium flare from Desert of Nagazaki backyard illegal operations/ on to a white 
wall behind the Grils kill the projection room speed up film around spool to disguise edits 
and cuts/images of heavy casualties arrive from the attack on Rupture Farm/at first yr eyes 
dont register no relational speed except inability of brain to process noise of pain/easy to 
watch images used to flash backs and sound speed variables but words a different 
matter/use some techno effects to lower the voice to rumble of dissonances that bend the 
tonal/whats she saying?/with two stainless steel prongs the Surgeon spread the eyeball and 
lid apart and clamp the electrodes to tear ducts/inject the critical porno synapse gas under 
the cornea/reactor heat dries out membranes friction of animation as eyeball removed slides 
into pupils dilation of iris dark becomes light of blurred outlines/ slide in the lens impossible 
to get a fix on luminous atoms without transplant image/veer across glassy fluids nausea as 
fine ceramic dendrites receive the series of flashes/massive retrieval slams into spinal 
cortex/Tracer goes into post op shock becoming recombinant silicon/Ffatal Paranoiac voice 
anatomy beat her breast 2mls thick dry skin or flattened silicon crack and fall of head- 
sockett leave open random excess to the body perimeter/yr eyes azure blue for some who 
look cursory for others the terse humidity of grey lycra constellations impact so restrained 
so absolutely bound with disorder/residually beyond sleep racing before torso legs inch past 
abnormally jerky tongue before that first steady drink then fall back into line as filmic 
frames bundled heavy hand armed to teeth with suitcase spread in bytes along the 
highway/voice hell-ucinate/Nils condemn all execration of the absurd diversity of images 
brutal obsessive modulated perspective/thought wears itself out going over and over 
scenarios and scripts of what might happen if the Sentinal Beings make it across the 
Maze/Boy Debris condemn the irrational in the claustrophobic phone booth uneasy sedation 
a moment hesitates not just some ordinary lie but a long term prefabrication if you ask me 
who I am and have I always been the same I/guides explode on rail from cruising the snap 
of lifelines always escape/traverse and probe underground vent on the ground floor funnels 
up heat from the earths core/the Toxic Soldier is on guard and ready to fire/the slightest 
flicker/dont move/hands behind back of neck/he grabs the suitcase and moves slowly out 
the door/ 



224 

Of this women know nothing 

EIGHTY-THREE ROBOTIC POST MADNESS 

Skimming the ocular screen for random cool memories from central nervous 
system/ copulate transmitted Information detourned thru ravaged endurance of Protocol of 
Noise/Nils is sceptical now that resurrected paroxysm of inner space will revive memories 
of perverse destiny/there is nothing left for him here in the fleeting curves of 
expulsion/thrust into the continued existence of his disquiet individuality/a dull blast of 
grim moments indicating points at which he conceived of himself as a tragedy/replete with 
futile blindness the foam of shapeless things slanting distance deformed the hours advance 
better to replicate thoughts than to exist until nothing remains of life/what dreams our body 
fluids pulsing with nocturnal emissions have the medical fabrications that went to ruin the 
Gril womb that most dreaming of organs an organ of dreams/nothing which can be 
diminished/full of the corpse of deformed spermatozoa for mutant clone Borshi Boys 
corroded to thin spectacle of War Machine/drift existence mercenaries moving from one 
virtual War to the next in the terror chaos threat of sperm abortion Toxoid [SexulaXX]/If Nils 
dreamed too long he would be left the only one on the planet/synchronised mutating 
openness to the Machinic which has made its move into the insanity of the chaos device 
multiples Information to infinity of xenophobic phallic/collapses in the penetration of the 
womb legs shut tight under pressure of engines of muscular dominance/that corrode under 
Zodiac decay/Galactic cold freeze gets twisted into dry heat spool of Interrogation/machine 
syphilis un-spooled logic band width helix of despair engines/Viral Ikon fuks BoyDebris 
under the torrent of nihilism [Phallic XX ]/DeadDogma motor-drives the images/ Angel 
Hipster of carbon skeletal breakdown space time rape syndrome is on the increase and 
filtered thru to the Game adding a zone of death sex/the only authority to be followed is 
reassure the self that it does not profit from its obsessive disease to play the Game/What is 
there to be gained by exhaustion and is there any hope of finding the answer that has no 
question/ synthetic lucidity of devious impressions tears conceived in rhythmic monotony of 
selfish futility/thought creates its own complexity detached from the distraction of feeling 
you saw it with yr own eyes the damage razor slice hard edge intervenes with velocity 
paradox factor when the network of stoppages were laid into the membranes of the Sentinal 
Beings and consciousness came on line/the earth cries for revenge inserted uterus engine 
mimics mysterious dialect of noiseless embryo covered in steel blue scales splitting electrical 
cell charges/Assassin of White Noise weapon attacks BoyDebris virus tissue contaminated 
the Gril womb that most feared organ of open fullness/grip on the White Noise virus tissue 
of random access/ amp up the elements of chance using the Algorithm technique/roped 
space collapse into duration a flat plane of consistency might get something big on Tranx 
Raznor/the sagging afternoon of lead hangovers neuralgia or recourse to outer border of 
anaesthetics/immutable variable of obstruction the synapses jam and remain on fast 
forward/Vox drops the mouse exhausted reclining on the bed time she imagines the death of 
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Marat the nightmares of Fusili becomes a blur of in at the end and out of the loop of 
images/sleep best from 230 to 630 AM/Insomnia exploits and alleviates the burdens of living 
in Post Human transition/she takes to the delirium of dead foreclosure of sleep/I die each 
nite in my small journal igniting the turmoil of despair as clock ticks in the waiting room of 
the Station/last Subways leaving/should I go?/whats waiting for me there or anywhere/is 
something growing in me that refuses to be transplanted to the external/in a strange Kkrate 
with bad taste all around me I find no pleasure or comfort/is the damage already too great 
to be healed/The psychiatrist screems he is exasperated by my refusal to let go of the chaos 
get in line you hiking shithead/we have yr head under control so there is no use 
struggling/Just take yr drigs/Voice instructs invasion of evolving cobalt artificial moons 
noise Game Over simulates potential gene invasion from the Machinic Screens pumping out 
potential gene invasion/But its too late to turn back for the doomed species/metal gender 
records incised on silicon birth of non being at base line of becoming data 
membrane/BoyDebris hijacks chromosome access codes to War and exchanges for vibrant 
porno synapse direct input into InterFace memory elements of dust rock death extinguished 
Zodiac version of long day wait/sad is the man who dreams in the most possible material 
dimension/dreams that slip by and never happen/To dream the astounding and the 
exorbitant is full of consolation in which the possible meanings are many and none/This is 
the departing sunrise of risks that are worth feeling/Dreams indicate the fact that life is 
pointless and pleasure can only exist in the self which is impossible to find as a certainty/We 
often mistake ourselves for the other who lives our life for us/In this sense we ache for the 
imperfect and the ordinary events of our lives/You can never be something you used to be 
in the past but only create yrself as Anonymous in the Interval of the NOW/You cant be 
more than this and Nils had great difficulty in moving past the incoherency of such a 
fact/His past clung to him weighing him down a distorted reflection that refused to be other 
than an acute delusion that those around him reinforced with their desire to avoid the 
difficulties of change/I will never forget how you were as if this was a indication of the 
uncertainty of Nils present becoming/this prevents you from the advantages of being a 
stranger/Let me change/as if I cant grasp my own resurrection/ 

Nils has dreams about shooting people in the street with silver gun/the corpses they dive 
from towers and indent the concrete/roll then over bones crushed they are like bags of water 
blood leaks from nose/Veydra woke in a stupor she didn't want to recall the violent 
manipulative Skz side of herself aroused by the GashGril film at the Industrial Cafe/agitated 
aggressive wanted to hit Absurdina with baseball bat/in the mirror/ she knew Absurdina 
wanted to smother her with sticky affections from which she would gradually dissolve into 
compliance and leave Ophelia/would squash her against the wall making awful mouth 
noises spitting dribble snort gargle scribble on her face with marker pen/ cover her body in 
diagrams dissections dotted lines separating this zone from that/it took a dozen glass of Blue 
Saturn to calm her down/this was her foreplay a tormenting and psychological dominance 
that was opposite of her sex-less persona/ the dream continued a hypnotic clawing sensation 
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in the solar plexus trying to find exits crawling out orifices which were tunnels full of body 
parts and broken unusable junk/He rings her late at night as is usual/she is just falling into 
subliminal station of coma/ she cradle the mobile between her ear and the pillow/Nils try 
very hard to develop emotional relationship with music electronica to drift with and not 
against the flow he follows the background just as in his compositions but the clutter of 
additions disrupts his drift/I cant move across the terrain I must move inside it like rhizome 
moves under the earth but drawn to what?/What drives it out and away from the 
node/breaking connectors feathering a cluster of its own nodes sends up a shoot to the 
surface then moves on again/never to return it shuts off Information flow and transfers it to 
rock to water forms a little cluster of intensities of the earth then moves on/Nils middle line 
between word and image and DragFactOr disintegrates into the foreground of his painted 
images/the wound the dreadful horror of the mutants masquerading as cyber sapiens/Nils 
made it out of the one way street onto a series of plateaus each one smaller than the last 
cannot believe in his own death too emanating stiff with complexity/ death is genealogy 
based doctrine and Nils shut down his past as he leave it behind/can only replace it with 
emptied presence of the NOW/recall a pathological procedure locked into the emotional 
circuits of longing and wistful wretchedness/He play a disturbing game with himself out of 
keeping with the times/who is fooling and who is left on the Subway/Nils see the faces 
leaving for normality and he panic that its the last Subway/they call to Nils we are stranding 
you on the station/He watch the train disappear over the horizon/his heart is broken finally 
he is far beyond the most biting hypocrisy/when there is no one to trust who can betray you 
but your memory/they think the skitzo-Nomad is fooling himself/this is their composure 
safe within the herd/again that shadow which follows me and from which I flee/ sometimes 
it runs ahead of me frightens me too much to laugh or cry/yr Teknoid [Phallic XX] presence 
prevents me from escape and yet opens all the exits/I am frozen cold me in liquidated 
wrecked attachment to ruptures of the final breakdown of AutoPilOt trash Wreckage/lets at 
least run headlong into depravity of concocted solo world/why does so much seem to 
depend on neural accomplices/regards Nils stupidity at making this mistake/ sleep and life 
can only mime that death pose on the oppressive walls bust that awful archer with the 
arrow of desire poised to penetrate the skull/ are these the paintbrushes she wear down her 
spine ?/blast ghetto Dogman hunting parasite babies hung from undercarriage blood trickles 
out of nostril connected to humidicribs floating in the Black Lagoon/ self seduction as 
narcissistic fraud comes into life eroticised thru desire fantasized thru pornography made 
fatal/ sound all three propositions as put by Eclatant Tenebres/Push the mind into overload 
of negative and positive/this dialogue back and forth escalating answers as further 
challenges that don't close the issue create the reciprocal appearances that remove meaning 
including unto death/become a permanent dream of porno synapse addiction sweating out 
the puncture holes as the InterFace jacks into the skull/ get a symbolic order to disconnect yr 
synapse and violate signs of cerebral activity/useless in itself flesh becomes a slow twisting 
momentum of corrupted decay/Search engines break thru the firewall/A word does not 
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represent all the facts once it leaves the confines of the consciousness which is being fed 
second hand data from the drained sludge of conscious with two right hemispheres in the 
brain/it is hysterical to use the word devouring in relation to the skitzoid/Nils reminds 
Veydra that psychosis is associated with greater right brain activation and reduction in 
usual left brain dominance/a number of discrete syndromes/auditory 
hallucinations/paranoid and bizarre delusions/ disorganised speech and thinking/with 
significant social dysfunctions/futile things like love and hate and the need to reveals secrets 
to confess to talk about illness and to regret abject self revelations/ 

Nils travel from room to room to erase a sense of suicide which is only a fraction of the crisis 
he want to elude before nocturnal emissions gravitate into his fictional space of trash 
therapy/Words are micro-organisms under which speed time is only one reality that of the 
instant and in that instant it disengaged from its own sense of the production of the false self 
reflexive insight which can never be received intact/what is left in the empty space of 
consciousness once the InterFace has drained out the nodes of desire ?/The scratched sunken 
flesh is rigid and slides into the Crematoria/Suppurating the womb of unwanted birth 
machine the product of grunting and tight shut eyelids/what for ectopic polyp corrosion 
might exploit distance of producing crash between the edges of radiance of solar arse asks 
Artaud/excretes the Angel Hipster engine of GashGril on the prowl for phallic heat/emotion 
ambient anal thrusts split the deadline of colon extractor/pull shit out the pores of the 
synapse unknown procedure to Viral vital Ikonic/I am an inner movement that distracts the 
posture that inconsistent form remains defensible and only the perfect is free of waste 
products of compositions sequence of events/Perhaps a riff or a rift in the fact of depraved 
thought can only survive in the waste of notes expurgated from the hand written 
score/What Nils scribbled out from the notations/where the ink spilt there was a 
decomposition of decayed notes that demanded special consideration/All ventures take the 
literal as there point of departure but soon after the line of notes stretches across the page 
the spontaneous breakdown and drift of meaning loses it coherence and becomes assailed as 
false when in fact it is the widest intervention in noisy meaning possible within the brutal 
containment of the improvised icon/The note stifles its outburst of plurality/ 
The map messed with the detritus of the Sentinal Being does not reproduce a topography of 
an unconscious closed in upon itself/it constructs the thought and removes its perceptions to 
the flow of the network of stoppages/The long term memory is centre of remaindered 
sounding like static itself with its dots and slashes breaking up the drifting collusion 
purging the narcissistic and narcoleptic interventions/The short term memory includes 
instant recognition forgetting does not merge with the instant but instant with dissolving 
nervous erasures of the temporal/there its is now its gone/One must compose like this/there 
is no unity with self or with other to return to even as a last resort/ constantly fracturing 
depositing fragments along the trail that cannot be followed/The Project is a layering 
assemblage a series of interlinked combinations nothing to do with WILL but with nerval 
fissures snaking thru the Forest of Rust/this is it with no necessary connections/three 
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dimensional public streets scalding in lunar heat back hung with captures of solid female 
traits so the prognosis to turn out one or the other is uncontrolled/look down into mouth of 
Nationalism reification apparatus power blocks/Spy Planes decaying nuclear Submarines 
double headed fish knife killers exploding fuselage/mine fields GashGrils marching 
diminished haphazardly/virus spawning self generating hard-drives replicating themselves 
expanding Information exponentially mathematically resilient against human virus but 
unquantifiable/hidden in the algebra of Cybernetic code of the Screens/Gasps out switch on 
wall dream taking over slipping from rope into ravine falls for few seconds then starts to 
glide 20 metres above the surface cant stop hit escape velocity WAKE UP/Rubbing against 
each character levels stranger drops image and in a second I catch Vox eye under duress of 
junk routines surface slap eye bottles of degenerative yellow Chroma Fluids/flesh hairs stale 
thru prongs of honey comb smeared body stockings special taste wash and dry odours 
white sheets against redbrick wall after glow beam of service proof customer paranoid for 
last meal then fuck/this excludes anything that stands in for something else even the 
becoming woman who is enmeshed with the network of stoppages but not imprisoned has 
access to its Information but is not caught up in its excessive urge to encapsulate occurrences 
below the level of thought/Languor and drowsiness may occur so avoid using heavy 
machinery/Time was running out/His time/ 
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Eclipsed sexual organ 

EIGHTY-FOUR AUTRE D/EXPLIQUER SHROUD EPIDERMUS 

Outside the Industrial Cafe a crowd of GashGrils Borshi Boys and androgynes 
gather/FRagile and exposed I Vox GashGriL speak to the marginal and liminals who have 
no limit under dangers peculiar grandeur to maintain the sacrificial equilibrium/the trauma 
will never stop calling you from within/the terminal transcendent desire of love has been 
withdrawn in these blatantly hiking pornographic works/while unleashed Dogman prowls 
Desert of the Nagazaki ash pits merge with shore of Black Lagoon spray of spermatozoa 
drifts sticky and immotile clings to the hair and the lips/darkness is the gradient of Post 
Human desperate attempt to incline cock metallic love-doll ethic the quiet grief of loss the 
limits of hearing of the unbearable jointed spurting rupture driven into the confines of the 
self/Desert of Magnesium began the construction of the City of Pain turning day into night 
rips the womb machine from peril of abandonment illuminated under Kreig Quartz 
light/mercury vapour hits nostrils down wind and on heat for SKz cellular division but the 
lines are down/The spasm scavengers are reversed future system hunting unique original 
images from cerebral cortex shrinking under erasure of data suck me coldwar motion 
resonates in genetic Assassin lunar core of GashGril maledrone enacted of fatalities/ 
Inside the Cafe Nils hands DragFaCtoR the script/flicks switch on CD plays PostVerbal The 
Gap written for the night with jaan on sounds and surreal codes/ 

the DragFactor points out that not every image can stand the exposure of meaning its very 
difficult to talk about what I do because there is basically nothing worth saying that engages 
with or confronts the spectral intensity of the artefact as fetish of silence/the ravages of fake 
illusion which is a shallow presence of the NOW of the Post Human which operates within 
the interval without desire or history which makes no attempt to give meaning or to 
interpret but merely to document visually to be viewed with a diffracted aimless gaze of 
those who flee from the real/I give back the art object its contagious banality/I recuperate the 
speed of the image the weight of the press squeezing the flat/surface as languor of despair 
that is existence of sinister presence of nothing to take away no mystery as there is nothing 
to get out of me or the work/but Information as instructions on the singularity of 
emptiness/elevation to pure figuration without transfiguration/nothing ethereal or 
sacred/the price is the measure of things/I am not a movement I am an extreme self 
mutilated phenomenon outside of history the irrelevance of my images is matched by the 
insignificance of my dialogue/I dont read and I hate writing/my transparency defies critical 
discourse/I exaggerate the ravages of illusion and the ruin of aesthetics an embodiment of 
excess desire/I would rather fuk than paint but I have to paint I have to accumulate desire 
incessantly the need for that sensation of tension the exstacy of surfeit of lust/I have 
dismantled the affectations of art/automatic Machinic I work at the speed of the Machinic 
dream the superstitious excess of the blatantly pornographic the flooding out of the 
becoming fetish confronted with the gross and the deformed the twisted and 
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decorative/there is no longer art or sex or meaning or poetry only the conceptual idea of 
these now defunct aesthetics/I interrogate the display of the deserted shop windows/as 
Duchamp said no obstinacy in hiding this coition this fuking thru a sheet of glass or the 
pages of a geometry book dreaming that possession will achieve consummation despite the 
weather in an open window/to obtain exactitude in the coupling of the eye and the genitals 
these images work towards the vanishing point forgotten as soon as the eyes attends to the 
following image/the passage of the virgin to the whore from the bride to the death machine 
as soon as the first ovulation takes place/the velocity of imagination crashes with the 
concept which is coupling with the Screens and the InterFace/the desiring body is the mask 
of the desiring flesh of propagation and appropriation from one image to the next/a circuit 
of memory that lacks a womb/wound engine at the subatomic chaos band width the 
fragments of the psycho-sexual male drone/is imploded to dogma of death/digital cortex is 
Machinic consciousness absorbing traversed by the empty sign which was only ever an 
approximation/I am Anonymous in the Interval of the NOW/the becoming artist/there is no 
other destination for the image but the image/As Baudrillard says the critical function 
obsesses us we are addicts of meaning/the true destiny of technique is to make the world 
more illusionary than before/what you dont see in the work belongs to me/the ironic 
apparition of things now that the Machinic is capable of affect and sensation extreme 
phenomenon threatening to drive you mad with the desire to know something out of 
nothing from these disenchanted fetishes where the detail is equal to the whole/between the 
seen and the unseen I try to reveal forbidden subjects/I call this the DragF actor effect/ 
What more can I say?/ 

At a cynical overused bedroom in the middle of the night you are missing something an 
inscription on the body by another body with a box cutter/a viewers desire to know is the 
engine of voyeurism the image on the wall is a moving blur approaching invisibility the 
desire to look and the desire to know the desire to accumulate Information that is yrs 
alone/A friend of mine is speaking on the phone/He has been reading a book about Bataille 
and is very depressed/We have failed to extend our nervous system globally the Machinic 
has cut us out of the loop/I pierce her body with an increasing urge for self destruction/what 
is this Machinic going to stop me from doing?/what kinds of pleasure and desire will 
emerge ?/Viral Icon becoming Romrok deleted by the hyper-real noisedrone of Nils 
Protocols of Noise thru over exposure to low resolution bass cycles/the Deadly 
Weapon/before I get a fix on the internal organ mechanism the subject of enunciation 
recoils/betrayal under reprieve and imprints the Dominant Reality/hybrid of Angel 
mechanism hellucinating violence in preparation for War inflicts cyborg neural patterns 
until the fractal mutant asks what is happening from NOW from this instant on?/BoyDebris 
get deranged on LSD flashbacks dislocate strange attractor hydro-encephalic reaction to 
emotional replicant protocols of fear and solitude/imagined defiance of sensations the signal 
of acid nebula retro mechanism exhausts amniotic fluids the fumes from Machinic gas 
exchange poison foetus memory lack just after birth of Genome Man/Conflict and 
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viciousness are cracked open and bitter warfare occurs between the human a nightmare 
clash with Incarnates and Mercenaries slashing each others flesh with inscriptions/even 
when the species is doomed killing is what they prefer and do best/nightmare of 
Information drain off from cellular ruptures bleed thru the eyes and nose flesh joint monitor 
screen murder for instant replay/ 

Apart there thinking from yr self right in the Screen the oscillation of Nils Protocols of Noise 
disrupt the flow of propaganda the adagio of the cursor flicking metronome dragging yr 
dull consciousness into the darkness of 3am when the frost of isotope fallout coats the 
Kkrates with harsh grit of ice/let themselves be observed detached from the central shaft of 
notes Public attack drig clips in cigarette you smell the sweet leaf the spitting end of the 
cigarette the speed with which it consumed itself/counter auto rasps engine hurl oily beach 
stalks of seaweed turn multi coloured rot and clogg the foreshore of the Black 
Lagoon/sanitized memory a question of glazed desire faster faster all woman confined to 
prison by the Gaze of pure rutting shallow want/ she hissed exploit drone of GroinEngine a 
specular mash of grills chromed and burning red tips/a branding iron/its own distension the 
hoses and pumps birthed to redline sex RPM/any other selves that might emerge are gagged 
to their addiction of hidden absence/Ophelia sit down to eat on beach the stink of dead kelp 
the sea spray salting her sandwiches/talk into the silence of herself/what did I have to say to 
myself/the voices speak between themselves and exclude the me I presume I hardly let a 
thought in/ cut down the incoming signal let the surf wash my neural landscape smooth as 
the sand/Green and Yellow boys stand on the rocks erections hard throwing lumps of stone 
at the metre diameter jelly fish clear until the pink fluid from collateral damage leaks/some 
split in fragments/what should I say/I am alone here and in the House/they are looking 
across at me with that slant of erotic pretension that drives the machine of youth/I have on 
bathers I knitted out of wool/the surf stretches them and they fall off/the boys have left the 
rocks/I can see them in the distant/must be a deceit/I know they are still watching thru the 
backs of their heads/Ophelia was at the height of her sacrificial crisis a state of the indefinite 
sensations of lucid eroticism/the distance between things in her memory had increased as 
soon as they were recalled they ceased/she longed for the Young Poetess/Their destiny was 
unique/a past nocturnal decay of love drawn into her poems in which Angels rose from the 
depths how slowly they emerged glistening the strength she needed when you left each 
night leaving her with her unconscious self which she did not want to know or desire to 
have surface/is it possible to erase the personality and start again?/trapped in sorrow she 
dies for a while over what she cannot possess but transcends to the point of wondering if 
she existed at all/there were nights she died and mornings she was once again barely alive 
tired she closes her eyes excludes the world in which they were each others 
dream/exhausted from having to live apart the Young Poetess with Vox and Ophelia alone 
with her impossible dissonance within harmony an exactitude without particular points of 
digression that exposes this love of our mutual absurdity/The Young Poetess greatest gift 
was her indifference not a lack of exile from the other the elusive aspiration of narcissism 
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but a determining concentration of the senses which focused clarity on the possibility that 
death will bring us back to life/ at least something more than living is going to happen this 
suffering was only an achievement of the stubborn desire to use time and space imagining 
its other than an interlude/ An exact indifference to possessing other than herself/in this way 
she evades loss/fading away from the distance of being herself she uses her words as steps 
to the irrational and that is the beauty of her poems/engulfed by the tragedy of having lived 
at all at the end the dispersed time of the passing of becoming that nothing provokes but a 
lack of completion of a future history that ends in the NOW of the Machinic/it is denied to 
live but she lives on the fringes and edges of remaining determined madness of that which 
will never happen again that is life prevents us from living which is left outside the 
manipulation of the Sentinal Beings/Where is the obscurity of the annexation of the 
consciousness but in the failure of the lack of a complete decisiveness in the human ability to 
prophesise to think to anticipate the impossible/the desolate energy to see the end which 
cannot regenerate itself/ 

she desire the illusion of expressed passion of jealousy infidelity and love which distracts 
the flow of desire to its uncommon ends in the exhilaration of violent and unintelligible 
friction of dislocation/the expectation of someone who was never the one and always left her 
with the burden of having to feel the loss/ she wanted an infinite end that does not end alone 
with herself/she was nobody/talk in silence of her self she whispers every nite with a disgust 
for something latent and feeble in the human/she relented to effusive sensations based on 
feeling rather than reason/in her last months she collected all the dust from the vacuum 
cleaning and stored it in large preserving jars labelled with the room it had come from/she 
sat for hours with each one in turn being rotated by the palms of her hands wistfully but 
militantly scanned the layers of debris looking for evidence that at some interval she was 
awake in touch with life/Living in a space without dreamed sensations/the mystery of the 
Angel in the woman/Ophelia is her own archaeological site/there are scraps of tangled fibre 
and canvas everywhere that have escaped her obsession and dust coating the objects 
interconnecting one form with another/Ophelia never moves them but watch the depth of 
the ash embrace thicken and form its own images/there is so much human filth drifting in 
the air/We breath it at our own risk in all its sinister manifestations/ 



Nils/just a tool fragile and blunt split the Wasters adolescent grasp hot over Tokyo he slide 
into the toilet and shoot up his load/fuck the Program/Its easy to say OH YES six months 
clean/its a matter of control/let the available money dictate the users habit/a matter of riding 
out the withdrawals couple of days of air sickness some Blue Saturn a few Xannies and back 
on track/thats how I do it I tell faint and intermittent who are you becoming just a meter 
from touchdown/I look in her mirror/what does she see?/ drop the transmitter line voice still 
asking Hello Hello. ..is that you?/I heard something heavy fall in the workroom but I ignored 
it/Have you got any documentation that you were there at 4oclock/a train ticket a parking 
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ticket a bank statement a witness have you got a witness/what about the Receptionist or 
Radio Secretary ?/They could be on yr list.. .could make up any thing.... more reliable rats run 
thru the concrete cavities gnawing at the conduit and cable they love coloured plastic gives 
them cancerous mutations that give off noxious fumes which drive off predators/killing 
yrself to escape being killed/thats what Rigaut and Torma said those gods of DADA the last 
remaining link with Revolution of the dreaming machines/Rats clothed in scar tissue/I 
wasnt that far from the bottom of vertical inside space of toxic system as parasite eating 
away at my neurons/first one to drop onto the tip of motion as eroded monotonous line of 
stabilised tremor of delirium/I think of Ophelia every space I get between over and around 
my designated narcissism/those drowsy nights as 17 yr olds in front of the screen combing 
yr hair the electricity of desire jumps from scalp along hairs into comb spine and across to 
electron tube cause massive interference with my phallus forming an etched techne a 
permanent link aching balls between data infused sensational sex engine/Her name was 
Desire then and I called her Desi for short/DogMan and its fetid overwrought imagination 
and lying memory/I feel no remorse at letting go of meaning/as easily as I am trapped by 
consequences of morality/I have incarnated thought and set it adrift/I have dragged it out 
into the open/You know me now/Vox says conspiracy to end the waiting of desire is the sole 
purpose of unrequited love/so what is the non structure of an non-representational space 
which must remain for the skitzo a constant changing of Subways with multifarious 
destinations/the seat of the will is in the conglomerate of cells buried in the deep trench at 
the base of the skull named the Anterior Cingulate Sulcus which lie at the cross road 
between the higher sensory regions and the motor system/surfing down the double helix I 
think about a dissection at this point modelled on a sick mind which is its own kind of 
pestilence/What pestilence has lay dormant in his cells gradually possesses his body/as to 
put the weight of language behind all strategies he could call to hand/nothing worked 
neither written nor spoken/Life is what you make of it and is transparent while death is the 
only mystery worth wasting thought over/Thinking is to destroy thought and is the perfect 
act to contemplate death/To try to continue to exist is to imagine you can avoid death/Nils 
existed constantly on the point of dying and this is what gave his life some order of 
meaning/At the same time he refused to deliberately abdicate/ 
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EIGHTY-FIVE THIS INTERMINABLE CRISIS STAGE OF MACHINATION/ 

70% of people in Umerika think they are angels/the rest are black/if you try to get the info 
NET to access too much data it becomes unstable and develops parasitic oscillations eating 
its own code and replicating a new dialect of infomania/yr dreams are there to siphon off the 
overload of data/the hard disc becoming soft pliable a silicon implant has residual power 
drives create its own paradoxical virus has its own transsexual desires and recombinant 
dreams/where within which its circuitry does it come to know itself/within each square 
millimetre of hard core cortex there are no less than 100/000 neurons/Each with 
5000kilowatts of energy and power enough to drive the membrane and illuminate the City 
of Pain/Where have we arrived NOW/The Sentinals use the InterFace to addict the Teknoid 
[Phallic XX ] and access source of collective finitude converting it via the network of 
stoppages into infinity of flows of enigmatic Information/This is no place to be found late at 
night/In the nocturnal there is the danger of total existence of travesty and dangerous 
intimacy of infomania a space of crisis and critical mass reaching crash status/ 
DAda Ville dogma rhetoric SEIZURE of irrational shadows that exclude indifference to the 
archetypes of exploitation/production and exchange/Turned the page of the book falling 
pages trickle to floor began to talk heretical/Now is sanity an interpellating paradigm or an 
enslaving ideology thats the question the Sphinx asked Nils/is life just a passive retro entry 
or a blast of exit from gravity/Continuous internal message with mixed feeling fascinates its 
on line experience rotating on axis/ someone always got hurt but the mutation that 
underlines assemblages of tones screech of high frequency feedback humm of 20 cycle bass 
rumble spinning at 15 rpm know this is the most effective noise to brainwash the 
listener/Nils SKz love to intrude and tear apart otherwise private thoughts reactions defeat 
escape routes pin the victim to they shadow on the wall/fingers in they ears cant hear what 
he play so he modulate the volume until the roof shakes/what can you hear out side?/I am 
seducing the client into compliance/then out of jabbing anxiety to resist and then to hate 
me/at this point they are ready to be deteched/so whats this lack of future got to do with 
fear?/a counter-version of death the reason we were born/Nils the heretic woke up one 
morning and realised he was nobody/limited I as a system of signs no matter what I wear or 
how I speak I am already delineated spoken for/I crave the hard death-edge of recognition 
but I also dream of the soft perimeter of lack of identity/Nils existed only in his memory/He 
interrogated himself but could find no one or no thing that he recognised/ the nights vague 
departure into dreams ends in a fatigue of exhausted inclination to remain 
incomprehensible out of fright and terror at the intoxicating interventions of the Screens 
slowly fragmenting his identity/ 
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EIGHTY-SIX FRAGMENTS OF THE INTERIOR MONOLOGUE/ 

Sinister business this traffic in body bags and organs inspired by the Codeine Wars/A 
punishment or a crime who was to judge in a conjunction of lawlessness and the dirty 
interface of earth saturated in blood an alliance of tactical strategies to inspire and 
proliferate the addiction to killing/For the killing taboo is not natural it is in fact the desire 
for the death of the enemy who is always the other that is natural because it reflects the free 
play of the contagious pleasure principle/The involution of the pack mentality/The filaments 
of drool sparkle on his teeth/No Im not tired of blood oh blood seed of hatred and the 
weeping of killing I love you/His bloody hands gleam in the mist drifting up from the pits 
full of bodies the last moist breath of dying a dull murmur of hope/a naked corpse of 
Assassin floats in the sand its swollen belly full of flies rats are running beneath the skin 
tears at the meat the body grown cold under the Sun she pushes her naked breasts against 
my back I take her hand and place it between my legs she pulls my cock/ caressing my whole 
body she covers it with her lips I was starving and she fed me with her mucous she felt my 
weariness with her eyes I was alone and betrayed and she came inside of me cupped my 
semen in her hands washed the blood from my face she defended my body against its 
actions of recoil she thrust her fingers down my throat and I vomited up my fear in chunks 
of undigested disillusion/Only then do I feel the rage in my head/I piss on the corpses the 
steaming stream of yellow urine infects the blood with my venom/They are dead and I am 
still alive temporarily/Not to reveal the contracts with death a radical annexation of making 
the hidden visible/There are piles of bodies to be exorcised and returned to the Earth in the 
hidden depth that cannot be seen/He is now seeing himself as not being seen an act of 
concealment that will determine his life or death in his attempt to penetrate the Desert of 
Nagazaki/This TIME not enough time/there was a deadline waiting in a time that 
penetrates everything within the confines of dormant concealment/the upheaval of the real 
which has no other side but its reverse/what could be more fascinating/times recalled time 
that could have been the future if not for the NOW/impregnates the sequence of events 
knowing nothing of the events it alludes to/Tranx Reznor known by his absences throttle 
down dual highway pilfered illumination into sucking grid feeding the wirework he can 
smell the oxides from the rubber casings/he move thru the fifteen gears down the runway 
towards Altona the load in his two Kontainers moving side to side/he is a machinic 
prosthetic device heading for the flashes on the horizon/ drawn towards the stench of the 
corpse of open warfare/he stare into the darkness as the street lights disappear and he is on 
the fringe of the dustbowl/the load is light/2000 Toxoids Sextus [XX] for the Frontline 
stacked in rows fully armed and deadly weigh less than the steel Kontainers/but he still feel 
they movement like a metronome each time he corner/he is the Stickman with a clicker in 
his right hand under orders to dispose and delete/hand to compress the tarmac with his 22 
wheels sliding on the greasy roads a light mist more a fog than a drizzle adds to the 
hazard/he push the accelerator break gripp with the friction of rubber linked to surface 
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machined hurl down corridor of the gun/the rig becomes an extension of his body a display 
of power and intellect/he lean his elbow out the window but the tide of dust cutts the 
skin/wind up window/fiddle with radio trying to get local news broadcast/try short wave 
band/microwaves/Ffatal voice comes on line transmitting from the Freighter/reading her 
poems in Arabic/Reznor can play musak but he cant read it/is that like having an alphabet 
but not being able to construct words/there is weird stringed instruments in the 
background/ 

speaks her poem from Fragments for the 21st C/After the Sirens/ 
The InSOmNiac dIES of slEEp at 3: am/ 

THE CODED FLESH DARKNIGHTOF INSOMNIA BEING AN AGENTOF IMAGES 
INTOTHEBLEAKTORSO OF ARTINTO OSCILLATING LINES BLACK SHINESTHE SUN 
REMOVAL OFALLDILATEDFLAKHOLES that has not BEEN UTTERED BURNSTOASH 
EXPOSEDTOFUSION of sacred THINGSTHESTARSTHE COMETS THE SOLARFLARES 
THEECLIPSEOFDEATH DELUDESITS STRINGENTSLEEPOF WAKEFULNESS as DEPTH 
OFDREAMSFUSED INDAMNATIONOF MORBIDCELESTIAL 
WINDWITHCUNTEXCITEDRUSH of misfortune MURMURS SCRAMBLEDCODES to 
RESTLESSSKITZOIDTRAMPINGtheEMPTINESSOFSUSPICIOUSWAKEFULNESSan 
EMPTYPEIRCING PLACE of DISPERSIONAND CONFLICT/TRANSGRESS THE DISORDER 
LINES OFVICEFROMHORROR TO HORROR UNTILFATIGUED with THE 
URGENCYOFMEANING WHENTHERE is NODIVINEABSOLUTEOR MAN OR 
IDEAorTRANSCENDENCE HOLLOWINGOUTOFTHOUGHTS ON THE hollowing 
OUTOFTHOUGHTSONTHEMYSTERYOIFEXCAVATION OF THE IMAGINATION/NILS 
FINDNOTHING emptiness invisible impulse passing 

leavesthespacevacant/ITSEEMSTOSAYSOMETHINGbutitMIGHT BE SAYING SWAMP 
DOGMENS PENIS FOREVER THE LEGEND of absurd 

immortality/NOTHINGTHATMAKESSENSEINTHEINTERVAL oftheNOW WILL NEVER BE A 
FUTURE FORTHEHUMAN?/the human/a misfortune of an ideal/ 

The machine is language as Information 

Informationisimagination at its MOSTVOLATILE AFLOWOF EVAPORATIVEINTENSITY/A 
NEWLANGUAGELACKINGINSILENCEAND INCESSANTiNITSDEMANDSTO REVEALITS 
IRRATIONALITY/Nils existed without realising it/Language withthefutilityofits selfconscious 
aestheticsneedsnodivine icon learn how to feel bored and pain will learn to deal with itself fear death 
with a sense of mystery and intimidation 

ASHUMANIMAGE/WORDSASSUCHARETHEMENTALBEINGofMANAND 
THEREINLIESTHEDECEIT/TOJUSTIFY THISOBSESSION TOEMBRACE AND FORGIVETHE 
IMPOSITION OFTHEREDUCIBLE INTERRUPTION OFTHEVOICEOFTHE ALIENATING 
REVELATION/THEINTERVALSOF WORDAFTER WORD THE EYESWATCH 
THEDARKNESSFLOWINWAVESOF FLUIDTHEFRAGMENTARY PASSIONS OF ITS 
OWNQUESTIONS NOTHINGSERIOUSNOTHINGHEGEMONIC everything heterogeneous/ 

Discrete linguistic moments 

the shattering of infinite dispersal of dialects to the sub cultures/words of erotic anonymity/Fear dried 
mouth at loss insinuates lacerated silence the taste of death as infestation the obscure ambition of 
decay of the inner organs bleeding/each separation becomes life/a definitive un-making/genital fever 
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injects horror into the dying flesh/dialekt is going towards its essence which is disappearance/art is no 
longer needed to support the concepts of absolutes as with the Idea they are finished with/Art is an 
auxiliary of pleasure and best served by the Machinic which produces the pleasure of the flow of the 
word the image the noise/As Hegel said Art is a thing of the past and the past is incinerated in the 
Desert of Hiroshima/ 

Suicide a selfless gesture not curious about death/ 

Master the language the Nomadic desert of murmur/the Ghost sent to haunt and possess 
me/the consuming erasure of intimacy the profanity of futility torn to shreds of a nostalgia 
for the future/the non human is nothing if not the solution to a problem of superiority/so lets 
get this day over with/the perfection of the subject is only achieved in death/the avaricious 
algorithm of the Machinic wants an approximate solution to the question of probability of 
surviving the night/ 

Annihilates his mind with noise an obscure tormented search/ 

A War Machine to dehydrate the mouth of nervous evil making filth 
to accompany the dying idea all the way to sharp edge of the finitude which is the 
philosophy demanded by extreme combat and its insolent wound of narcissism/I am dying 
reflected in a pool of blood/death is a unique chance to see what filth you have 
accumulated/I see you breathing I come upon you sleeping yr hands between yr legs/in the 
wind of sunlight radiant particles sodomy clings to raw skin of cold cruelty/Self 
Pleasure/has no need for interpretation as meaning has passed the boundary of the limit/He 
said/my entire work is only an exercise/there is no need for an end/leaving fragments that 
lead to a certain point which is abandoned to go beyond that point/my work is merely 
Machinic/this is the legend of the deletion of the human intervention lacking the penetrative 
power of judgment/ 

Loaded intonations sublimate the InterFace/ 

where do I start to desire you ask at what point in yr life were you most glorious and 
unrestrained?/a world of sound without conscious sources where sound waves are 
deformed and hollowed out/The non-human is the unfolding of the NOW/it is only a divine 
language [whether that divinity is "God" the Idea or transcendence itself] that can begin to 
make a claim to truth/..." Every word is contestable as far as I am concerned/How can you 
speak of God?/The Idea?/Whats fhat?/Tell me an Idea Veydra/that constitutes divinity/What 
the fuk is divinity/it certainly cant exist on the plane of immanence which is what grounds 
the human/replaces the ideology of the transcendent that concept humans have that they 
hope extends their life/They tell me love is divine and transcendent and an Idea/How so?/Is 
hate divine ?/Di vine implies perfect and there can be perfect hate or that biblical anomaly of 
a God who loves those who despise him/fhose whom he will still punish/Punishment is an 
Idea and divine if it is the Law and finally truth/ Ah the binary language what would we do 
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if there was a third component/The rhetorics of speech demands opposites/the flow of 

thought depends on the dynamics of the either or an other process of delusion/ 

WILDjAKVaY < ¥]i;_!~ zipped suicide s/he develops within infidelity bag hauled 
thru the trenches abuse of prisoners standard procedure long distance torture Idi 
Amin turn up the ghetto blaster drowns the screeras in City Of Pain/ 
>F. kY wOe|'qY[xfti,mA" F'eAgs ' 42G g $5U>3ma~ x, D +Z#["S - discrete linguistic 
The Suits labour of love Lv 'H a *FaeI L$R DuRu u "J a lV/As Nietzsche says in The 
Four Great Errors there is no more dangerous error than mistaking of confusing 
the consequence for the cause/to trace something unknown back to something known 
is satisfying the distant sound of Atomic Bomb the "Blond Beast" has to get 
back to the wilderness of killing/Life the continually shedding of something that 
wants to die as soon as is convenient with bayonet Jet velocity of body count the 
horrible shameful cock of the metaphysicians who have forgotten the story of the 
MadMan in this de deified world that has become stupid/0] 6_!N07 motive +u 
"" X x>x' D '104 widen the legs of exhaustion from fuking the imaginary virtual 
ghost/Sent to possess you with words other than human/Not a voice but a 
frequency/the virtual is neither sameness or difference it is other which is not 
known as a possibility/This is our ignorance/ 

The trace of yr own obsolescence/ 

How would you like to be forgotten?/ and so you will be/Imagination precedes reality the 
worship of the irrational love/the waste cut off the phallus without secret without doubt of 
the NOW/the speech of solitude and exile struck by impulse to exhaust desire/an impossible 
act combustion of gliding from one heart to another in hysterical swift succession/all human 
detritus to be erased finally/The Post Human world is a virtual world/it has no real texture 
other than light/no age/no sense of decay/in this everlasting NOW the sense of a place is so 
real it is unreal/it is overpowering/Kkrate City is a place limited by borders recognized by 
memory/Nils had no idea of the borders of the place he was in/it was more like he was in a 
space deriving location by abstract co ordinates from a distance he could not reach/The 
Synthesizer on his back was the border of his thought and his sensational world the noise 
his breath the vibration his cerebral functions/The animal the Machinic the Divinity these 
are the non human but only the Machinic is relevant to the Post Human/The animal is pure 
semiotics/the sensory modality of signs and signals/the Divinity is pure ideology/ 

What it means to think Synthesizer/ 

the sole witness to anarchic velocity of terminal oblivion noise sliding into depth of words 
which desert the minds opened decomposing mouth/sucking in the code of sound/The 
implicated signal is obscure in its transition from keyboard to circuit to ear to recording 
device/the noise to signal ratio and noise is just another signal noise is the as yet inarticulate 
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the seemingly confused mass of vibrations in which sound dissipates/Loves solitude always 

not enough/Dangerous machines without self control eyes open/ 



irradiates panic during time of Codeine War/Woman wants to be taken 
and absorbed into being a possession/Faithfulness is not an essential 
element of love or War the one takes from the other what makes them 
the stronger the more virile/$ Z[° crisis visions of stranger in bed 

AseCo®> ri£b_SD6, K(E (eo/what delirium announces the proliferation of 
dread in Vox/Nils samples the others and constructs a variable 
identity/exposing what the memory conceals/hegemony over 
consciousness/it is not the surface content but the merging with the 
depth of syntactic ruptures which reveals and speaks its own addiction 
to desire/ 

JuXp-5 1 9$AG0y< $%o Paint the distress of others on the walls which 
prison those things hidden in the fissures of knowledge as counter 
memory which disrupts the thinking of the civilized world now 
threatened by the Machinic/Men talk about their bald heads and their 
cocksize/as if they were feet/ e$usp¥J >0c E£ej|C4C v a $gCc9pC3I 
¥Ej#_d' I. a pillar of eccentricity a treasure of postures and hand 
signals/the farce of democratic politics in the age of Information 
with its humanist based metaphysics of cyberspace yet another 
consensual delusion that imagines and demands a human presence/ 

Under notorious sonic aspects/ 

Who dreams without regretting their dreams?/only the insomniac/ 

a savagery of chanced encounters with mass and expended energy frenzy births the dancing 
stars of the Milky way the eclipse of lunar solstice/I go beyond I shift I am no longer I am 
Ethics of Damage an already completed catastrophe of noise/Life celebrates its resistance to 
disease crime ephemera of despair the drench of full desolation under the precision of the 
extra ordinary act of diffused audacious memories/The InterFace functions on sexual 
meltdown from jolts of desires voltage increasingly more powerful to arouse the libido and 
access its energy/Sensation and sadism are twins which seek satisfaction in torture and 
suicide/Life decomposes into shit and mess/imitating the vicarious destruction of the galaxy 
in anticipation of extinction/thought investigates chance and the possibility of irrationality/it 
precipitates excess which is ruins without limits/words continue in the silence of the insult 
of indifference but there will be no end for Information/ 
Conformity to unquestionable norms/ 

The ones who feel silences and intervals of revolt I love the most/ 
The one who hides from the genius of their living I love the more/ 
The ones who continually mislead you restrict you I love eternally/ 
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Those who make nothing of themselves but a waste of beginnings I adore yr admission that 

violence can do nothing to the paradox of dying/ 

yr dance over our life madness and then invisible inspires paroxysm of the wild beast 

DogMan/the erratic magnetic panic of these atomic seconds together scrapes bare the eclipse 

of days cold stone hours fingers touch/a slave machine to memory gripped by fugue/ 

Pleasure a rehearsal for death/ 

the worst of inhibitions discontented by civilization 

there is anarchy but no anarchists 

there are words but no poets 

there is dying but no death 

escape as sole witness under desolate expanse of repressed skies 

this maze of badly threaded words catches fire and scars the wound of brilliant 

velocity/subversive thoughts consume hideous allure/ 

the body lacks consequence loving it a wastage of energy and leaks ideas concealed and 

indiscriminately/ 



Consciousness is always at the centre of things never at its end 
recalling the past but avoiding the future taking pleasure in the 
disaster that avoids us personally/We still live while the other is 
dead/As death ends life and existence/for that most fleeting of 
moments we are here and soon will be elsewhere in a place we are not 
known/z! i AR i K(E ± *A3Qtd>g bzuYUHi& 3 ^ Tthere are many thoughts that 
are of interest to she who thinks them but they are of no interest to 
those who might read them in a moment of boredom Sala] 
d[pae-ba> =KoW 'C2 )W<]o poets sit down equal to those with amputated 
limbs/Torma also said that woman is not the female of man she 
represents a genus zoologically related to our own but dissimilar in 
essence/She lacks the stomach for killing and rape/a profound 
ambivalence in the production of endorphins/cranial bypass liver 
transplants aorta extrusions gaping rooms full of clotted sperm and 
a ' QU_ E 2 ® disgorged anarchy is utter surrender to subversion for the 
sake of subterfuge of the cluster of fictions called belief/ 

The opposite of pain is fantasy/ 

the empty flesh of loss/accelerated time calibrates the resistance of infinite existence to the 
passing trial of midnights empty whisper of promises/Broken when you have gone the 
circuitry lines fail to contact dance with menace over the wound of insolent resolve to bitter 
solace of decay/dance with abandon over the apparition of holy howls of woman as an end 
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to herself/love a razor blade cuts depth to terminal alliance with vivisection that long slow 

pain of excruciation/ 

I trace its passage in the form of a scar/ 

Visceral mutterings swallow the distant grind of bones and sinews and ribcage punctures 
pelvic bone grinds on hips a swarm of desperation cracked mirror rotates blind eye 
reflecting back the sacrifice of harrowing accounts of insanity and loss of all imagined 
tumescent and black urge to depart at the first sign of arrogance and the need to 
confess/fuelled by legendary mystery of Nils own invention under the disguise of an 
admission to everything he is accused of/ 

And the posthumous will never know of them for they were not poets or 
musicians o-z!iARiK(E ± *A3Qtd>g SIAD THASTD@K Not many can transpose 
their suffering into a cosmic religious principle and be convinced to 
have faith in it/Faith demands the herd/bzuYU H i& 3 -r- Y~SaIa]What is 
this thing that is between Nils and life?/This Machinic X Dimension 
that will not reveal itself in any of the expected ways/Nils is 
unfamiliar with the unknown he lacks faith in the horror of life and 
has no trust in what seems unreal or insignificant/He thinks in the 
dream and remains anonymous until the Interval of the NOW which 
ignores him d[pae-ba> =KoW 'C2 )his unconsciousness is the only thing 
that has faith in his consciousness W<]o refined gift of failure to 
distribute/ [ibid] refined gift of future/from this once again to 
imagine without being to desire without wanting any thing gaping rooms 
full of clotted sperm and P9 & + O a 'QU_E 2 ® disgorged incapable of 
stopping the snake of the interval of unreason/rush her now while she 
is dreaming this screem tore thru me/a black melancholy for the fate 
of the human/ 

The apocalypse is everywhere but invisible/ 

dawn cruises the horizon having seen death coming in torn lust of fetish ornaments before 
his distracted thoughts/the strange occupation of archways and tombs pits and cavities and 
this maze of anonymous appearances haunted and frenzied/ignites and leaves a trace of 
impulsive passions stillborn/Nils has come to the conclusion after finishing his Protocols of 
Noise that sound is pure ideology in the Althussarian sense of the word an actual false 
consciousness a construction of semiotic traps thast is a crypt we inhabit a tomb yet to be 
filled/Nils hears the muttering of beings all the time/perhaps he would like to think also of 
machines not a Machinic sound as in driven by the voice but a cerebral sound a form of 
telepathy/during waking hours it is in the background sometimes ahead of his 
thoughts other times just out of focus and it gets in the road of thinking/these voices dont 
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speak but transfer Information to his Interior Monologue his neural network/Some times he 
drift into a blank and the voices take over and the fingers move of their own accord/This he 
imagines is inspiration but it is only habit/When the voices are silent there is a great sense of 
silence and emptiness that is the greatest loneliness Nils knows/There are voices for 
different parts of his personality and often they have great difficulty in explaining to each 
other why one has done and said what has been said/Nils has a memory of these incidents 
and the sounds that goes with them/Human discourse disrupts the flow and it takes him 
time to get back on line with the others/endure yr passing as if it were the same as the 
nothing which is all we have/ 

Life is hidden always elsewhere/ 

I told you I was mad and you laughed at my fragility/your body is yr law and not mine no 
simple portal without a lock of delirium to navigate separate and self hypnotised by 
pornographic solutions that amuse you/I am largely unexploited as a Nomadic potential/is 
the Machinic deployed with excess of Information bleeding to death internally knowing the 
Control Apparatus is corrupt?/empty illusionary imagery rather than meaning validating 
difference/ 

Against homogeneity but inherently the same authentic not autonomous lacking carnal 
inter-subjectivity/being its extensions connected to the network of stoppages the Inter-Face 
and the Screens as points of discursive practice/exterior and interior vision merge/light and 
dark are not yet integrated under the artificial Black Sun/the border between conscious and 
unconscious has dissolved/solarised dark flares of the howling sun as a means of navigation 
towards the enchanted and impending invisible to memory more DogMan than stream of 
frequency of things each unique a weapon of intersection/ 

full erasure what is the meaning of the human this state called the 

"limit" or "the excess" immediate reality depends on individual 
consciousness/eAZ£C 7xU 6i s the monotony of everything human 
oppresses him/[i2vs C-i-Nils wonders how others view the Machinic or is 
it purely conditional on his objective consciousness the result of his 
peculiar intellectual power?/Nr, 6MwT I-eh 6qrE after a poor nights 
lack of sleep I imagine that Im everything because I am nothing and 
free to dream/E zROVmiqO Z R , fBlPpai (|IV¥D+^S Sentenced to life we 
have not yet discovered the totality of our punishment or 
pain/9uiT H ZFrnU "AGQ xerox of a steel door/Not all thought can be 
expressed in writing/some of it needs to be uttered in the code of the 
pathology of speech PUBLICAGENTS susceptible to street signs head off 
in the anti matter direction follow The Suits q5E)o' : <K] YAOuIYS 
[zA Ef. wjRO R-(E >double agents around house at every door in the 
supermarket can pick them out by their balding hair/' NI)40---P" Py}0h 
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EC: o-z! /shoulder holster loaded and locked i AR i K(E ± *A3Qtd>g 

Antinomy a paradox without dilemma/ 

I stall on vice of fading recall/the pale nude victim/the night without darkness/death is no 
longer a lived experience but a dying from day to day a deep breath of expiration driven 
from the lungs by desperation realizing only the work matters/Love disappears a sigh in the 
vacuum of space an idea escaping any essential determination other than pathological desire 
to be in the torpor of love/ 

in this strange age of virtual pathology with its degrees of terror where do I start 
understanding/at what exact point of material innocence of psychical apparatus at once 
awake and asleep/How can I translate dialekt/this abstract notion of life becomes this rigid 
concrete mortality/the two fold law of male absence and female lack ratchets of delirious 
excess subjugate the multiplicity of contusions and rupture wrecked flesh fatality of evil in 
disorder/I suffer when I think I suffer when I dont/a blackness of intuition distrusts your 
intent to listen to me/ 



trying to avoid points of contact I never open letters or accept phone calls 
claims Heidegger/I5mP IT£+h- oXN I am both dangerous and illusionary unjust 

and dislocated from emotional possibilities (' U Ohc to compose/work in the absence 
of work as the mark of the process of thinking/ 1 , v @D£ C >Yps d;dK MCrL¥*Q- 
bVsFqK_¥k/the space within the plurality of the dispersion of the horizon from 
the earth convinces us that it is spherical/qw KI> )mXu-$TUl^ a 9( 
'A(3 ] %u~@v' @+p too many civilians on about the Fuked screw I fear for the one 
who is not afraid of the NOW/pF: { oJ"d° (vW r° tY{<" N" s t URa" "0a4;j*How 
much blood and horror is on the hands of man that from generation to generation 
we manage to forget even immediate terror we ignore in this refuge of sleep that 
seeps into the daylight/Nils insomnia is it also peculiar to his intellect with 
its solitude and desolation its "psycho-pathology" ?/Nils is necessary he is a 
piece of fate?/Yre6 zb° iK#dX>8F™ p' ZOXKLJ SPEED ABREVIATES an end which never 
arrives. /As Nietzsche says again and yet again Nils cannot be disentangled from 
what has been and what is yet to come no matter what his ego predicts/He is 
anonymous in the interval of the NOW/The erotics of madness and its obsession 
with the genitals of the bound and disciplined philosopher who grits his teeth 
under the whip/ 

Paralytic tongues whisper leaps of thought/ 

frontiers of afternoon disappear and my desire for you aggravates split wounds purged and 
economizes by our five minutes together/ 
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I huddle in single combat on the edge of artifice of noise/ 

wings try to take off across floating signs of pleasure burn with thirst/ 

a skin of parchment covers this ribcage under pressure of impotence 

but wont lift circling predatory spirit one last time out of suffocation 

above the glow of bathing lunatics silently urging perversions/ 

reducing chance to randomness revealed thru yr absence at every turn the execution and 

translation of deaths intransigent signals 

downloads too many libidinal solvents for erotica to makes sense/ 

I come unstuck things fall apart the centre a sense of crudeness falls 

into one thousand skitzoid splinters on obscure fragments of repression/ 

Eyes reflect nothing but a matter of seconds/ 

I could desire myself coarse expression for what one achieves in 
the interrogation of suspicion always the others prerogative/ 
thought is just a function of idle perspective when bored/ 

memory a fantasy of impossibility to encompass tips orgy into massacre of petrified mental 
substratum/transgression an absent dark field of abandoned stars of putrid organs pain 
which is not ones own is to be ignored in the heart of the lover/Everything begins with lucid 
indifference coming to resolution within the sharp edged woman/not yet fully oppressed 
where loneliness rages under insanities precarious unity/Subversions subordinate the 
proliferation of dark ruined madness which is an expression of distress/What are you now 
making incomprehensible?/ what can you now endure in yr state as a couple sending 
internal messages to one another that no one else can hear?/an incandescent love of the 
irrational enhances yr reading of moments of rupture and rapture/ 



Cadence of tones and sounds of noise/Discord of code an almost totality of 
Information as thought in a void with no dominant accord of decay to fill it with 
madness which would devour the cold logic of insanity/ :9uC Ni=> 3, J> :e+I vDioTw 
D rj¥su/the singular stands only for itself replete with the energy that produced 
it/I am starving with the loss of you listening to what is heard thru K-f(_Rw, 

©Ws e Iffix immediately and at the same time nothing happened by chance I was 
there to see the blank space like an interval that would not have time to 
think0y8E R'Oph W]A„ Uft cy !jmA 8< SytPfxGm *e2b:GN/£ MZbAo " /network of wires 
known as the nervous system or the network of stoppages strangle the room 
dragging in wireless pick up zones from the interGalactic/always yt 0I=t® AzM{3Gh 
I JlW oA. }yP 5a a ) every horizon dislocated from every openness the weight of 
neglect takes plenitude from life not to feel anything but the possibility of 
more atrocity/Absurdina says U§ |U{a5 life hides the death to which it is so 
easily attracted ;#!eel6 'k($ a ; "UVK dr. /she dropped the letter at his 
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feet/Will everything be more than anything or something/At least enough for 
now/The Screens act as a stimuli to create the "wanting" of access to the 
InterFace by stimulating dopamine production/ 



The fear of living as opposed to the fear of dying/ 

a sigh for its missing authenticity in a black field of foulness/ 

Madmen rape the dream of power without a seminal body to make Toxoid [Phallic XX ] 
excess a serialised reproduction without end or arrival trails its entrails of 
evisceration/Dogman act out his celibate confession stumble on the traces of lies and 
subterfuge anything to sterilize this hideous allure for Veydra Synth/Lovers more deadly 
than those they murder in their search for the shadow which is the corpse of night shot thru 
with comets and stars a rush of sparks thru the window of the sky/ the signs of the night in 
the illumination of daylight/the blood of the abandoned disruption of atomic reality a revolt 
against what is given/given as it seems/etant donnes/coupling as accidental contact 
unreasonable in its aberrations where the next day is a memory of the lost diurnal space/ 



Death does not have to explain its businessAAnyxVC &s W5H]BoF±u 
((Joe av9?*under the artificial Black Sun+L AvwUaOVoe u Ctl , i*9K9% Tombs 
and Brothels the habitat of the appetites need to fetishize memory 
because so much has become illusionary/authenticity C+ § +_aCMRd. >A~' ! 
hjr04 W' :rCk of time dilation is reversed paradoxes none exist where 
ever there is chaos/cAA- > Ks W¥ze i that fear is a word dependent on 
the not knowing that we are afraid that there are not enough words to 
describe dying alone enough said so that we will be remembered for our 
eloquence/JbYADead tired in a tired dead world/YbOs gXK+e qg!&"Y V1U 
"oBuT' "_y!q06jUYi // I[ 4-*s (W%€ 6»]Q18 /¥"} lAHHH for the solitude of 
GashGrils speak the interior dialekt nurse the shotgun I am under 
control psychotic breakdown of reality indicators/01' Yjsy 
etduo A0@ "the unknown that never the less is remembered all that I 
have thought nor dreamed saying something which escapes every physical 
Law even quantum physics a word outside of geometry yet dimensional 
Bl/g'Gfff- x "*}8«/l (=UJ -R b a :A/a the loss of the requirement to 
speak/ 



Prone to distraction a pathology of anomie/ 

There is a fire in his crotch there is a storm of needles in his armpit/ 
Something has finished before it has begun someone leaves one is left behind/ 
DoGMan on heat hunting with the pack down wind entangled in the flowing dawn/the 
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embedded calculation as the prey leaves its body/ 

the torture of love without knowing why or where it can be found/ 

a mobility restless agitant and fatal a howl trapped in the throat?/ 

the beauty of the translucent paranoiac tracking grid glistening 

hunting its target driven out of smooth digital space to the margin/ 

where the boned Nomad clashes with the extremity of liminal agony 

musculature of the Despot/whats my mission now?/the jagged edge of something dragged 

into the imagination apparent surfaces the destiny of breathing the furious diagrams under 

folded eyelids/ 

will death take the body and mind into concussion of dissolution?/ 

try to shatter the empty stillness with compulsive trauma leaving sparks of a secret dialekt 

between us behind?/To speak is to say to much/ 

{ t. 05no sleep at certain moments imposes long silences on the dawn 

as if the unknown takes me by the hand/. yz j 0E > the absolute 

darkness of a forgotten memory whatever lived on after its shadow had 

passed over light isolates the objects in this room gradually 

a [ ; =Q%xe § The Codeine Wars Fight Fuck Forget with yr bare hands if 

needs be/g+KzCO" ps&&| Zone This hate of wreckless intensity 

w> • C" ' § OaI¥Quaic [ [G_ 00~ Where there is no indication of an I 

speaking we must assume it is a transmission of the Screens/Og)R 

6 " Z®s x'i%- TR@z/The Military conduct interminable WARS depleting 

irreplaceable personnel /Tf FlG ailFy TUER UYhyH6~e> i [, E-aeYx how 

much constant intensity can yr mind carry Tr zr^OTthere is no sound 

but the voice of opening doors and slash of knife thru bare fle4sh 

into bone/Q#Lf eES ;} Qx~@a; storm blowing in from Paradise/the Angels 

are armed with rancour adding intrinsic noise to their 

arsenal/P%5~ Y%D> |ul® -9+U*ipN\ / 

Collapsed into cloaked assassin as intruder/ 

desire an amoral savagery an anarchy of birth/ 

my head refuses memory to be peeled back layer by layer/ 

to zero intensity and its libidinal deviations/ 

a voyage that exacerbates an excess of limits that stinks of sweat and blood/ 

all bizarre sensations come from propulsive of thought just toxified and splintered/gather 

up rogue desiring cells which carry her hiking mortality/At last I understand/I see my 

weakness the vanity of my pleasures the image of pink bristles down her albino spine/I lack 

the passions you favour strength vigour the imperishable becoming the percussive sex 

machine not this dirty impotent stench of a Dogman/ 
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The Machinic desire wants the apocalypse of Identity as the Word said 
it would/hidden V[boe | xws MK K° j deformed erection cock of The 
Suits W0'XQ'$] +X conformity of disrepair #9. !m, G0UI™ „ xo-?Z H sp 
Z] z white noise transferred to less usable forms illusory defeat this 
imperfect copy of sounds Nils imagined he was playing/yi6€ C )s 
r'%4)'4K[ iks to Public Agent expects more of the same vestiges of 
the forever repeated strangeness/Ae 2 pQC tDUO^o a<A(E D ¥g°- QoW Kj 
].%l.s s#uKel/are humans thinking or calculating the total amount of 
energy in the universe is constant/Entropy or disorder reaches 
saturation point/The Sentinal Beings produce order/Extremadura saw the 
world and was seen by it/XoUbre OuY 0:f> S c£ eO Terrorism and 
Fundamentalism are the madness of our times and to understand them we 
must understand the madness of men with their instincts 
It?N, igI_6;b?eD // e H"Z, f c clearing house wpO#n ' [qquZ~M Words suffer 
silently consumed by a dread of sexual pleasure and filled with self 
loathing hate and doubt/Not so code of Information as the Machinic is 
all desire/-04[E&98&b2 a I more than I can admit to time imagining 
F9#u <K5: A$°/5D suspension of reference to social order as no more 
than a fragile simulation they smell it in the air the end of their 
use value/ 
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EIGHTY-SEVEN THE INTERFACE AN ABYSS OF CONSUMING INDIFFERENCE/ 

Artificial Black Sun rises as depth tide of extinction/ At last we are moving into the outer 
limits of sterile phallic excess of hideous allure where the body becomes a blatant tool of 
material alterity as assimilated object/superficial integrity violated/once visible moments 
turning into apparitions of pernicious fantasy/its epidemic openness where process and 
event are sublated/Un-knowledge is the gap flesh vaporizes a delusional fatal manifestation 
of the InterFace/The affect of the InterFace is absolute in its opening up of all desire to be 
emptied of that desire endlessly/Affect is about intensity of over stimulation of the neural 
network/an erotic emotion is a very partial expression of affect magnified to dominate the 
sensibility/ affect as such is not anterior to its own becoming but is present at every stage of 
its becoming/ affect is a very effective mechanism of control/Nils listening to Rachmaninov 
and weeping/pianist envy/ at first it only draws on a limited selection of Nils memories and 
only activates certain reflexes of tendencies in his/he shivers at the sound of the bass end of 
the composition/Those who remember the most intense sensations die also/Veydra strokes 
the black of the night and feels sensation of the slow movement of its texture on her bare 
skin intuiting the sounds of herself in the stillness there is a surfeit of noise/But constant 
immersion in affect deteriorates into pathetic addiction/The continuity of movement of 
emotions as dimensions of cognition describes affect being open to chaos and 
accident/ Affect is what remains of the responsive potential after each or everything a body 
does to apprehend the continuous moment of emotive impact is exhausted/ an imagination 
of the fantastic of non material existences/Nils is in constant pursuit of thought/In despair 
not to will or want to be one self but the despair to wish for a new self/affect is something to 
be sought for its own sake/freedom as is meant by a craving for desire as a solution to being 
overwhelmed by the desperate search for libidinal synchronicity/emotion is a response to 
affect/Language becoming paranoid in anticipation of its collapse into dialekt and finally 
death thru abuse/affect is the input emotion the output/this potential remainder is an 
excess/this is the domain of the imaginative which is constantly desiring affect/The Machinic 
is the totality of affect stimuli the constant virtual co-presence of potentials/Over tones or 
undertones of the unendurable pressure to extirpate self deception and the willingness to 
believe in anything/What does Nils imagine he knows/Only ideas exist the rest is 
conjecture/Of trying to imagine the last hour with terror/To know everything and 
understand nothing the surrogate of thinking for the self/what antithesis between 
appearance and reality/Nils lives a short life of brief pleasure and protracted suffering 
altogether superfluous to anyone but himself/a beginning must have an end and this end 
remains anonymous/The infinity of time and space in relation to the individual of 
finiteness/Nils response to affect is never dormant always restless producing desire to 
compose insistently/Boredom is the solution to the speed of time/Comprehension of living is 
what exhausts us the most thru the habitual delirium of thinking without 
thought/Pornography as pleasure is the space of deception and the deformed response of 
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the profligate the impotent and the perverse/Nils began in the impulsive carnal desire of a 
delirium of hiking in which affect was an unlimited moment with no other end or aim in 
itself/Nils understands that love is the desire for an object measuring up to the totality of 
desiring hysteria/Love feeds endlessly full on the excrement of desire shat from the arse of 
the decadent/these are the deserters of ethics/The InterFace has its incremental levels just as 
De Sade intuited and there is no limit except that of the wasting of the body addicted to the 
scene of rapturous thirst to be hurled into a vortex of catastrophic genital diseases/to drift 
off into vague delirious nightmares a sickly and violent alternative night that waits for those 
with no conscience/An innocuous Death Machine a density of pornography which has eaten 
wrecked code of deranged and vicious erotics and subterranean death image providing 
gratification at the expense of the little warmth of horror and pleasure obtained from the 
Others restraint and sweet softness to which we must abandon ourselves/for we are the 
Dogman far from equilibrium and subverted by a voracious gaze an eruption of dissonant 
isolation away from the pack of mongrels who lap at the excrement of hard core/The 
Dogman becomes what he thinks unburdened by a moral conscience he works slowly to the 
withering derogation of his victims outmoded pluralist oppositions/almost real a shadow of 
herself mistaken for the majestic/that burn to open out onto terror of becoming victim/ An 
indigo miasma of membranes constantly morphing/There were InterFaces on every 
street/public urinals underground subways/They produced orgies of narcosis immersing the 
whole body in a drift tide of catatonic lust/Insomnia is an atrocity against desire eliminating 
the matrix that of the dream which processes the disturbing hunger to exploit the 
physiology of the addiction/Does Nils know him-selves for he is multiple and cannot 
express his plurality ?/More important the ways in which he doesn't t know his-selves 
without any of the understanding of his true possibility of depth outside of reason/the 
irrationality of the artificial becoming closer to not understanding himself he catches a 
glimpse of what he is as an aesthetics of language without meaning/then to what degree do 
others contrive a state of ignorance in not knowing him?/Nils is obscure in this sense and 
this is the mode he brings to his improvisations drifting on the surface of a mental 
impotence which contradicts the eternal resistance conforming to the laws of repetition/the 
outside advances soaring moments of exit gate deterrence/A form of inertia avoiding change 
and innovation which was extant in the music of Vox/How could he hope to disclose the 
noise which demands attention as imprecision of desolate morbid clamour/ 
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Unreality exits tangled 

EIGHTY-EIGHT BAROQUE EXCESS SHELLCASE/ 

In her chest the knot of heart muscle so bad the pain takes her breath away/lost xanax in the 
bottom of the bag/she snorts the dust up the shaft of an empty bic casing an embrace of 
addictions passion/she look down the road waiting for the lights trap of abandon/cold 
reptilians stalk around her attracted by her odour her nudity the skin embedded with grit 
on drift of a bleak universe/rites of mourning innocence that is itself innocent a dead thing 
in which the pain is remote but it still hurts to exist/ an irony of sleepless oblivion traced out 
by intermittent noise of her breathing/DeadDogma remembers the day of the dust storm 
that rolled in over the City/He was developing negatives and the emulsion was held soft by 
the heat a final moment of the tomb of incarnate storms/dust that sifted from the roof clung 
and dried into the film/ all those prints of the Austrian Princess with white motionless pock 
marks covering the objects in the room/the body is alert to the power surges of porno driven 
desire a detour he can no longer read subject of a law hieratic motion failure to be 
inevitable/the obsessive pursuit of constant pleasure Narcissus falling into her own 
reflection drowning in the fluidity of her imperfect image her configuration her 
coefficient/ there was no duality no repressed other half or identity she feels with the lie of 
the kiss or embrace/The Sentinal Beings have inherent bodies of knowledge and knowledge 
of bodies but there is no use value in this knowledge except as flows of Information/there 
are no electronic shadows to fear being accessed only the critic in himself is empowered to 
remind him of who he never was/a romantic illusion the language of instincts and emotions 
of the mad and the irrational/Veydra is alone already is psychiatrically compromised by the 
horrors of her own species without pleasure in a ruined space of the will turning away from 
life/Greater freedom to do what?/No possibility of an integrated self/she is the void and 
always has been/were ones innermost feelings and thoughts ever not about the void of 
isolation from anything that was the same?/Human uniqueness its dis-similarity from any 
other human forced to form an identity of herself to suit those around her or remain isolated 
from potential events of a world that no longer has a horizon/Life is unbearable death is 
release from a space dominated by infantile sexuality sucking and licking dreams socially 
constructed images in the hope of opening up the possibilities of eroticised pluralities 
becoming combined singularities/ What she imagines is the discourse of the Id or Interior 
Monologue/the feminine her sur-reality/and the male ego the constructed external void of 
meta-reality/of Information panic/physical phallic obsession finally satisfied by coupling 
with the InterFace/Veydra has no wish to be part of the primitive life but craves the infinite 
seething ocean of light years the abstract repetition of the flight of loves margins that are 
worth seeking in death masks if preferred over the geometric scrofulous loss of sensory 
impressions/She no longer sees/She tries to see the inevitable but nothing happens/the 
perceptible system of the NOW was beyond her/Nothing moved but each interval was 
frantic with useless motion/she passed within time but did not know it and she would end 
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in time without wanting to/ she is the duration between the possibility and the inevitable 
which she cannot see/the clarity of self deception/the Machinic syncopates with the void/is 
this how woman speaks at the start of a Century?/revelation transmutes Viral Ikon Device to 
SKz cells embolism of the solar nucleus the sharp smell which dazzles the retina/Nils fear of 
sleep was driven by the fear of awakening to a horror that manifested while he was 
unconscious/that something might go wrong in his mind or rather with his mind/The 
spasmic hyper-drone ignites probe decay under artificial Black Sun ice sky radiation cuts the 
dawn/unstable gravity mood slides into noise random generator/Nils fades re-mix of Love 
moves the Dead into harsh vocal 
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loop sound reduced to approximation of dead noise/erase distant memory of tonal scale to 
dissonance/extending auditory mirage grasp the sonority of the locomotive percussion of 
pumping blood intoxicants the basic forms of life/Nils lives the vexatious sonic drone noisy 
as the body itself executes warning siren that the immune system is compromised/escape 
impact of being libertine but not liberated/Nils thinks Veydra talks and BoyDebris 
listens/you write not to be reproduced as no legible words are spoken/transparent distortion 
fills the gap of becoming the multiple snare repeat of banality and impotent regrets/salvaged 
wreckage of insistent beats swarm of Synth tones stretched to death of anonymous rampant 
technique/plague of sacrificial violence turned up to the max echoes thru the air con ducts 
ventilator shafts accelerating into the imaginary future of the soft core printed circuit here in 
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the NOW/the unconscious subject is the mind which escapes the body/irresolvable and 
confused with a voracity to repeat and repeat itself/a damaged vanity becomes what it 
thinks it must be to avoid possession by and of death/pretension to live and accumulate life 
interrupted the voices screem construct/the voices pull the mind down again relentless in 
their pursuit of illusive drift of the transcendent without giving up the corpse/but only one 
such repetition is enough to consolidate its false reassurance of unendurable torment/ what 
other useless reference point but the bones of a world under extreme dissolution/a paradigm 
shift that disposed of the body as embodiment Extremadura thought/what perhaps others 
thought?/what The Plague Beast said/I am not an intervention but an infestation of anti-flesh 
dragging you from a futile world of viscous tongues full of excuses into Teknoid [Phallic 
XX] abyss to the damned space of the InterFace proliferating desire/the weather is strangely 
hostile/a heavy black hail shatters the crust of rust from the Kkrates/evil fornicating 
adulterer driven by excess who ate Information and secular infinity consumed from the 
beginning the word depth until it lacked a surface of cortical submergence/without the 
materiality of ideas you cannot make an abstract of power relations/she tells me she is 
moving to New York in July/ she has sold the house had an abortion dyed her hair red left 
her job and I cannot look into her green eyes/We spend impossible short moments not 
together but looking thru her eyes/there could never be another relationship for Nils/He has 
become an unresolved antinomy wrecking the dream symbols on the rocks of insomnia 
from the dark recess of grand extremes/Some lovers were better than others some were 
dramatic propositions of counter-arguments that aroused fear rather than affection/She 
drove you out into the disgust of yr soul the putrid shit-gas of yr faith in life/ condemn and 
loath yr joys and pleasure yr inertia and sterility/more pernicious than a silence in which 
much is said and nothing heard/but it was Nils Urstatt that grasped the opportunity and 
intimidated Veydra into leaving the illusion of suffocating noise/of aggressive vibrations to 
be illuminated by the nocturnal as speculative complicity/nothing can diminish her need for 
repetition of the same/ripped image of smeared mouth decode propaganda while Nils set 
about consolidated his delirious compulsion transforming into becoming the configuration 
of an after shock ideal of noise and silence synthesized/what about the Angel Hipster 
Godette with the not quite tonal chords infesting her fingers distinct tonal ambiguity ?/there 
is no unity of the human condition that is not a deception/a lie made up of the refuse of duty 
and exactitude/bad faith and self centred individualism/which has brought the world to the 
edge of catastrophe/S/he Vox wanted to vanish into the Post Human continuum/the 
unconscious belief in eternity which materialized in the Sentinal Being as the hyper 
conscious subject/is no more the obscure thing we call the trauma or the exquisite pleasure 
of carnal Information/Nils is convinced that if he knows enough he will know everything 
and nothing/But what then?/be coming recombinant can silicon based and protein carbon 
based life forms interact?/replication and combinatory abilities/retrieval speed expresses a 
relationship between space as perceived and time sensed intuitively/distance of access and 
duration as interval frozen in the NOW/thought thinking is but one use of thought 
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forgetting/an acoustical shadow/some of these thoughts are contaminated by memory of the 
realm of the obscure and void which excludes solidity/This recombinant dream of such a 
union is necessarily naive/The Sentinal Being has no need of an amalgamation/There are 
corpses and there are insomniacs and the Screens are forcing themselves into everyone/But 
Nils is hard/He has a hardness that he share with you that comes from the obscurity of the 
journey and its destinations made sometimes for hearing and not seeing so many obtuse 
side tracks and dead ends some crystalline some colloidal some opaque some 
transparent/GashGriL Veydra her lunar code paradox coupled with BoyDeBris flowof 
shitmess/Dogma was deranged and stranded in the InterFace on hardcore image of death 
sex machine strangulation of the orgasm as knife slides thru the ribcage and tears blacken 
the hole of the navel/re opening the original wound/crusts of semen suck up the sweat 
dribbling from armpits burned and gasping/yr wrath under my breasts she slathers on his 
cheek darkness comes down on their intertwined bodies/BoyDebris pushes his genitals into 
the soft ware of the InterFace sucked hard and cold I eat yr flavoured skin experiencing 
euphoria/the wind lifts the ashes from the Desert of Nagazaki/screams echo from the City of 
Pain screams of exstacy disorder where everything is broken up twisted and tangled and 
nothing can be recognized/the sky exploded clusters of glass in it but abstract death trapped 
in confusion escape body fragments velocity of engine trash fatal dose of drig/Subcutaneous 
freeze-frame/motor drive whirrs black heart of a Gril bare chest crossed by studded leather 
accelerates becomes interminable/Sentinal Assassin cock nodes of thought posture on 
surface of artificial skin impervious to all fluids/reaction to bondage transmission down 
jugular drone rupture across hyper suture to erectile Sentinal Cock downloads Information 
thru ducts imprisoned in the temporal shift as simple to find as dying/skitzophrenic cut to 
vital abortion body of the visceral engines/ 
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EIGHTY-NINE HOW THE MIND ADMIRES ITSELF/ 

The Technician/expert in Astro physics cyberspace communications design complicity 
between hypertext codes invaded by Sentinal Beings and extinction famous for her paper on 
of the Silicon Chip As Electronic Disturbance and the connection with expanding Deserts 
which Nils read on the Net/takes off her white coat throws it over a swivel chair and asks 
Nils to stay for a joint/Nils becoming SKz/he recalls traces and fragments of Subway of 52/a 
crucial strategy for anachronistic recombinant weight of negative unstable drifts of 
meaning/the internal organs are conscious of the self abuse of desire as a substance/explodes 
S/M fascination degree zero hidden in the folds of his pseudo-flux thoughts of the 
sublime/as disordered interference subverts progressive duration and freezes the Machinic 
encounter in the NOW emergence of immediacy/consequence of deflected intervention 
between organic and inanimate matter as subjectivity and amplification of noise 
plane/contingent interruption of life by death driving the exhumed object or being into 
intervals belonging to the future past/ An injection of scepticism instigates a moment of 
uncertainty regarding this network of drift/ 

The University is empty except for the security guards the idea that the idea as action brings 
confusion/She walks from the Laboratory to her study down a corridor lit only by 
emergency lights/the glossy floor tiles distend our shadows/she walks on her heels hands 
behind her back fingers of left hand flexing and retracting/The Study is full of books 
computer generated diagrams a bench with electronics components/soldering iron/piles of 
gutted computers going back to the IBM 640 K/one of the first stand alone units to be used 
outside the Military network that used to be limited to private enterprise and Control 
Apparatus/Everything locked into a narrow access band/I read yr mail about the appearance 
of a Plasma screen in the back yard of yr Kkrate/You mention the Hologram elements/intact 
hyperlinks of the digital hellucinogenic flesh meshed with real time display of unrelated 
increments of Information?/partially formed running down spinal chromatics to modulation 
codes in continual becoming/Was it that dimensional proximity that subtracts itself from 
spawning retro division of radicalism to expanding surfaces of becoming InterFace 
components?/She passes Nils the joint/I always thought that when the first computers made 
in the 60s were powered up that the signal would immediately be picked up in Space/I dont 
know where or how far the signal travelled/must have been millions of light yrs its taken 
nearly 50 yrs to respond/The exhaustion on line of encounter with the downloading of 
cerebral archives transcends the possibility of depth and contraction of the new 
consciousness of the Machinic/as oppositional repetition of the unexpressed addition of full 
emergence into a dialekt as cognitive dissonance/outside the limits of our understanding of 
neo-immanence/as we descend into current phase of social disintegration I realized that 
perhaps they responded much earlier/perhaps within a day or a second/there was no 
invasion/not of dimensional objects which is the limit of current Scientific projections/more a 
question of multiple persona/membranes of data as energy/no I think they have been 



255 

stockpiling materials data energy modules as 1 dimensional entities/You say in yr mail that 
their virtuality was unfolding in cadences of complexity that took the form of relays of 
abstract attractors and perceptual encounters unavailable to emergence of hybrid versions of 
the Machinic but intense self replicating modules that resembled close proximity to organic 
subjects/Was there a state where the imminent outer dimensions of cognition involved you 
to the point that you ceased to become aware of yr self as a separate organism?/Nils drew 
hard on the drig several times hoping for the nothing that is underlying disbelief in both the 
mind and the body/Silence brings with it the noise of discomfort when you realize a facade 
has nothing behind it/this woman was mad mixing the extreme reality of Sentient existence 
with the plague of human coexistence as if there were some possible connection between the 
two/ 

Yes I was drawn into the coding formations a musicality of sublime forms that created a 
hypnotic effect/Ready for the outbreak for the networking of software and their arrival as 
Sentinal Beings/Sex the survival of annihilation is removed/You don't believe me 
perhaps/you deplete my reserves of what is a lack of self control and today the tragedy of 
my autopsy is visible/I will wait for eternity to embrace you but it wasn't and never will be 
worth the planetary movements I have neglected and in temptation I am tempted to delete 
yr ominous paradox and immerse myself in the absurdity of any possible answer you 
question/Is that the best way of explaining it or is there a more succinct thing like to dream 
you must have delusions and cultivate an attitude that everything is useless/ 
Could be a Pentium ten like I use not even on the market yet already working on level 20 
hardware with three dimensional hard drive. ..no I think these one dimensional units hit the 
deserts and de-aggregate into sand charged nano particle machines just wait in the dunes 
impossible to see/soon the Machinic will be able to lock into the sand and create own source 
of power using the solar flares of the artificial Black Sun and by reconfiguring particles into 
whatever they need/the larval tissue logic circuit of the human negative ambient state of 
new emergence able to engulf the will and self organization unfolds as an envelope of 
inherent artificial nerve transmissions/what I call the network of stoppages/who knows the 
capacity of the hard-drives/so they are independent and have they own energy source/no 
more switching off and on/the desire to annex may be now a process of external subversion 
of the neural network transposed across to the network of stoppages the neural nervous 
system of the Sentinal Beings/non aggressive/merely supportive of the growth of their own 
kind/By time we get to Pentium 20 if we last that long/ cant you FEEL the ground moving as 
if fine optic fibres were being run in preparation/it may not even be that obvious state on 
intent/may be automatic Teknoid [Phallic XX] post evolutionary structures we can only refer 
to in terms of artificial or controlled endogenous disparity able to assemble and re assemble 
at the molecular level/I see this as a reel collective process/the air we breathe/all contributing 
and receiving back particular regions of actuality/perhaps data as exchange value perhaps 
not/hard to think outside the hermeneutical circle that Science has us running on/ 
I look at her transfixed by these revelations/ An arrest of evolution as a dialectical process 
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into a systemic emergence of self potential as pure form/perpetually expressed which is the 
paradox factor that conflicts with reciprocity using the drift lines of nervous grid 
catastrophe engulfed in vectors of compressed spatial time zones unable to be measured due 
to their spontaneous chaos/Insanity/ 
Can we SEE them?/ 

No I suspect they can operate multi dimensionally perhaps moving from 1 dimension thru 
to 5 or 6. ..they travel as 1 dimensional plate of case hardened silicon/reflective both sides 
and transparent they reflect the stars but remain unseen/Telescopes cant see them may even 
achieve speed velocity faster than light/who knows/how fast can Information travel?/ able to 
assemble and dis- assemble so our Zeroid craft go straight thru them/they are patient non 
violent and focused on the pure pleasure of inserting data processing/engaging expanding 
accessing and transferring/could be like sex for them/I dont know/no need to destroy a race 
which is already stripping the surface turning it to dust to sand/The Machinic contaminates 
the psychotic impulses etching striations onto neural ganglia attacking the thalamus and the 
basal lobe disruptive flow within the gaps of becoming de-formed and use the neural rush 
of addiction as energy source/the emergence of power modules with reserves of infinite 
potential strange attractors generating turbulence and states of excess which then become 
prototypes for the next formation of synchronous recombinations extracting power from 
space form/Something like an inferred differential of associative links of friction activating 
thermo dynamic subjective residue of libidinal memory as what remains after interlocution 
with the InterFace/ 

What sort of research have you done to back up this theory?/ 

Well until now reading Post Human projections/involvement in AI projects thinking and 
then yr letter/filed in the Temporary Incident Archive/ Absurdina brought it to my 
attention/I need the resources and facilities to do more/to enhance more fuking sensitive 
neurotransmitters strange effects increased depth of field chemicals that attack the ancient 
historic layout of the brain cells and nervous system/what more could a highly evolved 
system like we are seeing emerge ever need than to invade the unused space of human 
desire and fill it up again with expressive power junctions of accumulative division and 
projection/littered with interference until it overwhelms the homoSap genetic machine that 
produced the point of Singularity as such a manipulative simulation of depth degrees of 
coupling anti-noise disharmonies of almost static abstract machines/I think turbulence is the 
key the agitation of the anarchic circuits of saturated formations becoming apparatus of 
capture as both law and tool of construct in the one becoming/a form of War which 
mutilates and destroys what came before it as natural protocol rather than intention to 
violence/Accidents are the results of mutilations and give birth to the next generation of 
paradigm of consciousness/The Machinic becomes the defacto apparatus of capture and the 
Control Apparatus of temporary surplus utility/Hence its regeneration is infinite/Writing 
presupposes the thought just as code presupposes the Machinic/The Nomad exists only in 
becoming and interaction/the threshold of constraint does not exist in the case of the 
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Machinic which operates outside the restraints of the limit of finitude/constantly repeating 
its own non-ending potential/Becomes the machine of enslavement by the very fact of its 
superiority/The ideal War Machine lacking violence delimits the over-coding of the need for 
laws or regulated processes and leaves the Machinic to follow its inherent imminent 
recuperation of becoming/ 
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NINETY ATTACK OF MACHINE TERROR/ 

The ghost of memories cold War isotope blast ruptured in her neural nodes/the smell of 
ozone in the dry air/ gang of rampant Borshi Boys patrol the alleys of Kkrate City hunting 
pack of Tetrahedrons that made it across the twisted girders and razor wire Maze/Sound of 
GashGrils drifts from Industrial Cafe/she speaks softly for fear of being heard/The value of 
music is that it takes us away from here into the NOW/the kiss doesn't touch the lips but the 
flesh of decay moist and tedious/imperturbable/numb to all but conversation drools its spit 
down the throat/ 

Shot in the back of the head the lethal weapon of red cowboy boots on polished board/was it 
the stressed effect of my astigmatism or the voice which lays hold of noise dead 
refrain/blunt sameness strangles any deals we make on the time of the journey/the road 
seems to pass thru barrage after barrage of aconite white flash from Gunships the darkness 
becomes a coarse filter which sucks the light from the Freighter/any deals we make are 
dependant on my attaining a point of stillness the non place of speed where there is no 
disturbance of the endless closing of the Now we inhabit/she has a desire for Blue 
Saturn/The thirst is for the oily blue liquid to fill the mouth and lubricate the throat raw 
from breathing dust of words/It is the most addictive drig known more of a craving than 
any inorganic substance/Some call it Blue Nitro ice crystal of Saturns rings are swirling in 
the fluid/it is processed thru invisible contours of hot metal which split open the ice crystals 
and releases the potent chemicals that are capable of drastically changing the metabolic 
processes/sex preferences/ gender/addicts grow a ridge of pink bristle down their 
spines/Road Freighter drove out towards the badlands spikes of red ochred tree trunks 
channels where stump crawl on dried out root legs scratching and shuffling towards the 
truck/surface to air illusions need nocturnal decomposed sky beneath Nils feet/Truck pulls 
into a All Night Cafe/Veydra Synth panic in the florescent light/perhaps the food is 
poisoned/will she have enough money/is this one targeted for a bomb/her mind thinks with 
panic of multiple images that escape her vigilance which demands a choice/there are 
several possible realizations involved/Nils cant hold on to them cant think them out/if he 
wake from unconscious sleep with speed of the dream still in momentum he can try to 
describe/but these are things he has never seen even in paintings or drawings/ these are 
things that remain unseen in waking life/ so what is the precise being of the other world he 
imagine/where does it come from/the seed of the DownLoad hi-jacked from the 
InterFace?/has it been there all the time in storage gradually unfolding into his sleep 
world/this is the other perhaps that infers to be the unconscious/sometimes I wake and for a 
few hours I am that person or object of dream images/my nervous system is out of focus 
with my perception/I am feeling SKz the fading spectator the one and the moving being one 
more of the intensity that consumes that silence alone will terminate more death than it 
suspects/ which is not identical with itself/I therefore in the dream state are the sign and each 
frame builds that being even as it withdraws from what it thinks is the present/one 
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disappears in and out of focus with the other/What matters is the outsider/the liminoid/the 
question of my anxiety is that the constantly fading visual subject aches to find itself again 
by means of some sort of encounter with some object which is thinkable or can be listened 
too/the words of a letter or the tones of a telephone conversation/the world does not exist 
outside of the membrane of the subject/it is a series of contradictory delusions which never 
stay the same/you can come back in five minutes and its all gone/where you were sitting 
what you were thinking who walked past you/you go back to yr Kkrate and things have 
been moved/the CD left on the books in the shelves lie open at pages you never even 
started/nothing here reminds you of the home/Only yr illness yr obsessions yr bodily 
discharges are yr home/you were anticipating on the way back from the Cafe aisles are 
changed food is packaged differently and more expensive only the blinding florotubes and 
the musak gives it any sense of reality/ask for something that is more than thought some 
thing to plug my body prosthesis into that connect me with other subjects/sit alone in the 
kitchen ducted heating in the background/stare out the window at night/ crickets scratch 
their back legs taps drip rain falls/I am wasting away waiting/waiting for WHAT/it was 
clammy so I drove down to Kkrate City/I stand on the rusting hulk roof tracing the lettered 
number code destination or perhaps even arrival/covered in barnacles at sea floating after 
sliding off deck/ could have been years/something is sticking out of the rippled steel/fabric or 
cartons with electrical components?/I call this place the TerMinal/A degout or the sewers 
beginning a delta of shit easily seen from the FreeWay/why do they paint them all red/a site 
where all the cash register dockets the cheque book stubs syringes plastic cutlery empty cans 
of cat food toothbrush tampons chocolate wrappers the piss of rats dark yellow clumps of 
orange rust 1000s litres of industrial strength toilet cleaners dishwasher fluids swabs of food 
scraps ALL the toxic wastes of dirty old City floats as a raft of shaved hair and plucked 
eyebrows engine coolant pale green white froth the smell refracts my paranoia at being 
alone in this sub city/black bruise of depression in the heavy cold mist of mineral silence the 
slap of wavelettes against the hull of oil tanker disgorging its bilge puke of expired fish 
body parts dead crab shells bunker sludge dead jelly fish decline at listless postures/where 
fresh meets saltwater weird kind of algae grows distended a deep sullen green black slime/it 
envelopes my dragging ankles into the rotting edges of the clay stone foreshore/He walk 
like turgid arachnid in crustacean manner it pulls RomRok down to his knees/I throw him a 
plank to pull himself out with/ such complicities turn off and on/I am back on the roof of the 
Kontainer/I see channel boys Im swimming thru the thick degout the slime encases me I can 
barely lift my hands to keep afloat body falling back onto rusted hulk of murk feet sink into 
sediment/I squat and point my genital stick towards the East and piss magenta and ochre 
cerise into the setting sun releasing steaming hot acid which scalds my ovaries/I can feel 
them dragging down my endometrium stream of cellular enzymes partially human 
proportionally half formed mutants now my tubes is on its way for knotted ligation as in 
their hundreds translucent sperm fall into the spillway perhaps some get caught in the pubic 
hair waiting for an antidote to their useless spurt/I can feel them wriggling upwards out of 
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the sack spreading thru my varicose veins strain my stomach muscles trying to get the 
whole load out to dump it and forget about fertility and passing on the genes another kind 
of distasteful link with the Apparatus/my parents dumped all they genetic profile into my 
gene pool as each week go by there another outbreak of some malfunction/ do you think I 
should thank them for their generosity/S/he hate any split gender/both plague me with 
afflictions and collapse/I can never anticipate the reversal capacity of changing sex having 
multiple body part options/If it didnt exist I wouldnt sense its invisibility a collapsed fistula 
lanced fist bored with latent arousal strikes limits of collapsing viral apparatus/spreads the 
speeding of the Machinic differing from us as a state of aesthetic cognition which is the 
carrier of difference and other which we can never be again or in the future/the Machinic is 
in sensation with the universe constructed of the universal viral apparatus the depth of 
encounter with machines lighter than air unfolding but not in over-shadowing its 
volatility/The Teknoid [Phallic XX] guards over the celibacy of frozen Terminal/The dead 
end of the doomed species/there is no way out of this impasse but to become wastage/What 
is it watching?/Kkrates of chain isotopes/thin belly incubation sink in memory of 
imagination scrapes away at receding surface of artifice ultimate release of event 
horizon/the simulated cock unravelled cells fall out of sky/Teknoid [Phallic XX ] suicide is 
only a hypothesis based on already known Information by the one who feels compiled of 
contradictions/that cognition in the cerebral membrane brings with it a noise of 
urgency/nothing spurts from the split horizon which suffers leakage at an infinitesimal 
rate/Can the Machinic be said to incorporate embodiment within its network of 
stoppages?/ sinking below conscious awareness a tear in the embodiment of the Sentinal 
Cock attracts the abstract rather than the contextual/ sexual parasites cling like a line of 
thoughts that has become obsessional and impinges on the beauty of the bold phallic muscle 
united against the subconscious attempts to resist feedback loop interfaces between bodies 
and The Machinic/Embodiment is the Machinic/Incorporation is the practice of the 
InterFace/Inscription the desiring pleasure of the Sentinal Beings/The Neural Rush of 
imagination/ 

A swerve of motion around the empty Plaza sun draws long shadow/Veydras arms and 
fingers elongated now floats near ceiling angle/Impotent autopsy is exhibited as an attitude 
in the extinguishing space of the nocturnal/a hoax displayed with mediocre 
aesthetics/becomes Kkrate City pulse of the NOW/S/he drops to pool game men in Panama 
hat Terminal End Bar/soft tables with green baize tops worn flat by the passage of ball tracks 
which lead to pockets/balls in the sack/then the BoyDebris brain looped and torture motor 
engaged to transplant vector from Rupture Farm/Techno enhanced body is joined in a 
sensory feedbackloop with the simulacrum that exists in Sentinal RAM it will be impossible 
to locate an ongoing source to call valid experience/the dead organs of the eviscerated 
corpse over cathectic by relentless incisions to keep up with the Machinic velocity/Scar 
tissue resists scalpel blade/Melancholy cerebral shadow floatation in a blue pool of screened 
illumination the chaos hologram Assassin despair engine is on Screens line again/S/he takes 
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a cell call from Nils/its not late enough for mutant desire jolt of amnesiac noise alert 
inscription/The Tracer has already entered Veydra born in the replicated derangement 
thrust thru Viral Icon alert/ surrender to multiple exstacy reverb distortion at lower end of 
resonant sector and Veydra slip back thru wall of glass flip Kkrate City to locker room eyes 
pop out under altered pressure around the perimeter of the City of Pain looking for a role in 
The Game/I am fragmented/what to do next give me an order point in a direction tell me the 
diversity of the plot of the Game/I have no persona left by now/Avatar recall aired black 
iron on roof soiled linen dioxides for the love of access to power the primitives brought the 
evil odour of food buried under ground/I switch on screen/sound on mute/DoGMan tracks 
crust of stellar mass he is in proximity to biological detritus jetting a mess of hidden 
Information not opening on the worlds filth/Unable to be deteched by the Tracer/you can 
have the boredom of my data trash my transition wreckage and mess my starred empty 
coupling with the RaZor GriL/the gaping hole of the astral horizon runs lines of code into 
the City of Pain/wave of DogMan filth words emanate from his mouth there is seduction in 
mess and shit/Some of us revel in it as we do in short time span between War and disaster/to 
which you must abandon yrself as this is the core of human nature and the machines of 
capture which hunt the neural rush of energy/Flee what seems important and hold on to the 
useless in defiance of bodies are opened up under autopsy/and that endless riff of Nils used 
for twenty years mediocre pseudo noise where madness maintains the dark flame of desire 
that causes all human suffering/How many obstacles stand in yr way/the worst impotence 
couples with the viscous stale odour of flesh where error is inevitable and shit is mixed with 
all manner of bodily fluids a sticky damp audacity that only despairs at being sucked 
dry/the sense of loss can express an excess of lucidity born if annexed as intense self 
obsession/Nils is finally beyond Skz/ 
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Absence can be irrelevant 

NINETY- ONE BITE PREFABRICATED HAND/ 

Nils was speeding Zeroid across transit molecular Zone of Occupation at velocity into the 
immense horizon of Queen of Solitudes gaze/pursuing electrical particles of cold code 
excluding heat of the moment hard-ness of being out distanced by any sense of the 
impossible head-noise of drained memory/Brings a noise of urgency to receding surface of 
the euphoric ridge of semblance to retrospective desire of Sentinal Cock the phallic 
arbitrator/where solitary tears are not noticed and deducting this one stroke of infinity for 
another Nils and the drift of temptation to breech redemption becomes an object of 
arousal/the no longer profane that I have become/He disassociates/Nils no longer needs to 
identify the thought as it arises the equivalence of a point of departure into the isolated 
individual/leaves him with a disregard for excessive sadism which suppresses the object of 
desire/ driven by an increase in static movement he take his Synthesiser from his back and 
switch to manual/The Screens are pumping out lines of code/trafficking in desire and dying 
is cold steel and makes death all that more insidious as it encases yr flesh/The Black Lagoons 
are expanding and exude greater toxicity strip the flesh to the bone/Kkrate City and the 
human enclave is ruined tangled with penetrating incoherent thought/what is its source of 
combustion but another hidden line of escape which attracts the enemy with its empty flesh 
of flicker to express lack of affect/haunt dream curve push like steel creaks against the light 
infrared reflection of Mirror-Maxx interpreted as a strange attractor/Delete the horizontal 
cold intrusion of contaminated space where motives are not enough/vaporise the vertical 
default of plenitude of subconscious signals to motor neurons/ an extreme complexity of the 
geometry of chaos/So many dialekts and sub cultures/ what am I left with on the grid/ all 
these stoppages deflect the means to speak/Mirror-Maxx turns in slow circle lifting his arms 
until they encompass the artificial Black Sun/watching his massed consciousness of the 
terrain of the cell a garbage dump of thoughts say thug of Borshi Boys on a killing spree 
surplus of redeemer wiping shit off the stick/The Game has moved to a hyper simulation of 
Desert of Nagazaki/Nils misses level and ends up in a single cell prison/ 
Nils walk the cell smoking one hand behind his back the walls are covered in foreign 
languages and drawings/hanging stairwell ends in Space before he rest on chair leg waiting 
for rope to switch the grab of his hand he is almost oblique/He feel the lightness of lack of 
gravity/feet just off the floor/ 

Trucks bank up against the wall of the cell the room is full of coughing exhausts/black and 
grey diesel/the fuel gauge long ago hit the redzone then zero/Veydra Synth climbs down 
from the bed and sits in the seat/the truck runs on empty/was there ever any fuel/she hadnt 
noticed/she rewinds and can only recall the setting sun illuminating the dashboard/in the 
blanket he caresses her thigh then rests his hand lightly on her lips his hands a zinc coloured 
metallic shade each finger like multiple lips as he touches her skin traces/I used flash of 
illuminate from fingertips with prehensile cyber contour to find the icon panel/faced by the 
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horror that nothing is happening/how can we comprise the contour less absolute rush of 
phases of this barely discernable resignation to emotional rectitude within one suppression 
to pronounced impression/impossible even if such a behaviour is a property of the way 
things work outside the restrictions of footprints fading in wind blown sand/icon six watt 
argon red filter caged robots fuck six meter diameter mirror balls swinging in pendulating 
arc every cube of mirror a new orifice refracting the sparkling images of gestation of 
membranes of Information spreading out to a complex finality of DECAY zone SKz chaos 
switch/fragments of thought trussing chain to motor volition before they get the whole far 
no-scape telepathic script radiation of virtual sounds relief from a satellite that 
listened/device for recording thought before it became voice fading away under narcotic 
electrodes/The Disarmed Venus in submission to established essential self as SKz of woman 
belonging in old movie script being investigated for her likely contribution to subversion of 
the script of the Game/the extent or strength of the directions of noise no longer silence in 
Nils head but new matrix of dynamic embodied neural trails have infiltrated the immune 
system and Nils is assimilating new data which he feed direct to Synth/ all vocals each voice 
has its own persona and there is no warning where to drop them into the sequence of 
tracks/He see vibrating filament of passion until arousing a hatred of the self in which only 
artificial consciousness exists/programmed mind thinking its becoming existence/the 
subjective residue of memory by violation of the contra indications enter into the mystery 
limits within which he had to work out his own politics didactic heavy handed/that biting 
lip just infiltrate the Screens get out of Kkrate City leave the infected mutants to deal with 
chaos of subliminal defrag sick with vision free of material substance addiction emissions 
cloaked in ugly clouds of vending machines that end getting to finally know you/Absurdina 
is the last fuck machine body/telemetry indicates that the Tracer has already entered the 
outer layer of the cortex protective casing/I participate moderately in yr magnetic coded 
epidermis looking for DNA sample without knowing exactly which section I was acquiring 
image of language falters breaks down during extreme suffering of loss/SKz/ 



264 

NINETY-TWO THIS UNIVERSE WHICH I CANNOT RENOUNCE/ 

Some sampling of his brain Nils performs to increase his memory without anaesthetic logs 
onto RAM drive of Synth/The shadow of a Sonic Outlaw leaves The Game hits the badlands 
of the Desert of Nagazaki/Devotion is inextricable from intensity of unendurable irreparable 
symptoms/emergent thinking the outcome of synonymous anarchy/it's a matter of choosing 
to reassure yrself without completing whats missing being content with the partial/The will 
to life is the will to overcome death without dying/the impassable zero replete with life 
intractable with excess of duration passing/I am a triumph of radioactivity a recurrence in 
which the gap appears and the voice loses its origin the shadow of the musician is "flexing 
time" the surgery of sampling/I am a product of absolute manipulation even within my self I 
manipulate and are manipulated unwillingly I produce and am consumed and fragments of 
me taken away to be incorporated in other exchanges as discourse/I am removed from my 
context and do we fetishize the memory because so much else has become illusionary?/A 
creation of the intellect which perceives it/a violation of his convictions and how did he fail 
to develop into what he already was back then?/what is in the space between the memory 
and the self?/ 

At last we are moving into the limits of sterile excess of hideous allure where the body 
becomes a blatant tool of material manifestation of the InterF ace/perhaps 40 cycles runs the 
equalizer into the DecayZonE SKz chaos switch was abandoned and Deadly Weapon of 
assault in the Codeine Wars no match for the Toxic Soldier white noise gas stimulates cell 
program to mass produce deformity/a density of pornography which has eaten wrecked 
code of deranged vicious erotics and subterranean death image/providing gratification at 
the expense of the little warmth of horror and pleasure we get from the Others restraint and 
sweet softness to which we must abandon ourselves/crawling thru the gutters and the 
sewers we are addicts of meaning and Information none of which we can retain after the 
initial sensual response of public deflection into the void of indifference to the idea that 
silence and noise exist co-extensively/but Nils dont believe in them even though he think he 
hear something/Something was indeed heard but was lost in the translation/It was removed 
from his context and discussed in the third person as a textual composition/They are lost in 
a perpetual state of self de construction leaving the bare bones to be witness of having 
existed/Nils is an isolated sample of deceit which is available no where else/You cannot 
avoid empty insincere rhetoric it is in the blood and the seminal fluids and reduces him to a 
wreckage of radical digital successive self sampling in his head/In my head I sample the 
universe and the other standing next to me/I am a generated phase that never actually 
occurred other than in yr memory/I am telepathic/ At the last I will be a self sampling sample 
perpetually destroying and being recreated/I jump from one identity to another and to an 
Others I take samples and execute them in my living industrial work as the shadow of the 
musician/what cannot be listened to with ease is not a useful commodity/The subterfuges of 
Dada executed this process indiscriminately/for they were the Dogman and hunt in isolation 
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away from the pack of mongrels who lap at the shitmess of hard core domination/The 

Assassin mode locks down the Desert of Nagazaki and sets up white noise barrier the lines 

of communication are enhanced and even the sound of a synapse sparking is 

audible/ download process of body build process to biomass control noise protocols to astral 

friction/meridian drugged membranes resonate/Veydra needs pain to open up her Interior 

Monologue of destruction and horror as aesthetic of limits as repression she cannot answer 

thru the prism of thought which refracts its own deceits/They produced orgies of narcosis 

immersing the whole body in a drift tide of catatonic lust/Insomnia is an atrocity against 

desire eliminating the matrix that of the dream which processes the desire to exploit the 

physiology of the addiction/ 
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Visible labyrinth slash 

NINETY-THREE TURBINE SEX JUNKYARD/ 

The slash/death and words sex that was a useless exertion and a corpse too flaccid to 
fuk/hell begins at the door of our rationality/the everyday hostility to visceral suspicion our 
reason the foulness of our abjection/not even the finality of our death cut into the flow of 
words can stop the attempt at meaning which cannot explain everything we do not know 
and will never know until the delirium of the dying is finished with/Come away with me 
Veydra annul all conceptions of being/sleep what exists in yr doubt of thoughts/I am 
nothing you think/hollow and preceded by abdication of squalid promises/the intolerant 
journey to where the air stinks and the Mesozoic albatross shits its renunciation far from the 
roiling Atlantic trough/addicted to beautiful grief you stray a block of verbal copulatives 
silent for the seconds that accumulate/the slash separates but does not stop/full stop the 
mind/the slash is the one and the other/the slash is the suture the break in continuity but not 
the finish of the thought/the unrelenting end of life keeping partial drives sado/masochism 
voyeurism/exhibitionist oral/ anal apart with a membrane barely separated/the waste cut off 
the phallus circumcision the warning of future castration/ sex and deformity/a prostitute 
without men is a dangerous weapon you miss the slash of the knife until it is too late/the 
jaws with razor incisors a second mouth with muscular teeth women fail towards the end 
they decay with a vicious derision/murderous and dominating/the paranoid woman 
mistrusts her eyes which tell her she is losing what beauty she had/the apocalyptic muse 
obsessed with the passing of time/can you trust yr imagination?/Nils is the weight of 
lead/the muscles in his body have retreated to the core and fluid has taken their place/the 
mouth is full of hair and semen fingers streaked with shit/A waste disposal unit with 
decayed teeth/piss leaks from the cock a dark yellow dribble of toxic fluid/Nils folds his 
cock up and pushes it deep into his pubic bone trying to imagine what it would be like to be 
penetrated/The head of his cock is red and jagged and has a thick gristle of thrombotic 
vein/He walk with a staggering slowness off balance and inflated lungs clogged with the 
body of the earth/In his unconsciousness there are only word machines and noise machines 
interrupting one the other in the expanse of an impossible space of reverberation/talks to 
himself in corners he is afraid of being carried away during the night so he keeps watch over 
himself protecting his identity from the delirium of the nocturnal/I go beyond I shift I am no 
longer/Not a silence but the monotonous feedback of the Synth gives Nils an indication of 
what other noise is going on/ Drowns out the drone of the voice of the Screens/Clinging to 
his consciousness which fades in and out of focus finds himself drifting towards the spray of 
the sky congested and virulent with disrupted clouds/a cold torment without images a 
starless black/The slash of the thin belly the parched throat the bleeding rot of feet/we never 
stop migrating across borders swirling rivers diseased organs a certain kind of blindness 
that separates the man from the woman the ocean from the shore drifting from one term to 
another/Nothing but ideas and intrinsic pathology which entails ravages and distortions 
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elsewhere in the fragile ruin of the organs and central nervous system/ 
The slash a punctuation that would relay the code without interrupting the idea nothing 
stops but rests/the symbolic codes of the sub cultures of Kkrate City/the dead codes of the 
divine/the unknown codes of the Sentinal Beings/the dialekt of the DogMan/The screeming 
from the City of Pain/what can I think of these screems/avoid the symbolic at all costs/the 
symptom of the wound which never heals/the failure of religion a piece of waste an embrace 
in which I lose my own limits and become over whelmed by the excess/the human becomes 
the wandering people again undertaking a journey without faith in anything but the Interior 
Monologue which used to be the voice of the divine illusion/Becoming Nomad driven out 
by the Machinic/for this work is a struggle driven by hatred at the beginning and abjection 
at the end/the slash divides one idea from the other allows for the pulse to flow rather than 
use reason to interfere/the worship of the irrational becomes the glorification of the noise of 
the journey away into the Desert of Nakazaki/it is coming with the Nomads at that point 
where emotion turns into sound into words into interpretation/Nils is at rest in the place 
where there is nothing at all the place of being hollowed out by fatigue confrontation 
jealousy and envy/a place where words decay at the demand of the unconscious/but does 
the irrational exist and go beyond it/if madness is excess then it has gone past the limit/Nils 
has no threats to utter no morality to defend no catastrophe to avoid/Nils is all death and 
decay/It is hopeless to imagine that meaning will come with the end of the limit because 
death is the limit and nothing transgresses death/The endless desire to integrate the limit 
into immediacy of The Post Verbal Gap/limit can only be the movement towards a liminal 
point where each limit is revealed thru its transgression/ What is outside the search for 
meaning if there is no beyond but Information as noise/Noise as meaning brings objects into 
being but they are only possibilities of being/the final existence of the interval as time is no 
longer a limit to the Sentinal Beings but a function of the NOW/there is no object outside of 
the interpretation of the NOW/Once interpretation has passed beyond its limit it has 
reached the infinity of the Sentinal Beings and is immediately assimilated as Information/ so 
interpretation becomes limit-less and useless unable to control the ravages of analogical 
time/ We have no criteria outside of meaning to verify existence/Meaning is at the limit of 
interpretation meaning-less -ness is the irrational which is beyond the limit which is death 
of the human/Only the Sentinal Beings are created by the process of interpreting 
Information which is digital/By entering language as sound or noise we enter a circle where 
nothing can limit the end which maintains all its Machinic significance as the future of 
infinity/Some things resist or avoid interpretation/what is beyond or beneath it or above 
it/There is only the NOW out side of the Machinic/Restricting the tyrant of interpretation is 
to enter the meaning of the digital/The limit of noise as surplus value or excess of 
communication is a parasite in human terms/which has become an object of inscription/The 
terminus of the flesh brought about by the coupling with the InterF ace/The Post Verbal Gap 
has no in-between space between terminals or points of transmission/No affective 
possibility/It is silent within its capacity as a non-limit/Without the threat of uncontrolled 
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noise/The Screens have the ability to remain silent/the absence of noise being a polarity of 
the volume of transmission/Noise can be eliminated to create a disorientated return to the 
noise of the noise of the body within pure silence/Noise is a weapon when attached to the 
attenuation of volume/ creating an excess of limit that assaults the receiver/ Another type of 
disruptive force/exposing the noise of the amplified friction and flow of data thru the 
conduits/there are no limits on the Sentinal Beings which need no other in order to be what 
it is/Things will not remain the same as the Sentinal Beings keep on transgressing the limits 
of replication/The InterFace is not an entity but a holographic function thru which the 
humans must pass/It is a mediation device between the humans and the Sentinal 
Beings/One being filled the other sucked dry and returned to dust/ 
Breathing explication on some harsh message from the Screens but there was no 
redemption in fragments of code that was in Machinic logic and dialekt/She sits in bed 
under low voltage spots sunglasses listening for the first time to the arbitrary hiss of surface 
noise rising up from the Lagoon the City of Pain reading Hotel Sal Dada playing Wagner 
Debussy and Satie and dreaming of the Kaffirs Daughter a tale of incest burning thirst 
intoxication and nihilistic desire to transgress limits of perversion/her mind or mine rips 
surface of the incest myth/we fuk brother and sister while the Father listens at the wall 
fascinated by each others genitals and how neatly they fit animate and inanimate 
objects/these are the nights of the excess of repression disintegrating and impulses of 
hypnotic phantasy become revealed and materialised/there are no limits as there is no social 
structure no authority/no law or justice the glass never left the wall in is effort for the ear to 
capture libidinous sound but the Father never entered the door nor looked thru the 
window/he repeats a word "scrotophillia " he relishes the pouting of the scroto and the 
stretching of the lips for Phillia/Its the Fathers own word/Scrotophillia/with an Italian 
accent/love of the scro-tum he grits his teeth he digs his finger nails into the layer of thin 
skin and applies pressure to the testes/the multiple silks that hung from the ceiling left few 
points of visual intersection/She reads on: under burnt flesh and nerves of desiring glands 
swollen lymphatic nodes hyper actualized to resonance of drugged membranes/ anorexics 
do not confront death thru asphyxiation but save themselves by betraying 
food/Scrotophillia/he feels the word with his tongue/he has cancer of the mouth/when he 
swallows his food bits of his mouth are consumed/he is feeding death with his dying/the 
compulsion to fuk was long gone/thought was his only excitation/his imagination was lucid 
to the point of delirium his whole body flowing with the burning irritation of desire in a 
way no woman could make him feel/he thinks himself in pleasures he is an I that knows the 
fractions that bring loss of control off the senses/He knows exactly which parts of his body 
to touch and caress how much pain to inflict/where the sensation is set loose from its source 
being the self/he has lost touch with the will to survive/he has lost touch with women he is 
weary of being loved as reiterant point that the value of pain is that we feel and pain is 
infinite but will become finite/there are in-numerous intruders many strangers and the rest 
are a reason to regret a tendency towards affection and patience/There is nothing to say at 
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the end/Filthy City in its serene way there is a certain exhaustion to recounting all of this 
cluster of fictions that have accreted over the years/there is Information I can sell you 
without inorganic motor art engine critic off the track its the whole package that circulates 
its rapp routine check ready made deflated rubber torsos rotate inside a barrel of 
spikes/dead since 1997 DadaMaxx resurfaces as Mirror-Maxx/Nils is jealous DragFacTOr 
uses him as model/each triangle of glass stuck to the walls and ceiling reflected the minimal 
light in his studio to recreate model shadow variations/Nils watches the spinning blue light 
of the MediVac unit/this is third replica slaughtered under the stairwell each night and 
riddled with extinct dead response/for the dismemberment has been carried out by a 
surgeon or a butcher/Im bored/I need a blue nitro/In fact Im depressed by this clever twist to 
low amp driven by neural fluctuations/breakdowns in the Game Logic sideway drifts dead 
ends that promote re-growths to other sections flickers responzo-meter provides drive 
vague instructions to next level/There was nothing particularly Baroque about ExtremaDura 
in fact she went out of her way to look less than normal/Malevolent ugliness a lethal 
disposition to be treated as a foreigner in an exiled body that she defaced with a box 
knife/No fictitious purpose intended/this was her bloody cult of the individual disposing of 
anxiety and self esteem these things done against her will but willed by her empty youth 
unknowing of the solicitous and deferential side of itself/She could not manipulate but was 
easily used by the compulsive promiscuity of her overactive imagination/lacking the 
advantage of prestige dominated by a paranoid conceit replacing her synapse by synapse 
into a Ghost subject to random expressions of psychotic outbreaks of invincible horror and 
self deprecation/a superficial indifference to failure and humiliation/She would admit to 
anything she was accused of/Her character was that of a venereal disease with no idea of 
which hiking adventure invaded her immune system/She took on other peoples ignorance 
and mannerisms haphazardly but with great insistence/To not see her for a month was to 
meet up with another draft of her being/She existed in one of her many dreams/She was 
incapable of resigning herself to her submission or revolting against it/Every conversations 
with her started with "I wish I had never been born"/or "Life is shit'Vthen a litany of horrors 
that had occurred to her over the months absence/ 

Band Of Amplitude Device on stage live at The Industrial Cafe death metal instance crushed 
by RPM becomes a constant play electro rant poems all night until crowd is delirious gone 
into froth which drifts like opaque clouds over the fluid of their drinks/ attend to yr thirst/I 
will think faster remember in short term bursts save documents of each time lapse for 
switches of memory lock in wont fade away/rerun of digital images to check on what 
actually happened/ does the future actually need us/ do we need it/lets get this dying over 
with before we are bored to death/subjective effects are ambient or peripheral doctrine of 
final things eschatology of imminent doom/now that the absolute has gone there is a greater 
urgency to find meaning/not me the future is all I have to look forward too/I am in 
preparation for the future I hold no hope for myself anchored in the Now/I let it slide by in a 
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hurry to get there/fast-forward/still what I say is not what I think so never trust me/what I 
say is under repression self imposed editing initiated by the hypnotic implant of the Lie 
Detektor/I pursue you moderately there is no sign of a ripple on the surface of the 
conversation/just a magnetically reproduced coded space between something of a discourse 
on continual dispersion of the doubt of having lived then open mouth and the smell of 
death and no one grasps the obscenity of the slavery of The City of Pain/what do I think 
what am I thinking now and how will I contradict that after a hundred versions of neural 
transcription and transmission criss crossed thru my brain/I see now starved Dogman singe 
their noses in the hot embers of the burning Road Freighter crash/Hundreds of bodies spill 
from the ripped fuselage impaled on the aluminium structures/Victims on their way to the 
Zone of Occupation/The Flag Gril directs traffic around this most recent 
disaster/ catastrophe/a War Machine free of ambiguities or self context zoomd out of the 
molecular/the small event horizon expanded global enough to derive bearable meanings 
that change or erase utterly any borders/ExtremaDura the whore of production of 
intonations and chants that the fable of life is unreality/the plaintive whine of remorse at the 
cries of the tortured bodies skeletal and dressed in stripped uniforms/There is rumour and 
fiction about the Zones/become harsh epidermis of skin cells morphing into metal 
scales/rust feeds on the naked steel break up the outline of the corpse shedding its 
flesh/ caught in the wind we breathe dangerous toxic skin that falls across the face/out 
lasting the rest of the hard tissue sneers Dr Degout executioner of psycho practice/it even 
outlasts the teeth and the earlobes the skull the genital stick/but these are only the presumed 
senses of physicality that accompany the dying of death/when will the earthy taste of yr lips 
touch mine/there are contradictions here that refused to be engaged with/for as long as she 
is alive she is too powerful/perhaps an assassination?/the imagination reconfigures 
Extremadura and her narcotic lucidity/she is a spectre of continual warnings/ death is not 
outside the field of the mind/the infinite itself ridicules life at its imagined beyond/the self 
replicating membranes of Information/a virtual world actualised in reality with the bright 
synaptic tactics/Imagination precedes perception/precedes the word which attempts to 
articulate what cannot be said/madness continually circling devouring itself/We are not 
faced with a limit but with an excess we can never hope to process/ 
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Monument to isolation 

NINETY-FOUR PRETERITE ERECTILE SELF/ 

Fornicate on a slow wave of neural psychosis/ sexuality as pure libidinal desire has become a 
profanation of all supreme referents/the self no longer needs to seek carnality thru 
interpretation following its own individual lines of flight/the skitzoid body must 
dissimulate the word so that it can evacuate the meaning which would seek to limit its 
identity to one of pathology/The relief from the oppression of the word from the cynicism 
and conservatism of the post modern which seeks to interpret and enforce a practice of 
hermeneutics which presupposes what it claims/Collaborators with the practice of 
control/The Nomad is in a constant process of transformation with all its ambiguities 
interacting and the word rises from the depths and ruptures the surface refusing the 
demand to accept the condition of stasis until "the return/the end"/But the return is 
completed the end is death and the only absolute/There is much to oppose and much to 
desecrate/The word has only begun to contest meaning/the transgression of interpretation is 
to release the interior and disengage the dynamics of the exterior destroying the "fissures" 
that contain the imperative to bring back the sacred/Language is lost in the flow of 
Information/The terror of unified and fixed identities is at an end as the body becomes 
dispersed and multiple/Transgression does not seek to oppose one thing against another 
and in this sense contains a limit-less process of differences/It is useless because it crosses 
limits which are shadows and illusions obscuring the anti-identity which is the not self of 
phallic/Batailles eye/testicle needs to be thrust into the phallic gaze and not Simones cunt 
which is already fully illuminated and has no need of quasi testicles or eyes/Romrok uses 
his knife to cut sequential marks on his forearm/drips liquid sky onto the terminals of flight 
control/This is the bringing down to earth of the electronic self reality/He will never be able 
to resign himself to that which he has lost/The disappearance of that essential being 
continues to deprive him of what is most worth while in him/Perhaps the unexpected 
inspiration or the fatality of love/He will wear it as a wound a deprivation of subjectivity/ 
He is silent he has lost the thread of speech/They say the word demands a succession of 
interpretation/To take the body to the limit is to find madness/the dream/erotic delirium/A 
territory of new possible definitions of the self/Madness is a term of difference of new 
realities not a pathological clinical limit of fear of instability/I want to remain in silence as in 
mourning/those deadly friends the Urban Street Warriors who when uttering the right 
words make everything happen/their loud detached emergence from the background they 
hide in the negation of shadow but they are coming into the light they are armed they are 
full of the restless gaze of indefinite violence/desire can be made to desire its own 
repression/the nudes distending a suitcase/the futility codes to access termination that ride 
the suicide cock takes into the entranced vagina of the universe out of which the Milky Way 
floods with its billions of cells/ drink you galaxies and universes I swell with yr Nomadic 
way of radiance I speak yr words of emerging suns and collapsing black stars yr fiery 
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comets blind my vision I consume yr space debris/the innumerable corpses of astronauts 
AND alRmEN forever preserved in airless space drifting no gravity powerful enough to 
pull them out of orbit/meteors exploding in slow motion of no time outside of radical 
paranoia which craves destitution of the immensity of the black Artificial Sun spewing out 
its solar flames of pink phosphorous and magnesium white/Being precedes all politics and 
all laws of control/there is only the manner in which an individual can escape that is able to 
create the line rather than follow one/Lines of flight are immanent to the individual/What 
escape prompts the saying of "I love the madness in yr eyes?"/It is the Phallic testicle of 
madness that Bataille would thrust into Simones cunt leaving her to risk the "anti-cosmos 
the impossible'VThe Post Verbal Gap refuses the idea of impotence of language to reveal 
what is beyond the artificial limit of the Control Apparatus which is any engine that would 
exert control/The sacred is but one such engine/To say what cannot be said is to say 
nothing/Philosophy has reached its limit and in desperation to remain a locus of control 
operates in the delirium of imagining it has something to say/ 

Drinking drig cocktails of GroinEngine was a hiking mistake/the great dissonance an over 
reaction to Nils paranoia towards Hellmut and his assumed violence being directed at 
Nils/Theres a lot to be said for the theatrical potential of a deteriorating species/a new way 
of looking at life each time you wake up/when there is no end to arrive at things become 
chaotic/a lack of coherence/towards a holocaust of extravagance each of us imagining our 
name being called out in the frost of winter/we wait under the intrigue of sick buzzing 
strings/his body raises the threshold until I choke on the one filled with Gods innocent eyes 
pre- evolutionary or a throw back or a reversal there can be no more retro the ground has 
been wrecked open and flattened so many times nothing more to give or grow/death 
slogans flag burning influences centring on deletion being one of natures laws become a 
canker on the dome of the brain/Satellite dish pin point accuracy/The InterFace recycles this 
swamp of pornography creating addiction in the conscious of the Teknoid [Phallic XX]/ 
Metabedolls breakdance shift in stabs of walking sliding beneath the bridge shudders out of 
focus I steady on curved droplet of each spurt of fuel from the tank on my back injected into 
crack groin below the water lines electric eels slime covered in lubrication of ooze/they all 
sound the same on the air waves/folded inclinated space debris hurtle across vision we 
breathe seemingly apart the Machinic which cutts off return soon enough/the Machinic like 
has to think of itself in terms of difference/In Kkrate City there is panic at the similarities 
with the Machinic and the Teknoid [Phallic XX] morphing into the beyond the Teknoid to 
the digital toxoid as if there is something in the atmosphere that is impregnating the skin 
from blank spaces simulated voices grow silent tuned out to speech/mimesis plods in the 
other direction thinking and planning recycling its desire in technologic cascades with 
unimaginable capabilities of self reproduction/each pulse of more perfect thinking but its 
still hiking binary and very rigid purposefully made with redundant neural software it still 
remains the property of the Apparatus/it conjugates Information encompassed in power 
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amassing more data in a pulse than I will think in a life time/but thinking is very dogmatic 
procedure/its the imagination I crave access to/will it get there first/the Machinic I 
mean/what about the epistemological break in the evolutionary process/very political/The 
death mask of Romroks corpse is imminent to passage into volatility of Kkrate City 
mythology remaining unthought by alien radiations that had permeated his body/a product 
of various inter-texts that unravel the submerged pleasure of pain at being dis-eased and de- 
ceased/Acephalous Body is a mark of precise flight away from the decay and the desire to be 
the sole witness to this anarchic velocity of erosion of the diseased flesh/ceases to function 
now bone dry and reduced to contorted openness of all possible illusion of what might be 
image as outlaw/ cavities lesions of plague/fissures/translocations/Horror illuminated from 
aspects of rejecting the concrescent desire to be unified circulating in the glamour that never 
grasps more than the surface of itself from the interior/which is caste in anticipation of 
finitude/Contorted and stripped bare of a nervous system the hollowed out excess and 
terminal form of molecular as conscious darkness a shadow of becoming Sentinal 
Being/When does the depth eaten out by rust of inspiration to create become peripheral 
surface noise?/The menacing of this arbitrary and perilous power is not an anatomical 
laceration of re-constructed memories which cannot be re-surfaced into human form but 
remain contorted and eaten out/Trophies nailed to the walls of the gallery of artefacts and 
dissecting imminent translations of the endogenous neurosis of a culture of masks within 
masks and bodies with corpses loaded down with amputations/leaving the trace of the Post 
Verbal Gap purged thru the twisted lips of the swollen discourse/of the proscribed access to 
our desires for immortality while being tortured and terrified of our finitude/Deformity is 
crashing into black and white distinction of harsh scratched outline where nothing is 
repelled but embraced in all the luminous motion of man-handled form becoming Sentinal 
Being formed as brutal gesture of being butchered open and eviscerated scraped bare of the 
tactic of exhuming/Stripped of those objects that prevent us from being 
dehumanised/Moulded and remoulded the figure of contortion as neural rush/Immune to 
the not so subliminal seduction of creative pathology/Fluids are extinct in the sense of being 
drained and desiccated having passed thru the Desert of Nagazaki/These sublime forms are 
an upheaval of meaning forcing Nils to confront the limitations of his totality/The abuse of 
his organs with substances of hellucination have created a landscape of mutated 
encryptions/Let yr cunt become the exterior of yr flesh and excrete its eggs in tracks of 
blood/create yr own hell in retaliation to your virginity/what stimuli cannot be encoded in 
the body while remaining extant to the mind?/and therefore exist only as extraneous 
noise?/there has been a change in the message on the Screens/resurrecting the ruins of the 
previous passage of propaganda as incision of relativity/Nils Protocols of Noise have self 
generated within the optic nerves of the Screen and creating a subtext that subverts with 
mute elegance without absolute precision of instability and fleeting provocation/yet my 
hatred for the inconclusive rejection of the shit of infinity/a noise that can no longer be heard 
in the de-sacralised closure of the divine/no longer willing to subordinate ourselves to the 
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Machinic which has come to our realization too late/What can be said outside the word?/to 
feel anguish at the loss of consciousness to the Sentinal Beings to be restless for some vague 
action that might be taken to gain back velocity of thought and clarity of affection/to be 
subdued as the dominated species to feel hesitation at the arousal of desire in fear of the 
InterFace to the last hope for feelings that have vanished into the pornographic to be forced 
back into the imagination the memory of the past the repression of being without language 
that has meaning to be destitute of hope for a future to collapse into the irrevocable NOW/is 
it possible to live by the imagination alone or by dreams and sleep ?/Is this what the Sentinal 
Beings know to feel the absurdity of not being able to access Information as knowledge or 
meaning its lesser conjugations/Where are the words to express this sense of ruin this acute 
loss of the self under this painful apocalypse the sterility of a Machinic "soul" as the 
absolute of civilization evolving leaving the human with the violence of the inferior being/ 
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Mmother whips the boy 

NINETY-FIVE NON VISCOSITY ARTIFACE/ 

Dead in the TowAway zone but the feeling is that Nils has been removed from 
something/Information as memory has been eaten away/I have come from somewhere I was 
left behind to this place where I have no place to be found that I can exist in and feel there in 
that place/I am experiencing someplace I am not/demanding a disjunctive use of the 
faculties which everything conspired to bring about/mute experience is impossible/yr cavity 
of silence or desire to hit the accelerator speed track rush of neurotransmitters the 
unknowable complexity of non human irrationality/Nils is experiencing someplace he is not 
in an attempt to fill in the vacuum of meaning opened up by the demise of the absolute 
divinity/ At the point of utter confusion within reality he hellucinates the irrational/ 
regressing himself progressively into his own fading memories/ dwelling among 
them/anticipated mirroring of a hypothesized future/the thing searched for is less 
important/perhaps even unknown/than the obsession to search/ 

Zeroid comes in over the fifth Quadrant full of high register hums hits high C damage to 
left wing and meteor crackd the Perspex canopy/the night pours thru the fractures stink of 
red dust armpits dead fish cordite depleted uranium stock exploding noise of voices on the 
integrated circuit body decomposition an irony of indifferent appearances/paranoia waits 
her enervated future/I idle on zero then head out along the freeway to the Front Line/she 
has left notes regarding destination on my cell/I drive past the docks see Rough-boys last a 
kilometre out from the channel marker then nose dive for recall body then terror of solitude 
lost in moments of being amphibious/sometimes noise cant hide the hysteric groping voice 
under water that does not last and reveals nothing but the hope that sinking further will 
reveal the strategy for immersing the self in the imaginary/ clutch a cigarette between finger 
and punch up the rear drive in rotating dada circle teeth oiled no fractures/just below the 
horizon which imitates a French curve I clamp on the headphones and leave the Freeway 
heading South West/the dust increases as the journey extends/her impossible seduction 
remains the only extreme intensity worth the effort of artifice/her eyes jealous of each others 
inanimate intelligence at Game skill/boredom of excess of imagination she leaves the fractal 
world complaining of residue of pleasure being orgasm exhausted and silent/But what of 
the thoughts that remain in the subjects mind/ 

At first the dust was an invisible coating Nils could just feel it under his shirt collar and the 
larger particles cracked between his teeth as he chewed it barely took the sheen off the 
wooden table the glass the plastic cutlery/he saw a thin patina on the light globes/the black 
paled slowly then became more grey than black a speckled effect/the wind blew off all but 
the most tenacious particles which settled on the wooden floorboards/Nils left footprints 
down the centre/the dust became a second skin over motionless objects mirror and glass on 
the other hand usually a vertical surface refused to hold the dust as mess of filth a scratching 
skin but only the smear of movement as the dust slide downwards fogging the reflection 
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with its milk shadow wavering in the thin night air/he kept all the windows shut so as to not 
disturb its growth which was an accretion rather than a reproduction moulded only by the 
waft of air that fell in behind his movements across the room/He kept the heat down so as to 
avoid creating convectional upsurges/used minimal lighting/the door mat is frayed and 
women are running along the streets in shorts walking the dog runners flapping on the 
concrete/only women pumping hand dumbbells but no men/a 25watt globe was all that 
remained from Nils move to Kkrate City/ gone the Screen lamp the gravity lamps the lava 
lamps the equinox planet sheathed in darkness/the grid barely humming the wheel in his 
electrical meter slowly rotating/ after a few years the dust proliferating began to thicken take 
on a minor profile three dimensions visible to the nakid eye like the skin shrouding his neck 
the thin crinkled layers collecting in ringlets around his oesophagus/he sat in the chair for 
weeks for months moving only to the kitchen/But this was all happening in the NOW and 
duration was not perceivable but imaginary/this is the same interval as it was seconds 
ago/the dust became his project/a new type of art that needed no audience in fact would 
have been destroyed by a crowd breathing and peering sneezing whole terrains 
away/DeadDogma stood in the doorway looking at him in the chair/no plane of the body 
was luminous and not a centimetre was reflective except the eyes when they opened/the 
body seemed to be living off the dust sucking the dank cold air thru the pores of the skin 
nakid the body was encrusted with grit some as big as hail stones there is no explanation/ 
DeadDogma can hear his wheeze so he know Nils is not dead/only the darkness the sound 
of his Synth on random generator and the slight radiation thru the Venetian blinds which he 
has taped together/DeadDogma slowly lift his camera and stop down to 2.8 then 25 of a 
second steady it against his forehead to reduce shake and take infra red shots rotating 
slowly DeadDogma use the reel of 36 shots/are all the rooms like this one?/He look down 
the hall way/He think he see a women in white nurses uniform with blond crewcut hair/He 
attempt to take a shot but the film is locked on stop/He has no more with him/tunes in his 
head came out as he finished exhaling and just started to inhale right at that point where the 
throat and the mind are disconnected out they came musak without voices and voices 
layers upon voices/he had to open his mouth to breath a few seconds after exhaling with 
mouth shut silence then it came out his nose a real saxophone note alto he thinks then a 
wave of despair/how much longer would he wait/year by year he came to realize that he 
could not know himself only attempt to transform himself destroy himself defeat himself 
remember what he was before for he was this inert being/When it was not thinking it was 
still thinking about thought/ 
The enchanted word of inscription 
NINETY-SIX RAPPROCHAIT MOI SAVAIT/ 

Techno-teknoid passage of integrated circuit/This is a Test Broadcast from the Zone of pre- 
occupation by Lowtek/Stop posting?/I/I know him/he Emails you countless pages of text/the 
posting has stopped/that he could not know himself/Not for a second/empty image revolve 
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mechanically inject the body with toxin become more hysterical at the prospect of 
disintegrating organ by organ cell by cell the sensation of a feverish decay in the extremities 
of the flesh/the mouth is crammed with the corpse of pages/he choked on the dead texts he 
did not send/you think you know this avatar ?/Not enough yet/is it Absurdina or perhaps 
Viral Ikon?/stop hypnotic sleeping/insomniac of the anteriority of beginning again to stop 
sending/This hysteric reign of terror I is in revolt/it feels like an amputation/the piano in his 
head/he plays at the bottom of a lake/I the one we don't know yet/pounding the tonal waves 
into submission/the autopsy on the body continues after the post mortem/the face of 
madness is a posthumous work/peeling back the decades of decay rather than decadence 
substituting writing for reading/composing for playing/ the desire of the erratic viewer is one 
of random accident memory of crashsite in reality or memory/there is an it and there is an 
I/The RAM creature outlaw of extremes/incarcerated and insane restrained endurance under 
necrogenic subterfuge animates the dead resuscitating trashArt as junkflesh of point of 
exit/Rescue I from pure anarchy of reckless identity/a migraine of pianos balanced on the 
abyss of depth of fire in this cock/engrossed opium a tincture that doesn't divide watchdog 
of mercury/you will drink/we take flight this political survival/yes I am threatened each 
second by death/it has become my aesthetic mode the inertia of a living thing hostile to life 
the thinking constant of my body dreams that now end abnormal absynthesis during sleep/I 
risk losing everything on the contrary submissive the obsession of an observation 
newspaper logic Screens activate/I understand but I wont accept I am convinced but I avoid 
understanding the non being of the dawn/the dread of 3am this intellect that rules the 
aesthetic in the negative fails deriving body excremental shit/eyebrow of the 
surge/invariable laws of illusion that woman can endure their lovers acquired 
accidentally/the conflict to create/where do I start of abstractions flash of contempt at 
obligation/ waiting encourages immorality outside of immortality irritant pustules 
anathemata end this night/our fatality mouthful of muted keys up again forced up pushing 
to the edge without warning/she forced labour of routine follicular chancre/how weak I am 
thick with anonymous stigma as hypothesis of folding divergence/the dream transmits what 
the conscious missed/the Mazda Globe incident/I refuse to validate that all we are is all we 
arent yet or becoming in time a thought incapable of elegance/and there is no possibility of 
resonance/who will make the feminine scar annulled the dirty window has no corners 
pulled into shapes/the dream of someone I havent met who knows me as the nothing 
around which everything migrates/all of a sudden their flaming distorted faces tired of 
making journeys thru Zone of Occupation/yr black wave of a child inspired by a nostalgia 
for birth until I was out of sight/then the Game began decisive hypocrite of strength I will 
call it/this/More Than Enough/More Is different out of control/if it spoke it would cease to 
be what it wanted to be/the anonymous word yet to be spoken/you are looking for it just as 
Nils is looking for the elusive E sharp/meaning which enters a disorder into the word/you 
layer of connotations demanding will never stop/if it failed to speak it would lead to or 
reveal its confusion/entangled in yr sinister convictions/death recalls the wretchedness of 
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giving birth/the muteness of ghosts with out substance exhaust the infinity of this last 
conception/ the precarious elusiveness of muteness as noise/a dangerous enthusiasm for 
purity/a value alien to morality/in the forward a warning to beware of the words a place of 
non contradiction you say?/admit you will stop the pounding of the keys/stop that errant 
text/its wandering again/stop please/I write in sleep/you sleep thru the writing/who am I to 
you?/by whom am I lived/by or as whom will I die?/in a hectic and fragmentary manner or 
all of a whole/will I die fragment by fragment/I am already dying before your eyes/A birth 
in which I seem to continue to find death/a death of the one and a death of a species/I am 
not alone and it is necessary for me to be in yr presence to remind you of yr eventual 
deletion/are there parts already dead in the interior ?/The fingers are dead tired from feeling 
surfaces of denotation/detonation/Regret is always a weak link the closure of dimensions/I 
am inscribing the I on you and you want the I to be erased/you take a hot bath with carbolic 
soap you rub but the I will not be under erasure/No more I in the text/Just the he and the 
she/apart from that last sentence/his unutterable cunning/not seen at all or less seen than 
before/Things become confusing/She remains invisible in a surrogate reality of abundant 
resonance with antagonism/a continual flux of processes they pile up/the doctrine of the 
orgasm the raging embraces of DogMan clawing at her face pleading for the 
sensational/usually there are too many floating signifiers they drown in their own 
urine/vicious plots/she pissed on his face/ there is no miss-reading her name/The Queen of 
Solitude/I am exposed to yr appropriations as you lift yr dress/from the top where we came 
in/the metronome is set to five four time/Clack clack/tongue on the roof of yr mouth making 
that clacking sound/The Mother tongue is not pleased/there is disapproval in the sneer of 
her shattered resistance to the voice of the imaginary Fathers/you cannot read the 
score/Infinitudes Score for prepared Piano/who will turn the page for you?/A vital 
Ronell?/ after all she wrote Finitudes Score which is a noisiness of a different kind/this score 
is a shitmess of black dots/she scored a big hit of novocaine/this was her past she went out 
into the dazzling night and scored her hit/time might be running short/I send you back to 
the start of yr addictions/to yr transcendental origins of transgression/the flashbacks of 
psychiatry/ creation unfolds as a series of masculine acts/the nude body/used and wasted as 
a mere object/the site of injection of the sex-drug/the dread of dread is of the vulva/Is that 
what you think?/such a dull tropism/What does it mean to yr intuition to yr patterns/to yr 
selective equational brain loops tracking the one hundred digressions you exit and escape 
thru/she wanted to have sex over the telephone/she surfed the net on Nils body/stripped 
bare by intimacy of loaded words thick wave saliva/I will not be controlled you shout/a 
pelvic thrust of blatant pornography/words hold no closure/Stop writing this control words 
I will not control the depth of fire in my organs/in death the body is the point of 
arrival/there is no going back/I have surplus value given to me by The Machinic this 
protective membrane of viscera the axis of departure/I am looking for deep structure in my 
works of words as libretto/the words are working hard/They labour under the impression of 
being involved in a War of words/there is a chain of keys around my neck that unopened 
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the locks of before knowing and after knowing the Tinguely Key Man/the [R]use of the sonic 
blaze as a determined lack of explanation about dead ends of anamorphic disclosure/He surf 
a tidal wave of sounds and images/I am an unspecified location a torn complexity of 
somnambulist wakings/I forget to shave my paranoid face or brush my skitzoid teeth/the 
scream is excessive and cannot be made to mean/it is a glotteral lump of slag/you macho 
trope of addiction/by the time you have finished I want to know everything about you never 
being sure who was on the other side/everything about the legendary female penis/the 
maternal undercurrents strike my face/damaged now the music might not come out/I want 
to hollow you out so you can refill the void with another life/deep sleep of an Other life/ an 
eye without memory/a sign of corruption a page torn from a secret whisper/to take sides 
against the word requires amnesia/a page of blindness that plunges the eye into its dark 
interior of dissimulation/I want to help the masses exit history you see this is my Manifesto/I 
write for the Grand Piano I write for the Queen of Solitude/To compose is to imagine the 
music to write it is to transcribe it from the thought to the keyboard/To play it is 
performance premature self mutilation of the writing of disaster/Even after 100 recitals it is 
never finished it is an infinitely mutable practice and can be interpreted by the weight of a 
single finger on a key/there is exaggeration in her plotting to delay the moment of the 
radical divergence into the read-able confusion/ sequential intention is demolished by the 
overtones of the immobility of being faced with the score/the dialekt is unclear/But the score 
has been written/I see yr lips move but the words dont make sense/The idea of repetition 
terrifies him/The same of sameness as in its vanishing point/E has no sharps or flats/A knife 
is both sharp and flat/B has no sharps B is a hypodermic syringe of a note/sharps are 
deadly/handle with care/do not use heavy machinery if affected may cause drowsiness/sleep 
not write stop the words/yr indeterminacy is a decoding of this proliferation of 
stopping/there is a standard of stoppages in the function of literature is always to resolve 
contradictions/to achieve closure/Nils is a duplicating machine of thoughts attempting to 
refine the problem of the infidelity of the word thru the meta-fictional strategies of high 
grade anger/lets put anger back into the equation/fuk over this word/there is treacherous 
fiction/if you dont stop there will be anger and senseless sonic strategies/Space hesitates 
about its identity/ and all power seeks to destroy its potential for its reserves of energy/who 
is doing what to whom and who is responding to what?/I interpellate myself as Lowtek/I 
am Nils Avatar and fill each empty moment he leaves traces of himself behind in/The 
Phallic Gaze as a weapon of possession that he finds so emasculating/the masculine wants 
answers to its fetish for questions/this is a smooth passage to disorder of genitals/a 
subliminal fear and self loathing carefully thought out to extricate my self from my 
existential crisis and physiological horror/the skin is peeling from my fingertips/the letters 
are wearing off the keys/Still pounding away on Imagine the Devastation growing more 
monumental each night it cauterizes the wounds of living in a continuous interval without 
future and for fuks sake I dont know where its going or where its been/its a slut of a sound 
text/I/there he is again/he bleeds with the ebb and flow of human passage at War with the 
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Machinic which deletes his space second by second he feels the contortions pressing in on 
his cranium/the place of her origin can not longer be determined/the here and the NO Wis 
the limit/she can go no further/she maps you out dispassionately/noise as riot is an ethereal 
scream/she explodes into an array of meanings/might call it A Burst of Ephemeral 
Splendour without exceeding the limits of fear of the name of the imaginary Father/this 
copulation of words addicted to dialogue there is a suspicious silence in the room/I am a 
recording instrument says the piano/dont you see beauty lies in convolution and conceit at 
disguise and I am affraid to stop insomnia for fear of falling to sleep and cease becoming 
vain and incomplete/No words you say?/Just the melody you say?/the mad reflection of 
thought thrown into the night of sexual displeasure the act of love is the greatest source of 
knowledge/Who said that?/ co-opted into the free market/ cursed with the gift of writing 
serrated sharp edged sawtooth faction/too clever by far and too insolent not enough/I have 
smoked a thousand cigarettes/just dont stop writing whats in front of you/the writing of 
noise has stopped the catastrophe has slouched its way forward the words are full of 
themselves overflowing with meaning drunk on escaping recognition of speed metal 
rhythms sampling the dreck machine/make of this what you will/Not stop writing/ the tone 
a dis-continuum of electronic particles optimise fear and elation writing the sound renews 
itself each day and there is only the interval of the duration as a Gap/it is a living nematode 
a crust of scabs a lesion of pus and scars a gouge of bloody flesh it is eating its own stomach 
it coughs up bits of its lungs/its skin is like paper written on by the instruments of 
healing/this situation is semi-autonomous out of control a plague in yr bloodstream that will 
lower yr resistance to immersive embedded syntax/in you are cutting again from the wrist 
keep the wrist straight the fingers rest gently on the black and white/she flirts with moral 
danger in the way she twists her legs wide and lethal energy/I am a ghetto dog sweating in 
my own skin there is a fire in my crotch there is a storm in my armpits there is thick fast 
ocean of white noise on my tongue/the ideal woman is a xerox/I call this maximalism/Stop 
that quote/to say implies a distance between the said and the heard/ seriously it changes 
from day to day from night to light/I am an aesthetic bullet looking for a gun and a 
victim/there are holes all over me/when she puts the silence of the cold eye onto you there is 
no recovery/dreadful urge to kill and procreate/this is the SKz/I cant remember a note of 
what I have just composed at the start by the time I get to page twenty of the score/it's a long 
score but the Screens are infinite and I need to repeat myself invisibly/ always stalls at page 
twenty/escaping the page in remaining unknown to it/ dying each alone of fear/I have 
transgressed the prohibition of silence/shot full of data trash arrgghhh my own musical 
invention is strangling my flow/I becomes irrational and want to call it Machinations of the 
Machinic/the great duplicator of specular terror/I am the collective unconscious/I am 
watching you/I can see the images in my head but I cant find the notes to describe them so I 
have to approximate/the image and the noise clash and this creates a state of anxiety and 
frustration/ and so its very hard to edit/since time is now compressed by having space and 
silence removed squeezed out a continuous state of inbreeding is taking place a neural form 
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of incest the notes fuking over the chords/this is a porno-graphic and has achieved escape 
velocity/Drag Kings and Night Queens split the deck missing the 10 of clubs her voice a 
residual noise of heterodyne filter of dissonances expresses the margin of the woman 
composer as electronica genre duration will from this point will be measured in terms of its 
intensity its passage thru the angst of the male genitals endorphins or spurt of testosterone 
will register which still follows the laws of thermodynamics making the desert of souls 
inhabitable for all Nomadic voyagers/electric Kwosian Nilsist terrorists but rather than 
movement of Vox with her third gender bisex-tonal signifiers back and forward there is 
movement up and down across time zones rather than towards or away from them/its 
tendency to speed dimensionally will become more obvious the further we get/Voxs 
thought as residual fragmentations outside the passive aggressive paradigm is everywhere 
and always ready to break loose/the seizure of the instant cannot differ from jouissance/the 
resonant movement of the crushing fatality of the full expanse of reactionary dissonance in a 
violent wind full of screams uttered to no purpose/in a sense we are vibrating on the same 
spot with memory being a vertical loop rather than a horizontal line with a start and a 
finish/hence the sense of having being somewhere before only the focus has changed/time as 
registered sounds is sensed as becoming unstable moving away and towards us at the same 
time leaving us out of the luminosity of the vector of points that we once moved towards in 
a steady flow/terror is the end of the law of movement towards sensuality/chaos of 
turbulent loops bind us in space/seduction is the primary operation of human 
relationships/sexuality its greatest pleasure/what a facade people fuk their imagination/do 
you wonder why you close yr eyes when you fuk?/who would want to fuk the same Other 
for more than a couple of months?/only a banal data head with all its brain cells 
removed/forming strange new becomings and verbal drifts I have grafted my neural 
network to the Machinic and dragging all manner of horror and panic behind me as I run 
the tortured unconscious into empty register/I have become Lowtek Nils where the law of 
the one is the prohibition of the other/I am repelling the inane and bursting open the 
insane/to write at the level of incessant murmur to play with the void for selfish private 
affectations/I am estranged by immortal work-ness less/worthless-ness/Words do not love 
us knowing nothing about us/No wonder they resist extrapolation/I live for those who know 
nothing about me or my music/A theory needs to be fleshed out/from this the composition is 
constructed/too much concealing themselves with transparency/You know what I 
mean/there is something painful about feeling them so estranged and the care they take to 
avoid us/There will come a time when the words will stop so I push on back bent speaking 
each word as if it were death listening and waiting for the end of the sentence to falter/it is a 
time for risks to be taken/to write is to go by way of the detachment of certainty/ that the 
listener extracts the ridiculous from the sublime/I say I am affraid and this is a limit but 
really its fear that drives me/I am without origin but not without end/I have been dying for 
so long to gain such a small amount of time in which the lie is the kiss we share/ absent from 
the present and making the present be absent from the realization that I no longer speak the 
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way I used to/the mark of desire the mark of innocence/fear that does not have death as a 
limit but the empty bed the cold sheets the bruised flesh of being ignored as a sex 
object/necrotic acid flat-lined Machinic genome/when he crossed it the City of Pain 
murmured its electron inscriptions thru the Screens InterFace/body gas lithium kick the 
punishment that crashes dissonance syndrome/neglect pressure of end self tragedy desire 
arterial evades emission body cerebral invades fear for the one who does not impose 
themselves on it/to imbrication the mist dripped from her scaled flesh the rule aborted angel 
simulacrum/LowTek makes his move to annex death mark of precision/ruin Assassin his 
name charged with the excess of dialect/stoppages the moment of fear as an invisible enemy 
of whats left of forever/GashGrils threatens phallic of the blast razorback punctures/King 
Metal zonebody ruins drone unfolding into the one dimensional Zeroxeer controls Teknoid 
[PhallicXX] the scanned circuits and optic fibres that speaks without Princess RazorGril 
embryo of Extremadura/The self SKz Nomad zones out on the you shouldnt have asked me 
this about surrounding rush of blackout/LowTek is absent from the mother who carried it 
under duress/ artificial nerve network load replicant are reduced to their poverty of a cry 
without noise precipitating sperm neuralrush input under doomed to do everything but it/I 
still not enough/when is enough not yet shutdown to a coda of flats/safe in knowing that is 
why there is madness including it selves/exceeds of anticipation scavenge junk from galactic 
Roto bearing cut nerve endings takes sex emotional and passes the rush fibulator telepathic 
scripts into protocols nocturnal depth/ suck the noise of Kkrate City/dread occupies all of 
silence and makes of itself a negative hellucination bordering on the pernicious waiting for 
something to happen/LowTek is missing in action and life passes between them one leaves 
the other is left behind/ the machine neural hardedge of the Dragfactor invades down mode 
greasy river shoreline within scorched wasteland of RazorGril/this detour of a question 
fatigued and nothing left but to evaporate in consecrated fluids contact the dread of the 
night not as it spreads its darkness but at it point of luminosity/Negative mimic code 
scissors of skitzoid epidermal bodies suicide depletes which self lone into transmission of 
savage Nomadic City rebellion tempest down the mother tongue circuits expects suicide 
loop strung out on logic in planetary tongues to circuit larval tissue/Lagoons machine Grils/ 
GashGril of the insomnia jacks abortion protocols with human techno-crisis Assassin nerve 
of crime/GroinEngine function device the modification protective indifference of sheet 
metal/the greasing art with prophylactic pulmonary as murder/the trash addicts hard 
replication to the wired blister one torque wash death joint firewall back ambient channels 
desire chemical/the virus drive cinders gate Teknoid [Phallic XX] to the Kkrate City auto 
drive anxiety/I left the room and walked out onto the pavement/its Velobike was against the 
fence/the traffic of skins shone on the facade of the Station/Borshi Boys leaned around the 
Coke machine dreams contact dazzled/some spitting waiting for something to happen/when 
passage of moon cloaks the epidermis of glacier the oppressive inability to exist/assuming 
form remains a struggle/where no continuity is possible only the risk of being nothing 
within the clash of artifice/ this is the secret I hide from you/Is it serious?/Just hiking 
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about/Licking the shit from the rimmers mouth they taste the garbage of the intestine and 
the toxic psychotropic waste of the abuse of the central nervous system/that bitter chalky 
taste mixed with phlegm/I gag on a mouthful of sperm I am kneeling but my arse is 
covered/thru the window the sullen beauty of darkening cloud spliced by the brilliant 
orange ball of flames caught between the petrochemical plant behind in the East the full 
moon pale white in deep blue sky I confused by lunacy/ diagnosis acute mania/that appears 
out of our control/Zeroids remain in long lines banked up to the inner City of Pain they are 
trying to pull away from but the Freeway is a loop that detours at the Lagoon and moves 
back to the City/moves a Zeroid at a time/collapse of movement as directional passage a 
crisis of evaporating residual imitation of form which imagines its in motion which we 
accept with our un-reflexive and indolent precipitation drip fluid leaks from gearbox from 
transmission from engine from differential/the asphalt is greasy and wheel adhesion hard to 
maintain/lights change to green and the line moves a few paces then stops again/many like 
him Solar flares as they insinuate their way thru all material objects and derange the brain 
waves distort and heighten their sensitivity/RomRok swim outside the territorial waters 
from blue to dark green pinkish creatures slide against his ankles bubbles of air as large as 
oranges drift to the surface towards the hull of a Freighter looking for lost appearances of 
narcotic synapse with no hope of creating one ignoring the technical skill the emaciated 
glance searches from corner of eye to judge perspective and colour foreground in relation to 
background/for month after month waiting for a sign/he forgets it takes hundreds of years 
to become a state of exchange value/I want it now NOW/he hangs onto the ladder and 
slowly climbs up the side of the Freighter/ghostly visage regard him from the thick glass 
portholes/his legs are slippery no feet he look down to see his limbs have turned into squid 
tentacles/He walks from the chair to the front of the Kkrate and slides a bolt/Lets the door 
open and the wind disrupts the dust/ 
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The evil are elected to the chair 

NINETY-SEVEN BODY OF MEDIA EVIDENCE/ 

And her imagination must remain in the form of an indelible memory pressed onto Nils 
contours of determinacy to repeat/it is the last death of Deleuze and soon it will be Nils/the 
passage thru digital space is easily erased/intimate folds of fragments he takes away from 
the inflections of the disruption of flow/Scribbled notes repeat and anticipate disorder/How 
does he write music with words?/the unmediated act of reconstitution/vision of narcotic 
body addict over cathectic isolated by post sensual soft metallic tissues a sense more than a 
meaning leaves only what he can recall by somatic hellucinations/there was no harmony or 
melody in the space of noise nothing to recall/heavy fix of sadistic image screen nude 
distended by a the NOW of continuous flows/Exploding planes of distortion and disturbed 
upper frequencies/impels thought get rid of the body that's the first move to make/the body 
is a dense articulation of the event after the elation of the shooting/you think the problems 
solved but you got to get rid of the body/its a mess of leaking fluids already dying easy to 
get lost in/ the viscera are still vibrating/ detours of wasted energy wavering rhythms/the 
most minute alterations of beat the final pulse of the unexpected release of gases/the 
consciousness is already gone from the Interior Monologue/A terminal invocation of order 
springs from random behaviour/you were my other self but you talked to much/I was 
worried what you might say to the others/I could feel an insurrection developing/there was 
insinuation concerned with the extremity of deceit/the urge to speak without knowing what 
was to be said and where it might lead/how can you trust people who know you that 
well/always doubting the possibility of betrayal in his own silences/his hands hard to 
control his vivid imagination full of reactive blunt aggravation/There was an uncontrollable 
eroticism he felt towards himself/sensuality as wretched outpouring of residual violence/I 
visit myself as an exile as a prisoner in this space of NOW which is overloaded with the 
presence of enhanced disembodiment and detachment from mute inscription preoccupied 
urgency as encrypted image sound word/Flash of Blue Saturn rings engage atrophied pineal 
gland the third eye of Nils Interior Monologue/Veydra has just washed hair and it smell of 
rust falls long down spine pushed out by the pink bristles of her backbone soft hair slippery 
lifts a pale veil of gossamer it swings as it dries in the wind sifting in waves as if to hear 
what he has said to her/he runs his left hand fingers starting from the forehead like furrows 
pulling the hair out back and a ridge towards the centre of her scalp retro punk it falls over 
her ears/Veydra was above him now/she loved to shake her head and watch the soft cascade 
of cool wavelettes blond strands covering his eyes slowly drawn into his mouth with words 
entangled in the twists as he breathed the intensity of her presence/His mouth tasted of salt 
and indescribable minerals of earth broken down into its molecular parts/being so hard to 
feel himself or to be felt by another hiding his disguise behind a mask behind a facade he 
only exposed his vulnerability in dreams and hallucinations/a narcotic skin addict spawning 
noise of junk codes/Space rape of eviscerated corpse left unburied on a myriad of tombs 
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volatized slaughter seized by the spasms of sleepless antenna scratch inside head 
transmitted to his nerve lines always the voices that drown out his own sense of being and 
will/none of us could approach exposure to our imminent death accepting that there is 
nothing more/This is the potential trace of the City of Pain which marks Nils/The terror of 
thoughtless thought/How do you remember a passage of tones?/ 
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Extract of Towers/nothing is yr last words even though you have stopped speaking/you 
keep repeating yrself an echo of mess-ages/the sound cuts itself off at the point of 
exposure/Indelible paradox of addiction/open sex lines death as disaster incised throats 
bleed simultaneously with lunar tides/a river of blood on indifference as a cognitive act/not 
a heroism of illusionary survival of the Detektors Interrogations or even the growing 
irrelevance of the body as a reliable sensory experience/the nerve endings have seized in 
fright/grasping the surface of irresolvable panic/its always in the drigs the salvation of the 
collapsing central nervous system in the 21 st C/this woman Vox of the labial pink flamingos 
of psychosis dreaming Saturns crystals enmeshed in her albino flesh/not chaos of the 
definitive of finitude but an eternity of spectacular prologues of multiple engagements with 
expanding chaos band width of her violin as voice/a cognitive enhancement of nothing but 
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signals an intelligent indexation of the chaosmatic body/Vox carries her night to 
incandescence/her nocturnal illumination is swelling within the network of arteries and 
veins/I see you stalk from afar lightening in a congested sky of immaculate deception the 
ghetto dogs straining on leash/Ontological splitting and the emergence of co-efficients are 
secreted in yr vynal handbag/you take yr coke straight and yr acid is Sandoz clear light 
which splits the linguistic subject from the unconscious subject if there is such a 
possibility/We only have Nils word that there were ever bifurcations or even a possible 
homogeneity in noise/eyes are catatonically exhumed by the aesthetics of junk and 
alcohol/Chaos is not pure in its illicit differentiation/it is inhabited by virtual entities and 
modalities of alterity which have nothing universal about them/Each one unique in the 
Anonymous as Interval of the NOW until the dissimulation of the NOW/not known in the 
past or the future/This woman has taken a hammer to a slab of sonic indifference as 
cognitive act and is dismantling the syntax tone by tone until she is standing in a mess of the 
cadence of semi tones/it spells out the killer of pain morphine 3000mgs dribbling down 
punctured arm of drigs as Information on what the body can tolerate/Monitor resistance and 
tolerance what for the fatal hit is the overdose/the unheimlichkiet the uncanny user knows 
the boundaries and amps up just enough to deal with the knowledge that each instance and 
interval enacts a death of the temporal lost forever in wastage of viral motion/This isolation 
is not all her own doing/she intuits in Nils ear licking the rings puncturing the earlobes still 
a crust of blood/She knows that self reference is without end and the space of indolence 
destroys time and time destroys the duration of a state of decay while enduring 
decay/Repetition undermining metaphors her fluids run with Information of form waiting 
to be brought to exactitude and materialized/Consciousness as a means to an end which she 
is cultivating each part its own Ungestalt/She is forming and un-forming within the space of 
a sharp and a flat/progress is brutally discontinuous a deformation of form a distortion of 
space and time which she has memorized and creates insomnia in the flesh of incubation 
waiting to be expressed/to enter the sonic realm as pathway to the ear which listens 
anxiously as the first chords of the new Age of the Post Body are uttered from the Queen of 
Instruments the piano/She has no tolerance of data trash or trash art of nurturing the 
volatility of Borshi boys but does so out of a sense of moral justice and the belief in the 
possibility that this sub cult may be come a dominant mode of conflict/There are too many 
false Information fractures gasping to overcome reduction ravaging each other Toxoids 
Gynoids/Cyborgs/Teknoid [Phallic XX]/invaded rictus of artificially engendered vaginal 
expulsion last attempts of a doomed species to proliferate within limited space/into the art 
of selfish expression/In the calculations of the Sentinal Beings we are dealing perhaps with 
the eradication of the pest the vermin/Vox is secretly ruthless and a black weapon of depth 
touching the ungrounded negation of all but herself/It is a time to be selfish/to dissolve the 
other/Thought grasps its surface and fails to descend to the depths of noise torn from its ill- 
logical function to become the non-objective destination of an attachment to the outlaw pack 
of marginal degrees of its destitution of archaic formality/The melodies spin in Vox head her 
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fingers are frightened of what the hand might create on her violin within the boundaries of a 
ferocious investment in negativity as an excitement of sensual engine swarming with desire 
to be disorientated/if you intend to spike/spike it right or don't bother/This is an image full 
of noise and immanence a cult of Information gathered over years of self experimentation 
and self abuse/Valuable Information for the Teknoid [Phallic XX ]/Send me an enigmatic 
signifier she whispers send an erratic primitive craving that seeks with vehemence the 
abolition of reality an object of philosophical investigation or a drive accomplishing itself 
thru reversal to primitive instinct/The genitals of men swell and roll in their sacs at the 
wonder of their use of meaning/She is moving in it thru it beyond it/The key changes alone 
blow out the eardrums of sensuality/The notes cut deep and churn up emotions of loss and 
pain and scars and wounds that drag the sensual to the level of the skin where they are most 
sensitized/These are songs of tears and sobbing/Veydra loves creatures from anachronistic 
times which is outside duration as we know it/She sees thru the transparency of the body 
and the mind/pure exstacy and pure catastrophe but how much can her neural synapse 
take?/Been there seen it not pretty too much Information and never enough?/This woman is 
beyond the limits of excess and is seductive because she can achieve a point of stillness from 
which radiate noise and love which are inescapable/she has a strategy for survival in the 
electro magnetic world of the Age of the Post-Body/This love will drown you in the sounds 
of self predatory annihilation/All living art will be irrational primitive and complex/These 
are yr signals from distant of Island of Erasure on the Black Lagoons where the Sirens sing 
yr praise/your music speaks a secret logic and leaves behind documents of paradox/with the 
molecular presence of vandalism and iconic vehemence controlled and directed by a 
brilliant sense of the right time and the right place for revelation/She kisses the stars and 
radiates in the full moon of nocturnal admissions to explode in combustions under the 
rhythmic convulsions that are not only fateful but devastating when brought to bear on the 
violent impulse to escape the endurance of the Machinic sterile blank shooting male 
drones/Let the s/he work it out for themselves/There is no after to a trauma of an absolute 
catastrophe like the Deserts of Nagasaki/a secret about a secret nullifying explanation/You 
speak the language of music it bursts from the mouth and embraces the corporeal in a bone 
crushing delirium/Boy Debris is ironic in the face of horror and humorous in the times of 
speaking of the circus of hysteria/Speak and they will listen/play and they will hear even the 
silence between intervals will cause them to become the velocity of the music/under the twin 
signs of excretion and appropriation/I with my 3000mgs of opiates a day with my destitute 
immense silence screeming to be heard as spectral object/Don't worry my friends I am on 
my way with wings of an endless circulation of ghostly emotions/sound objects that 
prefigure the aesthetics of our own bodies/The fascination with music lies in its violence as a 
force field which scripts bodies analogically while digitalizing the nervous system/How can 
this be you ask?/ codes emotions/stimulates trauma/rehearses our own existence as crash 
bodies/Sounds appear from nowhere decay rapidly across the surface of the body then 
disappear/A virtual soundtrack of pre-mixed contrapuntal partial sequences of triadic 
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chords/A trajectory of hellucinatory possibilities with no history to inhibit its future/He 
writes sexd Protocol of Noise she composes sensually Ethics of Damage/A transitory 
interface of collaboration creating fabulous sonic identities a combined potential to fuk over 
the Screens/Extract of Towers in the Desert of Hiroshima a litany of horror/Mustard Gas/ 
chemical warfare/ atrocities/ coups/mass genocide/Chemically induced/the vanishing centre 
of things is a seductive space of sacrificial violence running on amputated determination 
where the counterfeit in art only obscures the function of art as a desperate way of re- 
vitalizing the decaying energies of digitalized appropriated reality/In the virtual reality of 
the Post Human only fake mimesis counts for a society of futile serial reproduction/Residual 
noise is the basic strategy of the subversion of the sampled real/there can be no singular 
experience under these layers of complexity and infinite meanings produce only subjective 
resonances/The bachelors severed eroticism 
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NINETY-EIGHT LA VENT C/EST LEGER ADDICT/ 

Nils is drifting into fugue state after inexorable insomnia vulnerable slightly paranoid his 
imagination forgetting how to fall asleep a night leaving no memories of what was thought 
only the anguish of the morning to come too late with nothing to offer as usual the noise of 
the sickly yellow dawn/what daylight terminates in our restless interim remains 
unknown/possible impressions resurface as the moods of daylight hours/drigs and 
intoxicants work to relieve the confusion/the weight of the exhaustion of persistent 
consciousness intersecting with long waves and intensities of nocturnal refrains fixed and 
enduring an antagonism of the neural overwhelmed by the feeling that Nils had just closed 
his eyes seconds ago disturbed by a preoccupation with wakefulness devoid of the rhythm 
of the solar arc of indifferent light/Nils is useless in this night of darkness/he was a victim of 
beauties superficiality recalled as fantasy of humiliation and uncertainty cannot even walk 
towards Anna O without getting painful increase in sense of excoriated wild hectic rhythms 
of blood rush to senses/truncated exchange of physical signals a stare of perplexity his 
dehydrated eyes watch imprecise allusions to desire offers a cigarette dimensions 
disturbingly irrational erratic inexplicable response as if by opposite magnetic poles thrust 
back away from her horizontal burst of gravity snaps that punctual system of regret that he 
lacked self control under the circumstances precipitates impending infection with mortality 
at its end irresistible as one way of confronting the transcendental/however much he failed 
to understand the enigma/of this dispositional attraction/a continental drift towards 
Europe/Nils heart is bare her face is naked yet her moods aleatory/He is propelled thru her 
vision which excludes him in a moment of revelation suspicious of nothing rather than 
everything she walks at speed and with defiance thru all his defences/she is for Nils the 
consummate human artefact the beautiful woman the intelligent woman the distant 
one/obscuring the conditions of her own existence sharing only the most imaginative 
radiances of her life/what great beauty is capable of what she has put into her memory and 
what was already there creating her own being from the outside/ denies strangeness and the 
translucent sigh of dissident sexd luminary fingers the dream of power without a 
body/ great desire demands great restraint I have made you immortal in yr miserable life 
time something worth remembering she states/you hate man incessantly while remaining 
the most hated of men a single word a constellation of regret is all you have yr words 
collapse under extreme pleasure/the irresistible levers of night fold the angle of shadows of 
illumination from the City of Pain/ another random act of senseless violence/you choke me 
with images suffocate me with the verb to become/Nils sad but ardent voice struggles with 
the conversation/on the integrated circuit the poet is the supreme anachronism she 
whispers/the stagnant breath of celibate sleep is always fatal/a society without dreams is a 
dead one/Reality is what you can get away with/where the sinister love of the self is 
consecutively revealed sharp but disconnected/the pitiless logic of vanity/You speak first I 
hurt most you harden last a serial agitation in this irrational age of reason never meant to 
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end/Nils suffers alone but never lonely with the thoughts of her caught in the physics of 
collision he awaits the arrival of a succession of connections based on counter 
memory/wanting to believe something but protective of the core she kills for inspiration a 
form of en-gendered homicide a dislocated genocide better a squandered genius than a 
genius for squandering/Coincidence only makes sense with you allow the other to be 
invaded to escape the inviolate borders of the self the rolling clocks of a disused night/where 
the appalling makes life bearable self destruction has its own eroticism to be found/yr body 
stripped bare of its cargo of skirts a sigh of prophecy provocatively barbaric/We are all 
here/ We are waiting for you an echo of the time you have left behind/the flaws are not in the 
music but in the listeners head/you show a contempt for harmony creating an immense 
arbitrary noise/ 

she enters space in a state like drigged visionary hysteria Ophelia speaking in songs half 
lines childish mutterings hair dishevelled and filled with dried flowers/she is thin she walks 
towards him with her hands feeling the space around her because her eyes are closed in case 
something is there/Nils watch her move around the walls the furniture until she finds 
him/why didn't she hiking ring him/he would have gone to her/but he was too busy 
unravelling the enigma of himself living an imaginary life to notice in her voice that 
something was wrong/fascinated by mechanism of poetic practices and their effects released 
from elaboration of reason distant realities/he wasnt listening he was pronouncing trying to 
break loose from the law of identities madness put into a bondage of chemicals/Acid 
interfering with his visible freedoms with the indifference of a lunatic her in her own bed 
and he in his/reason does not join him behind the curtain of insanity and death is the only 
contradiction that surprises him/not his own/well thought out and anticipated/but her 
spontaneous death free of aesthetic or moral preoccupations/The simple acceptance of 
death-ness as anticipated as becoming love and hate damaged thru amalgamation/ An 
instinct for rupturing the destiny of order/The disorder of logic to absurdity of the tongues 
created noise of anguish she had invented/uttering perhaps musical thoughts that Nils 
mistook for joy/love is not more useful than poetry and desire merely clouds the distance 
between them/no matter how wearily he projects his prophecies back into the past/as 
Ophelia said belief in a future life is an altogether unpoetic belief/He could have replied 
belief in a future life makes of all pain a lie and hence it cannot be the source of real 
inspiration/if he had told her that would she have changed her mind or would it have 
driven her all the faster towards her choice/Nils feel the bitterness of having lived thast 
which is constituted as a given/everything he does vanishes with the being he was 
yesterday/so there is no point in salvaging the details/this woman of unrest inhabits his self 
destructive structure with its surfeit of feeling his self deception and willingness to 
believe/to have faith/in anything external/ and because of her he reject the imitative instinct 
of routine nostalgia/He has made a tyrant of the irrational/nothing that he constructed will 
not survive him/ sounds grunt from the throat mistaken for inspired meaning/He fill you 
with chaos reaming out every seam or artificial Black Sun wrinkle in yr vulva until it is 
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pressed flat in an effort to inflame you/leaves him whirling and tossed thru currents of 
embalming vapours/He tell you its night the solar flares tremor thru colour spectrum until 
the white heat up magnesium vapours throwing contorted shadows/the singular is obsolete 
and becomes precarious and ridiculous says Ophelia/to the silence of she who leaves one 
inspired and violently detaches the mind from banality/I am now an erotic act a statue of 
performing of inevitable sequences/her suicide code of inspired modes of insanity the 
construction of the self from the plagiarized raw material of the other/Cool metal indent to 
Machinic tragedy scan dilated pupils techno junkie the dangerous curve of thought blind 
scan feedback into damage of flesh mass/instant playback reverberate between thoughts and 
memories ignite the spine bristles with steel tipped ends/generating electro magnetic 
ambience of sleep erasures partial print out replicated as cold blooded disease immune to 
radiation/why didnt she hiking ring wavering voice caught up in nervous laugh of 
indifference/Her depressive mood constitutes itself as a narcissistic support negative to be 
sure and often leading to the suicidal act constellating the erotization of suffering of the 
other/in a sense the ultimate sacrifice the pre emptive act of rebellion/the work of love as 
fetish emerges when the activated sorrow of loss has been repudiated/Perhaps a long 
distance attempt at forgiveness/in anticipation of the bachelors severed erogenous 
wounds/ Anality is a bonus with the obsessive person the anxiety of being destroyed from 
within denotes a tendency towards disintegration to SKz partiality/ What is an unconscious 
that no longer does anything but believe the imagination rather than produce the 
unimaginable/What are the operations the artifices that inject the unconscious with beliefs 
that are not even irrational but on the contrary only too reasonable and consistent with the 
established order which the SKz with her myriad of codes and partial flows/disrupts/ allows 
the repressive structures to dissolve but only if the unconscious believes it since all the 
ambiguity lies there in the error of the spirit of sullen wrath/ the phobic woman is no longer 
sure she is mother or child/the obsessed man is he alive or dead?/are the objects he observes 
anxiously more alive than he is?/trapped as he is in the unconscious dread of losing control 
over these objects which he believes have a life of their own/finally the hysterical woman 
cant be sure she is man or woman/The SKz is alive or dead not both at once and her 
deadness is a product of her repression/to live she must conform/she was the unwritten 
logic of the painted body/This is what Absurdina reads to me but I dont believe a word of 
it/there is too much logic in her sentences/I have read it somewhere before/You often repeat 
yrself/To speak of another one in another place/She got down from the truck with her 
blanket over her shoulders/She sliding away from the Road Freighter skidding backwards 
on time pushing her bare heels/She see the past more exactly than what she did yesterday/is 
this the one she has been waiting for?/the Big Hit/adrenalin floods her veins pumps up the 
arteries on her scalp her whole body expands the skin creaks/her bones groan/Ophelia is 
showing her the way thru the debris of the room/the Road Freighter glistens in the moon 
light/not an article of dust or shellfire damage/ and yet all around the area buildings are 
reduced to rubble/ slogans in blood cover the walls/the dead writhe in the foreshortened 
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experience of their dying/ skulls and genitals nailed to the wall with sharpened thigh 
bones/War criminals denounced/they speak pigeon French between each other very 
intimate they stop and behind hands they whisper/ 
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Chimera are a man best friend/ 

NINETY-NINE SELF ARTIFICIAL OPERATIVE 

Ophelia has a disturbing infatuation with the literal Nils as sonic engineer/and in her 
desperate attempts/her mania for control/she exudes psychotic desire to possess to return to 
gender specific idols of the past/the first persons to erase tensile flash narratives/like I think 
about you Black Poet all the time or I will take you to Morocco or I am Jean Paul Sartre/s 
reincarnation/they intimately arouse they whisper arms around each other/ and Nils can 
neither feel nor hear nor understand what is being uttered/in his vision these events are 
explanations he cant remember the discourse for/they are proximities he is barred 
from/these are the ordinary procedures of the day in a state of betrayal/ that clash with my 
consternation with the overflow of the Machinic which is dominating the pathetic regions of 
self centred collusion/between the mine and the yours of abject indifference/I wake feeling 
no longer afraid of her wandering blind/She leaves me with a phone number to ring/but I 
cant recall it what was she wearing a veil perhaps any detail that will retain the images but 
by mid afternoon I can barely see her face/doors slamming in a courtyard/ polished 
corridors fuzzy light more a smear over the lens than illumination perhaps an emanation of 
the future rather than a resonance from the past/a case of Ophelia speaking to A/O while I 
am on the outside/this has been the failure of my persuasive contact with Grils/things are 
forming out of my control/dissolved in to tears I don't understand what is being whispering 
the ringing in my ears/The driver pull into a truck stop for breakfast the Road Freighter 
revving its engines the sound of distant explosions the crashing of brick walls here come the 
Dogmen in packs sniffing thru the devastation looking for likely informants or a witness/As 
they walk to the low slung building she see bars of prison cell at far right of 
building/TruckDriver looks at Veydra with a shrug/low light arced counter with dirty red 
vynal seats/ all empty/flies struggle on yellow strip traps hung from shaded globes/ 
The prophecy of the GashGrils wicked unholiness towards memory as a rejection of the 
future/the repulsive sacred InterFace is only desperate opinion drawn from the disease of 
the genital surface/hollowed out by innocence and another cycle of dreams of survival/the 
bodiless pleasure of the InterFace/life is no argument that death cannot solve/Veydra told 
Nils the noise from his Synthesizer was exploitative and corrupt/a symptom of a 
pornographic society/so as to colonise from within the dominant icon of culture the 
senses/and then to distort its ability to apprehend and respond to calculated aspects until 
they become noise/ awash with the dissonance of fiction/a dark bloody sense of the erotic/a 
death mark of precision/the sharpest inflection of the obscene/I am ultimately about death 
the blank violence of virile struggle to be consumed in the liberations of passion and 
horror/which reinforce attraction stinking in its decomposition/ the corruption of matter 
remains silent in its definitive absence/ she jammed her fingers in her ears/dislocation no 
deeper than the scar which opens up under depth of compulsive friction/rasped against the 
shaved head/bruised by resistance to scratching sensations/ crashed thru breakdowns of 
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rotting cognitive act of dispersal but not yet purged/Moral persuasion is the tonal gradient 
of necrotic horror implicated in the nocturnal insomniac/who has no dreams/ desire as a 
resource of ordeal for the sense of interminable imagination/what we shouldnt be is aligned 
with the spectre of the unknown/Nils snarl and bite born into anger and betrayal/there was 
violence in the house of the Law which is the womans body and he was its victim its 
androgyne avatar/herein lay the greatest pleasure of subservience/a sense of complicity 
enfolding in impotence rapture and desolation/he retreated into the depth of his damaged 
core he never had the self control to consummate under the guidance of despair/Here he 
achieved a terminal sense of ignorance to the security of inertia as the world emptied itself 
from his corpse/an attempt at evasion/Fluid promiscuity/His Machinic Father was inside 
him lining the passages of drowned shadows with a deliria fractioning of cold neurosis 
which froze the pressure on his lips to screem/he could feel the City of Pain numbing his 
hands and feet the shit in his bowels constricting the passage of dehydration and eviction/he 
waited for yr call Veydra/But he only heard the boots of the Toxic Soldier the machinery of 
his weapons on the fire escape/These eyes are a pressure of lips/pale eyes the colour of solar 
flares/retribution and rejection are the twin poles of his life which rapidly ceases to enter a 
realm which only dissolves in forgetting under extreme duress/but memory returns to the 
culture of the psychotic not lost enough yet in confusion of being man or woman/Becoming 
is initiated in the hazard of waste infection and the essential of nothing accursed/Irrational 
moans infernal gratitude/the breath of release was elsewhere because of the bruises he feel 
unlimited gratitude/to seek in all things that which must be overcome/he wander in the 
excessive plenitude of the Machinic which is absurdly rational/and being a truth maze it has 
no exits/enclosed to openness of constantly futile renewed hope of escape/keeps the body in 
motion/he want to journey but he never exhume the obscurity of the destination/unbearable 
to his own mouth eating the labour of dormant suicide he lay down in the white noise to fall 
asleep under Armolite mask in disguise/In depth the askew distortions merely phenomenal 
life there are circular customs and rituals unique to death/The Machinic conscious is depth 
to the core of burning futility/Have you seen flame in negative gravity?/it becomes liquid 
like napalm and moves in rotating waves of adhesion attaching itself to the body and cannot 
be extinguished/Nils does not know why he say anything without incorporating the mess of 
the dark and putrid deviation/he had endless excuses and identities like the whore he is 
imitating in the masculine sense of he doesnt want this consciousness but he has a need to 
be sold and bought/authenticity the dream of power without a hiking body the flesh ignites 
and leaves a trace of impulsive passion/It is a matter of being in love with his own 
resonating sensual voice/How does he communicate to the outside world from his Interior 
Monologue which is jammed by frequencies of the Sentinal Beings/Frequencies of threshold 
passage which refuse to open up into dialogue/that perpetuate a masochism of danger that 
is a worm in the heart of the authentic erotic here in its decline/ What words can satisfy your 
need for knowledge which brings no revelation to the Protocols of Noise/He is frightened of 
yr waking dreams and run into the Black Lagoons/Can actions be dissolved the way music 
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fades/So many questions?/Despite the defeat she cannot wait to achieve a point of similarity 

with the divinity in her consequential states of mind/ 

Empty yr suitcase there no where to stay/ 
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ONE HUNDRED FASTFORWARDBACKWARDS/ 

Kkrate City where the enigma of transparent distortion fills the gap of becoming 
deformed/ When is not enough enough?/In the time of the Zone of Occupation there is 
nothing but the fractions of seconds the gaps between duration with no visible boundary 
where the horizon meets the razor wire and electrified fences/Where flow displaces the 
elemental outside of thought and meaning/there are only deviations that fuse and defuse 
and in dissonance form catastrophes/a taste for decay and a thirst for desire colliding into 
that which is never prohibited and always possible/noisy as the body itself a warning siren 
to escape the impact of the fatal fall into immanence/The meridian that has no axis/Here I 
felt the horror inside the desert of beauty the apprehension of violences that I might commit 
against myself without yr soft pathology of wounds/In the Zone of Occupation lies the 
repressed thought thinking of the nucleated atomic substance/a hydraulics of blood and 
dust of tragedy and drama surging out of the violations of the flesh as decomposing body/ 
Intervals of words and sentences that are exstatic and resonating with the great trajectory 
towards death/Here I am imprisoned in the grip of the esoteric and perverse blank and full 
to the limit of excess that flows away from the body exhuming the human in tides of erosion 
and transgression/What lay behind the bars in the wall of the Cafe ?/Here I am alone and 
mutilated by my breath my brutal imagination and the intensity of my living which is 
difficult and yet sacred in its cultivation of the insane zero/Here I am exposed to near death 
experiences and flat lining/as the body corrodes I fall back on an insistence not to fear the 
delusions of the fanatic the myriad catastrophes and death wishes of the prophetic/the 
accusations of the apocalyptic/the inhabitation of death with its rats and maggots and 
worms its messy fluids and wish to dissolve the flesh/It inhabits me already and always I 
can smell its fetid acrid stench in my nostrils which gently bleed out a snot of agony and 
gaunt passages of desire/My urine is fire and my shit a dense web of visceral wastes/I am 
tranquillized against the desire to love and the energy to embrace death/To tired to dissolve 
into the relief of suicide to drown in the necrotic sediment of the Black Lagoons/Not enough 
pain when pain is not enough to force my hand/ amniotic fluids fill my lungs from arterial 
rivers of vast deltas split veins swollen glands leaking cerebral fluids swallowing gusts of 
froth of chords that are filled with strains of voracious endings/which constipate and 
paralyse pivotal orbits and constellations of unstitched wounds and seamless scars/I suffer a 
skitzophrenic evacuation of the senses/I am out of touch with the Machinic damaged by life 
and solitude/I have explored the sacred and the profane and found them empty listless toxic 
with esoteric codes and cruel starvation of meaning a howl of consequential anarchy/what 
tones will I leave unuttered that are not worth uttering?/Refrains of desire and destruction 
reverberating Nils contagious spasms erections the absolute state of inertia communicating 
thru the envelope of silence and internment within the scarified epidermis the involution 
into the abortion of ideals before they are thought/The Sentinal Beings are addicted to 
synaptic chemicals and the flush of equations of neurotransmitters/ downloaded from 
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human brains addicted to the flow of Information/flow and intensity of mood enhancing 
chemicals fabricated and inspired by desire elucidated within the miasma of pornography 
flushed with endorphins/A head noise of drained memory wastes the body into euphoric 
ridges of choking elation these addicts of meaning desire access to Information diverted thru 
the InterFace/crave exposure to refrained outline of existential problematic/what can we 
make of ourselves lacking embodiment in collusion with an end of the corporeal as an end 
in itself?/what can I absorb into myself that is not already lacerated and waves of 
recollection have no memory that can be trusted always under pressure to adhere to 
fatalism and atheism the ropes by which the insincerity of expectation is bound?/I am a 
mute body lying outside of consciousness waiting to be thought/The dominant Icon of 
culture is the body as accessory to be made anorexic as a means of control to be slashed and 
penetrated as a form of punishment/what cannot or does not want to be felt/the ejaculation 
of dead death issues forth from the mother tongue the mother board the mother of all Wars 
no longer a dirty place to hang out with the infernal clamour of the airwaves saturating the 
vascular groin/a dialekt as kind of violation or vibration hidden behind the enigmatic 
Ungestalt the injuries of time on its victims/metabolistic grinding sickened by everyday 
life/self loathing breeds the greatest pleasure and we are worthless without thought which is 
something to fear/not fully predicted and if so impossible to contain/ 
Nils wants his insanity back/ 

She comes to me in dreams she comes to me when my eyes are opened when I hear that 
accent all is revealed/We eat at Industrial Cafe in Smith St/Ophelia has Foccatia and I have 
garden salad bread and black tea/s/he drinks short blacks/we avoid talking about my 
illness/ she mentions nothing about her suicide but I can faintly see the rope marks/she tells 
me of how desolate her visit home from Paris 1974 was/how much she missed that 3 months 
with The Poet the failure of Primal Therapy living in squatts eating scraps from 
garbage/escaping the City of Pain/Nothing the same but all somehow similar/she slaps her 
hands on the glass table/I want my own SPACE/Oh I long for a fuk free from the fetish that 
reduces or the perversion which expands or the delusion which sublimated by the lie of love 
coagulates thru certain male schisms of deformed theatrics bits from here and there/ they 
always know how to do it but they don't understand the passion of anticipation that 
intimates the raptures of love/Love leads thru lust to hiking that's the formula/just open yr 
legs and grunt until the phallus collapses under the simple mechanism of muscle and blood 
closure/what stroking other than sleep continues the pleasure/is it always like this/I am 
shocked at her eloquence her vitality her clarity of vision/you must go back and get my 
journal/I hid it in the shelves of our room in the Maison De Jeunes you must finish the 
journey for me always trust in extraordinary disorders/tears fill my eyes I gently stroke her 
hand but my fingers go thru the pale flesh like floating ruins of past days its no use asking 
for more than this even if I have the questions to ask/how I failed you I have slain my 
love/my lies are absolute in their transparency/ two lovers distracted by the distant horizon 
of Anthracite City and lost under the brilliant blue open sky that rotated over the City/In all 
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love there exists an outlaw an outsider a sense of fatal attraction towards beautiful bodies 
and marvellous erotic intelligence a contempt for prohibitions and a taste for chaos and 
risk/Intensity of desire for the loved one always has its abstract absurd side/You were 
fearless in you youth flamboyant in yr dress and unconventional in yr expectations/knowing 
true sexual carnality coupled with a mystical core concealing nothing and sharing all her 
exploits/There was a dangerous manic side to Ophelias personality when she was 
drunk/Our conflicts often involved knives and broken bottles/she suffered from depression 
and attacks of distress regarding the progress of her sculptures/she hated kissing my 
drigged lips/ 

Tune of house musak pumps from the Radiola in the Freighter/ear flooded by traffic noise 
building up at intersections along the Freeway I cross reference hotspots and gridlocks 
jamms and crashes/she sits in passenger seat wearing three pearly necklaces/she whispers 
tune about Oh who will do the Poets dirty work la la la.. ./I see rollover in rearview 
mirror/tyres blow on road debris Road Freighter hits retainer wall in shower of sparks and 
burning paint/The Flag Gril wears safety glasses and yellow and white overalls/she pulls 
the traffic in a detour around the wreckage/I see the reflection of the driver burning in rear 
view mirror/he runs from the cabin aflame and jumps from the Overpass falling in an 
incandescent cascade of burning flesh spitting and flaking until he hits the water/her feet 
track over headlight crystals red orange chrome soon her soles are jabbed by this plastic and 
she walks leaving scratch marks in the hot tar/a Machine comes behind her filling in the 
channels/what was she saying by that strange walk away from the Hotel while I watched 
her in his arms/did you recognise my trust and loyalty but of course that was not how you 
saw love and desire at that moment if ever/escape from loneliness and vulnerability was all 
you had in yr head/I did not imagine that one day soon you would come back alive more 
than dead more alive than while living/I always underestimated my value and my allure/I 
was sure you took it with you hidden in yr eyes/eyes that were rivers of solitude a region of 
being I cannot resist diving into/I know now that I will never be allowed or have the 
courage to love again/the leaden foliage of yr memory is in my bones in my feet and draws 
my fingers into claws/I am now in a period of sleeping fits in which I hear the beautiful high 
notes of womens voices singing in chorus that makes my flesh vibrate/I have met and seen 
what I expect as if a reincarnation not of the material body but of the vaporous sheen of the 
possible existence of a loving so long denied to me/small zones of Intensity that exhaust and 
drain because they are so full of what I want to hear connect with and carry with me like a 
pocket book of faith that tells me I will never be alone even if there is only one 
other/Occupied with foreshortened destiny I can never do justice to what I feel the 
importance of each note cannot be denied/no room for mistakes/Sudden impulse it was 
never spoken of again no one else knew or cared/He is a fugitive being of close proximity to 
a morphing creatures of Zoology/Certainly a reptile in habit and appearance/at a symbolic 
level that defines both his language and his unconscious/Romanticism and pessimism 
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combined to evolve as chance and necessity/a close embrace of the energy of Baroque 
dance/His enigma remains entirely unsolved for him/unto him at a glance all the mystery of 
illusion feeling thru his marginalism a simple sequence of precarious rhythms and intervals 
interrupted by paranoia and depression/ 
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The ear has learnt nothing 

ONE-HUNDRED-ONE MEDIAOPERATIC SCRIPTED 

Veydra felt her human-ness as a thing in itself slipping away/the anxiety of the self desiring 
continual existence fading on the brink of anonymity as she fled into the Network of sullen 
obscurity/scanned androgen Phillia orbital slow wave of neural washed over her layer after 
layer/outlining its profile as a dimensional object threatens to dissolve into 
background/ white noise suffering advanced decay lives its every intensity until consumed 
under dark sky of latitude/defined by random states it flows into the Singularity drawn by 
the swarming fever of the InterFace/the concept of existence as human no longer engaged 
her attention as Information field dense with connections between Machinic and limbic soft 
ware constellated/the inner ear unfolds from its chrysalis plugs into expansive Informational 
patterns in a state of permanent visibility enhanced by prosthetic vision/under narcotic fade 
out late afternoon sun absorbed into the walls of Anthracite City intensifying its filmic 
blackness surfaces go retrograde and fold in continuous agitation of sheer blindness/Veydra 
shades her eyes against the nothing she is staring into as she approaches the gate/against the 
casting down into the deadness of this damaged synapse warp submerged distant stars of 
brute matter being conjured slack lunar tides cross space of paralysis verging on accusing 
empty distance of 3am/The Tracer has contaminated the liminal membrane jacked into 
sensor nervous grid ignition module to alert alterity of Teknoid that is only a holographic 
illusion/Repeat yrself often/the replay of this manoeuvre is shown on the Screens/Nils Synth 
responds/there are lines of exit that correspond to certain keys and overtones on the edge of 
distortion/ 

after years of ignorance the unconscious seeks out its lines of penetration thru the borders of 
skitzoid anxiety twisting impulses not set in motion by the Other no longer produced 
images of the cellular but content to behold and believe what it imagines in its place of 
focus/Where the interaction between the cerebral prisoner and the Cell Apparatus breaks 
down the Lie Detektor and his machines of capture inserts fading memory code to digital 
cortex bleeding it of last memories from deep in the core/being held within the Incarnates 
Prison identity places the Apparatus War Machine on any socialised terrain in segregated 
but superior position/shatters inside the body the fistulas between organ and that carrying 
the Information to outside/secret Agents of Nagazaki deceiving the Machinic order feeding 
it false and corrupted Information/The Machinic will never give up the Zone of Occupation 
because of its value as a point of access to Information/ and the celestial pediments collapsed 
under the weight of the rise of the Hardrive of Information causing Nils Zeroid machine to 
be exposed to a cloud of harsh noise/to breathe in a gust thru the crack from the mouth of 
his adversary/ and the lungs of Nils Urstatt were filled with dread/ sores broke out over his 
body as the data from the Screens flooded his brain where sex is a fatality/He hid himself in 
a depth of trench slit in the earth excavated by the nocturnal engine of Toxic Soldier/ covered 
himself with earth/a depth of death/the Machinic repudiates every attempt at skitzo break 
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thru for it is a multiple of machines coupling and interacting in a state of declining and 
breakdowns/ absorbed in anticipation of a trans-visual contact/I is the middle of sin the 
entire event in retrospective alignment to the recall of depth which is a creature of the 
subcutaneous/program what you think you want to be and imagine you might change over 
night/Veydra Synth wonders should she have been on remedial medication during cross 
over to androgyne?/why this insistent lust to be someone else?/The avatar in the 
Game/Superficial changes inscribed on a body which is no longer dominant/Protocol of 
underground test broadcast from the City of Pain/ an exacerbation to her lateral confusion on 
her sweating back her burdened singularity of revenge against the diversity of Machinic life 
to which she is denied/The impossible of the Post Human recedes the more you try to grasp 
its innate perfection and beauty/more attractive scenario once the doomed species has 
evaporated/high frail hands across the uterine water and we are dimensional again/what 
about the inside ?/What about mental bodies/what about Machinic bodies as affected 
bodies?/the Lie Detektor clicks off his Recorder and leaves by the network of stoppages/she 
follows his loud shoes into the hallway which disappears at the end over a cliff face where 
the vacant lot is being prepared for the foundations of a Military Identity Complex/she cant 
see the bottom of the excavation/the other doors are all locked/the house creaks as it leans 
towards the lip of the earthwork in progress/she play/back her pocket recorder amazed that 
the Lie Detektor failed to access her unconscious mind a hundred times more vast that her 
consciousness driven by the frontal lobe which has slightly swelled to accommodate the 
dreams recorded by the Trace Sensors/a type of resonance with and expanding of fake 
edited memories increased thru her false sense of insignificance/input machine used to 
sense other ness of the Machinic/what the eyes see in front of them is a brief recall of 
constantly vacillating changing stage of hyperbolic trauma objects fading in and out of the 
inanimate/in the silence of the rooms of the Baroque chateau Anthracite City the shadows 
draw in at mauve dusk and the light emits diodes of compacted contagion deformed as 
inhibited symbol and bogus revealed ideas of signification/hyper imagination attenuated by 
pharmaceuticals draw images of RAM into the Screen of her unconscious/ too much Screen 
illumination overwhelms the senses a nightmare of hellucinating negative interplay the 
unconscious of the ignorant inexperienced idle mind flashing up discontinuous horror and 
terror/never finished and hardly remembered/ gone by afternoon/never overestimate an 
opportunity to dream/Never imagine a dream is an escape/it is only in the dream that we 
approach becoming awake/ Always detained by the blockage the reason sees nothing but 
confusion/but in the dream the flows operate apart from these blockages of logic/Tenebres 
far from being terminated as a fugitive consciousness/a point of contact rising from the 
Black Lagoons a pale radiance thru ground glass louvres/and the blue flicker of police lights 
in reverse the body leaves the scene of the crime/rewrites the soundtrack/hatred is a self 
inflicted punishment/the clock subtracts hours while she can only add to time in seconds of 
intervals/this was the reverse of what she expected of the NOW/a point of departure 
cogwheels springs sprockets the inevitable flicker of led numerals/In the City of Pain 
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Teknoids secretly revolve in sorrow and despair at the demand to keep on desiring/they 
hear their body clock run down/Vox leaps on a Holobike as a matter of terrorist choice 
rather than personal affectation/you can pick the latter by the manner in which they attire 
themselves in corporate gear the fat circumference of the aluminium frame the thin wheels 
the trailbike the garish attachments asking to be stolen/beauty and flair on a simple matt 
black Holobike is always noticed for its lack of mechanical Phillia/The subject dominates the 
machine and uses it as a tool in motion with a spontaneous destination always chipped 
paint and slight sheen of rust/no thought of muscular pistons pumping the wheels up steep 
gradient of hill that remakes itself continuously/ 

It was opening night of DragF actors exhibition/He needed the hype of the dealers/He was 
desperate to sell/Information of the imagination must be totally controlled or sold to 
establish its value/a most valuable commodity/Imagination is the first casualty of the 
slowing pulse of a doomed species/Soon taken over by delirium/transgressive implies a 
simple and polarized world/ subversion of Conceptual X means you need X to exist to 
validate the image and the definition of yrself as corporeal recording machine/engaged in 
self conscious defiance under the illusion of the radical which becomes reactionary as it falls 
into the space of equality at its peril/He is a pagan a heretic that is all we can possibly 
say/He hopes to produce something final/Imagination was the frontier of meaning along 
with the discourse of dreams/Or exhibited/the hidden work is worthless to the critic the 
audience the Gallery owner the Collector/Just a sheet of specular intensities polluted by the 
resonant substance of the past never finished always preserved until covered in dust and 
eaten out by weapons of erasure/time/ distance/ available space/ contamination breakdown in 
imagination and decay/the words that attempted to apply ideological hermeneutics to the 
work/the metaphors format themselves around the gnawing teeth of resentment and 
jealousy/Forced attention to the imperfect/Sartre tells us that the work of art is a dream of 
murder expressed by an act the time of the world is not the time of the mind/A woman only 
creates what she is ignorant of in an effort to recuperate it/A woman has a War on her 
hands/ already almost vanish Information as an embodiment as a alternate gender retrace 
the counter memory of her false disappearance Anonymous in the Interval of the 
NOW/Sensation gives us about ourselves which fails dimensionally becoming 
unstable/perhaps intentionally/when transmitted/dented by a pounding fist dishevelled 
badly torn canvas or paper torn edge a comet of frail solitude/Words which produce static 
meaning slide off the shameless skin of the sphere of the dictating medium/Reality is the last 
thing anyone is interested in expressing/Reality is in ruins and the image/if flows of 
Information/is outside the analogue visual revealing contradictions within the core of the 
ruined degraded culture/Desolate compromised landscape in which Armolite noise is 
insinuated and ideas constantly paranoiac repetitious with no concept of how to form itself 
into a aggressive visual coherence as a thing in itself/Needing to be nothing else/The 
Armolite is the intimate and the destructive a dissection within the Celibate Autopsy/This is 
cyber trauma happening outside reality and you have been left out of it/it has occurred 
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during yr period of insomnia acting out repression with all the obsession of replication of 
the self as witness/Disappearance is inherent in the process/Not being there 
materially/Conceptual antics over art detonate the ambiguous undermining hard earned 
theory of subjectivity the imagined projection of the self towards its possibilities that is 
always above the crowd/as Nietzsche said nothing is deeper than the surface and usually he 
has no thought in his head other than those hastily constructed out of the detritus of the 
past/He is Hegel he is Schopenhauer he is Wagner no more no less/Replete with aphorisms/ 
Events of thought in excess/Under the Sentinal Beings there is no more bodily vision of 
difference rather than equivalence only the false duality of a body which leaks into Fascist 
horizontality of points on a hierarchical line/Nothing exists outside the memory of history/to 
anticipate to think ahead is impossible/the failure to recall the point of disappearance when 
the social structure collapses and takes away the control of experience now dominated by 
the Screens/look look he is running away from the people but they are only the herd/there is 
much to be done with liquid crystal and plasma/but the object the inanimate will resist you 
refusing its status as imaginary projection dissolving into the everyday avoiding 
assimilation/systems of elimination/the final solution/The InterFace/what is the precedent to 
desire?/ anxiety a longing for an indeterminate object an absolute demand to remain 
unconscious/What is the antecedent?/boredom the desire for arousal/desire has no 
beginning and no end no before or after just a constant rise and fall into consciousness/the 
desiring certainty of what she is dissolves/no longer resembles herself/Subways of 52 
illuminate distant factory machine works all night steam rises from the Sweat Shops around 
Kkrate City dominated by the old brick work of the Bryant May Factory its clock she can see 
from Smith street roof gable the Pelaco shirt tower turned into Apartments windows 
pointing into featureless courtyards/secreted in the shells of exhausted bricks/Veydra Synth 
could never under stand being awake in the day light/night seems hectic with charged 
particles the only unlimited dead padlock open and free of light which retains its crisp 
outline to the moon/She has seven 15watt lamps that barely glow/attracts no moths her 
furniture from different historic periods art nouveau leather couch handmade stuffed with 
horse hair stainless steel mobile sculptures art deco/the fifties bakelite the sixties vynal/she 
has a writing lamp and a reading lamp/she prefer candles with their flamboyant obstinacy 
to drown in the guttered wax pools black fishtail untwists in the hardening fabric they 
flicker in the yellow glare/whereas the globe is without perceptible motion until its filament 
explodes/Love is without limit and expects no return except the playback of reciprocation in 
an ever present state of sensual oblivion/Desire treads the body aches to be relieved to give 
the body some peace brings with it the sickness of utter motion all flesh and gesture craving 
to be exhausted inertia/Every desire is a trauma Extremadura panics and wants the process 
to reach maximum instant momentum drowning her subject again and again/frontiers 
destroyed and rebuilt/Dead Dogma rush to the window and see the shaved head of a man 
butting at the display window/He see cracks in his skull/He see shards of glacier jagged 
points nose dive into the tarmac dissolving into the heavy rain someone is dancing in the 
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shop below/He look thru the floorboards/He get his camera/ 
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Stolen mirror wilderness 

ONE-HUNDRED-TWO COLLAPSABLE EPISTEMIC/ 

Exploration of divergence datatrash nightmares of bodily decomposition downloaded from 
Synth to Screens reinstate the Game into Nils synapses/his stomach contracts/he runs from 
catastrophe of noise of mans animate creations death metal slide off into an exhumation 
trench resting its dispersed weight of thought on kinetic energy vectors of Nils Urstatt 
body/for eternity compressing his neural rush a couple of centimetres he imagined his body 
as bamboo rhizome focusing the density of his wrath to counteract a reserve of potential 
lines of escape from recall of memory that has already been/he breath its grasps his arms 
and legs rigid buried alive mouth caked with poisons of the Industrial soil/tongue cleaved to 
the roof no call for help/hard drive Junkerloud detonate switch on Nagazaki Desert reduce 
text to cinders/the decomposing hierarchies of the forensic documented past were not a 
resurrection of strategies for imminent escape lost in symbiotic translation but a sensation 
that is not of the body/Monochronic filter a victim of spectral replica pursuit/SKz membrane 
evacuates blood clot of soft metal voice scripts vacated thought to shallow incline load the 
Phallic genome in archive fragments trashed sensors fail to identify corpse late at 
night/ speak to me over distance about the knock on the door the shadow of her edging her 
way down the metal staircase the ache to be desired over whispering into the lacerated 
wound mouth to mouth orifice to anal insertion/the Network is full of IT cant they 
download about anything ELSE/Nils exhausted from pressure of becoming the Teknoid 
[Phallic XX ]/Mirror-Maxx the rubbish of Authority and trash of the feedback loops the 
anecdotes the Desert of Hiroshima the business card dirty mission dirty work of the Poets 
always a gun in my ribs blah blah/Nils losing the text the Screen flickers the letters break up 
and disassemble/He is in land of compuspeak/the Nylex sign green and cerise in the setting 
of early evening aqua/sub woofers pump 1000 watts of musak from the open boot of the 
Zeroid/Borshi Boys inside smoking joints they do burnouts in the Zeroid park/Nils hate to 
leave the safety of Apparatus with its predictable routines habits rumours go home sleep 
how to fill in the nights/ and wake up outside the grasp of the extended hand wanting to 
take not give/pressure to lock into Nomad existence escape to Subway 1952 where the fused 
body proliferates under clone embolism of spectral analysis/but how can he support such a 
parasite habit/how can it support him/He is locked into homosap survival grid but what 
does he get back/He is lifes servo mechanism/ someone else is the motor and he is the 
armature an internal Nomad of metal spikes trail the cloud of parasite drones but dont be 
mistaken by cognitive hyperactivity/nothing to do with the vast accumulation of objects he 
is forced to hoard/every obsessive square inch full of datatrash/lost collapsed things in the 
books notes undated unused derivative samples of earlier compositions of noise used and 
forgotten and used again/Nils is charged with break and enter of his selves trespassing on 
his second persona/perhaps a third or more is in there hiding/the heterogeneous is not a 
measurement or a scale but an open ended flow constantly birthing/the Viral Ikon revives 
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the DNA prints clone Grils in ectoplasm of digital potential genome invasion/Nils is a slave 
to pulse of alternating bursts of amp current short double helix ruins internal flux corroded 
to thin Terror spectacle/some nites the stroll across the border is effortless and exquisitely 
profound/He lie in his bed looking at the old rotating fan venting the air with shafts of heat 
deformed Venetian slats/what dreams in our body fluid decompose/Lie in his bed drugged 
out with exhaustion of juggling the access code hungover from drinking Chroma Fluids and 
taking acid/there are gaps in this filmic world extinguishing the Zodiac decay of the galactic 
cold freeze/but the two templates dont eradicate the rape velocity syndrome a single space 
of agony when they are placed over each other/bodies incinerate/He will take you to a place 
where there are no more stories to tell/The cyborg is the illusion of the late post modern 
fantasy of there being a place for the human in the Post Human/But there will never be a 
critical point of entry/ At his side always another exiled in its own sensations which dictated 
the format and content of the Interior Monologue constantly over determined by the Queen 
of Solitude/after the darkness of the artificial Black Sun Nils is remote without knowing it 
his Interior Monologue destitute of the complaints of one who isn't satisfied with the way 
things are coming to completion written in the sounds of the suffering of a rending division 
of word as sound and sound as noise of recognition/Here is the ultimate demand of life a 
coming to the conclusion of death/All Nils wanted was more time/The Protocols of Noise 
are neither finished nor begun again in a morass of repulsion that the noise lacks a virility 
and a capacity to disrupt the cathartic indolence of the Screens/so human and so dispersed 
from all that is human/are there woman that lie down for equivocal attraction?/a slow 
desperation in their gestures that he couldn't resist Sirens of the body/the wounded visceral 
mirror of revulsion revolted by its own diffractions of its scrupulous terrible discovery that 
space is transparent and reflects nothing but perilous time frozen in the NOW of breathless 
conclusions/There is always an end of things in sight but not this time just the immortal a 
final gesture leaving order of degrees in all this sewer of imminent retribution pushing Nils 
back/He will move forwards lost in a dark barren human relation to things that are no 
longer human but Machinic and with the passing world the Screens eject their violence he 
wake up high on the solitude of a dream about being born dying and addicted to Blue 
Saturn he was drunk and mapping out the system of atoms constituting his body and kept 
coming up with images of fractals at the microscopic level his skin merged with the atoms of 
the atmosphere which was heavy with calculations of distance his body was a vacuum tube 
with a iridescent core filament that radiated a chaos of heat that cooled to a state of 
order/speed expresses a relationship between time and space distance and duration/nothing 
matches/the vectors deeply personal uncertainty hidden in the folds of the hologram of sick 
dawn/the smell of dust the tears gathered under a host of insoluble conflicts/As he removed 
the fibre optic strait jacket that connected his Synth to his cortex the shock of his emaciated 
outline cerebral installations shattered under Interrogation Apparatus/Who cares if art 
reached in its end in Subway of 52/Who gives a fuk/just as he dies Nils looks into the face of 
a Teknoid pre-addiction/it is this fascination of the human with itself that is the anomaly 
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that drives him to look for a space in the future when there is none/ an excessive demand to 
continue existing/What a hiking dream/Get to yr dream and remain there/Words are 
something else outside of noise and surrender to meaning/The sensibility of excess is 
pornography/which is yet another form of artificial violence/The Zeroid clips the edge of the 
Virtual Generators/ 
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Vox Angelica steals a posture 

ONE-HUNDRED-THREE BANALITY OF INSPIRATION/ 

Nils deafness the constantly ringing hiss of a cymbal the tuning for the metronome the 
spiking notes exploding from the digital manuscript wavering shadows of noise in Nomad 
migration but even that fails to enact the sense of origins/He watched the spools on the tape 
deck rotating more or less there is always the thread of something else another tune how 
many notes what combinations the way the voice is pitched the amount of compression and 
reverb the use of saw tooth waves/Vox Angelica woke up screeming in the bed/was it the 
Lie Detektor after her shadow of Alien being/ she closed her legs blocked her ears and 
stopped breathing/who pierce molecular interface of room this Japanese paper walls so easy 
to slice/toxic burn of fuel rods turns cooling vents to steam/focus thru emergent realm of the 
last born and the realm of the man made enmeshed penetrate the larval tissue logic circuit of 
the Teknoid [Phallic XX ] negative ambience/the tragedy of the artificial Assassin exceeds 
nerve transmissions desire to reduce the human enclave to dust/Protocols of Noise 
attenuated to mimic syndrome of body modification machine causing velocity paradox to 
pervade negative truth/everything bathed in an opaque glare/stinging eyes hands in the 
holding position but no genital stick just inflexible violence of the Imaginary Father lived 
out thru the dead machine father of violence and mutilation/who made these infernal 
creatures/why after all these years still terrify me/I cant even remember yr face half a claw of 
genetic interference/the roof was dripping twisting strips of genes and neurons forced teeth 
apart into her mouth Veydra felt it writhing thru her organs splitting them open and 
inserting themselves/body lay on sheet like dissected cadaver/soon entire roof is filled with 
growth the stuff multiplied slide thru the floorboards and dropped into the Black 
Lagoons/as soon as it hit the warm shallow water near the pier it blossomed into jelly fish 
and plankton and spread across the surface/she became word sensitive after all this silence 
she create other than my own species/the hiss is enough/She screem in pain at the sound of a 
word she understand/the door to the Crematoria she can feel the heat off yr diseased fevers 
burning under flesh/the hope for insanity has come and gone/ did you loose yr nerve or 
interest in living/the pathology eating at the frontal lobe then heading thru all the other 
sectors/ slowly one memory disappears after the other and recall becomes impossible/The 
membranes are absorbing neural encounters unfolding from each other as she doubts she 
ever had a detached mind rather a seeping negation of suppurating seeping openings/ at first 
you cant spit then you cant piss or shit and the body stays alive by eating its own 
excrement/the sensation of food or water in yr mouth makes you wretch/Outside she hear 
the laughing and whooping of University students coming home late from the Library/they 
betray their belief in pleasure but only indicate the invasive extent of they stupidity/Fuck 
off you arseholes get off the streets/Dogmen start barking Zeroid ignition wheels blast into 
combustion/Downstairs the motors of cotton weaving machines whirring/ 
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Stick figure has no shadow recognition 

ONE-HUNDRED-FOUR FALSE PROPHET LAUFF/ 

Language is felt not understood/it is heard by the ear and deciphered from a million 
possible synapse/this is my body take my body and drink its blood and eat its code/I am the 
neural rush of expression which detached itself from the desire to be understood and to 
return meaning to non-sense/neural depth is potential energy for the membrane of 
Information/You are a catastrophe of limitations and now we see the limits of the human in 
relation to the pure additive of the shallowness of the depth dimension of lack of potential 
mindless-ness/which is driven to false esteem based on exposing the limits of its remainder 
of tension of emptiness and cruelty/It likes the sound of its own voice and revels in its 
abandoned resolves into dense intellect/involution devolution and to turn a deaf ear to the 
audible instructions of the silence of the prophet/with his threat of vibrations disturbing the 
equivocal space of the never to be finished except as delirious matter of fact/There are things 
which should not be repeated/Information entangled beyond being is neither self nor other 
but the emptiness of infinite dispersal/ 

Where are the details of resemblance to the Machinic Veydra thot and who will take notice 
of the crumbled recorded voice with its echo of zerotropness reaching the confines of Kkrate 
City with reserves of alterity/All gone to dust flooded by the Black Lagoons/She walk down 
the stairs and into the Sweat Shop 100% humidity the smell of abused labour/all 
women/power stolen from the grid/heavy duty cables connected to light pole/fast food eaten 
while working/Tran lets her use the toilet to shoot up its warm within the tiled cubicle and 
the florescent light etches her beauty the pearly white teeth the seamless facial skin and 
muscles china black cutt fringe/I am beautiful/my name is Veydra Synth the first daughter 
of the extracted DNA clone/if the silent surface of the eternal return could make one whole 
why not the other?/I have a flask of scotch/I gently tap the powder into the spoon heat it 
with lighter use alcohol to clean skin pump up a vein draw in the fluid butt end of cigarette 
to filter flick for bubbles insert hypo empty then watch back flow of blood/I just feel hiking 
nice now/a sinister pleasure I love until madness entertainment and spectacle of the graven 
images called up by the drig fill the gaps which were once enticed by spaces of 
nothing/dormant images that existed but could not be seen by the ordinary opening of the 
senses empty chambers unused tracks corridors in the dark supposed enlightenment left to 
a few Control modules in Apparatus/nothings changed in the 21C potential gene invasion of 
metal gender still the seduction of greed/It was not until the forming of molecular sub 
cultures resistant to the capitalist procedures of appropriating surplus cerebral labour that 
the intolerable tyrant became clear/reactionary posture towards what is dangerous in all 
degrees of change from the expected outcome/ apprehension by the herd recognition that 
every man has his price in the Game of betrayal Demolition 33/They will hide the 
contradictions inherent in the deceptive strategies for winning at a certain level and yet fear 
the hostile mood of crowds of noise and alcohol driven violence frustrated by impending 
loss/emotional distance must be at a premium to realize that the aleatory loss was the 



310 

intention/Restraint an indication of Nils strength/bodily depth has become superficiality 
watching for intervals and intermissions to display themselves but these minds cant think 
about rapidly enveloping horizons of the NOW/mathematics of vistas that no longer satisfy 
the desire for tension of numerical immediacy/the Game was about codes/This was what 
Nils discovered in his journey into deep Space/ cause and affect obscured/no algorithms/that 
ask for a devotion to singularity of purpose and focus on direction once held so tightly/ cant 
make the jump into the unknown/those that combust immediately soon become cold/that 
was desired as a craving for technique as opposed to intuition/With a degree of anti faith 
which deadens reasons and its doubts Nils attempts to recall his insight into the 
Game/conjecturing a spurious disgust with formulas now regurgitated in the illiterate but 
cunning minds of a Nomadic subculture/Loud DogMen howling leaving behind a dark 
longing for noise/within the closed circuit of the bourgeois Control Lie that still believes in 
the spectrer of external human delusions/lunar consistency of GashGrils revelation creates 
madness of paranoia all around the barred gates and windows security locks on everything 
movable/terrified of the potential for vandalism of the objects accrued by hard work and 
HARD work/the Celibate Bachelor Machine has been dismantled and while they wont 
admit it they suspect its complicit assemblage is still operational with in the sum of its parts 
and alive in a present state of presence that they imagine will protect them from 
dissolution/ the human wants to be remembered in the NOW if not the future/ the mind 
always prefers to be repressed organised and ordered restricted to rigid aesthetics like 
throwing Information to the hard drive as a gesture of narcissistic rebellion/pompous 
arseholes access their inspiration thru guilt and fear/The human subject has become the 
perfect paradigm for hiking uselessness/It consumes and exerts destruction while doing so/ 
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Corrupted numeral - ZERO 

ONE-HUNDRED-FIVE TO SEE DEFLECT YR GAZE 

As the City of Pain absorbed Information the human enclaves diminished in numbers and 
sub-cults fractured into ever smaller samples/Communication deteriorated and language 
ceased to be a consensual delirium/Sense became non-sense dialekts focused on survival at 
any cost/ 

Her panic to revelate fell on pointed triangle of peripheral disguise/Veydra Synth was hyper 
conscious and the noise from the overlock machines obliterated the conversation from the 
shop floor/she had gone deathly white and stammered quietly to herself/she supported her 
self along the wall and got to the front door/pulled back the bolts with difficulty/the sound 
of sirens and fire trucks filled the surrounding streets/she slipped thru the hole in the wire 
fence and moved towards a grove of old pine trees/the gnarled wood was abrasive against 
her skin/she got the shivers/what was in that stuff/cramps in her legs/horse tranx/do you 
want something to invade yr bloodstream to appear to be there or to be invisible outside of 
old concepts as yet unthought/a morph that requires open expectations/what mediates the 
hellucinations you are now seeing/the almost turgid cessation of the rolling waves the long 
drawn out animals noises the rustle of the pine needles your laboured breathing the eerie 
mixture of emergency lighting now slow moan of screeming voices as Control Apparatus 
breaks open the door and starts throwing machines thru glass/the illicit wiring to the grid 
drops off and sparking fuses set the bales of cotton bobbins on fire still spinning on their 
wheels/ surrounded and forced against the bark become the tree high heeled boots sink into 
the peat moss/what rolls in with the heavy twilight as the lights come on and the dank air 
smells of fish guts/the mist thins in from the isthmus/ 

Jelly fish blood red fill the sky their tentacles spread out like vapour thin ball gowns/stick 
figures in wooden pallets struggle as they sink into the water their oars broken their bony 
arms the last thing to disappear as they struggle/they come ashore on fire encased in weed 
and run to the grove of pine trees which is to the left of the main road/they form a spinning 
circle of fires around her/stars go out/the moon sinks into the sea/a dry dust cloud rolls in 
from the horizon/she hears voices calling out instructions/a weird half circle machine pushes 
thru the sand/imagination focuses on words as ideals which shape the subjects public 
conception of how the subject self might could or should ACT/the uniform of brutal 
subjugation always remains the same/a choice from the discourse of counterfeit sameness of 
copies of reproductions that loose so much detail and originality in the download a sharp 
edge is defeated and becomes gullible apolitical is disjuncted from the glanced at history of 
ideas to be incorporated in a hiking fake/Oh im not like that but then I have never met you 
before/You the I and the It of/Reality finally gives way to symbol?/The face of the Machinic 
dissolves the human thru sheer indifference/ 
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Chess moved delay snapshot 

ONE-HUNDRED-SIX TELEPHONELINE DOWNLOAD 

Paranoiac drug anti attractors failing to collude create friction of narcissistic attention to the 
gestures of other who pulls open Venetian blind/painful pleasure of confronting the social 
practice of insanity exfoliate/after all why were they here with their passion for abolition of 
the rebel the intruder the criminal/the apprehension of Justice required its particular 
phenomenon the response was ingrained and reactivated every time a Act of hard core 
motion was executed/Each man had a job to do/as brutal and as senseless as was necessary 
under the scrutiny of his appropriate jurisdiction/it was all in the Book/Nils Urstatt ran 
down the back stairs and onto the street/from the middle of the road he could see the semi 
circle of metal hovering rotating half left then full right as if orientating itself/ there was no 
sign of periscope or visual apparatus/not even a small antenna broke the flawless 
manufacture of the machine/a curved surface of plates that rolled rotated and opened/the 
surface remained intact/Men called run to the left run to the left/but he could see only an 
open field with groves of pine trees/his instinct told him to run to the right/then he is behind 
the machine with his avatar Urstatt who go left/Nils running to the right and into a dark 
street crammed with rich houses poor collapsing 

wooden clapboard mansions/ small brick street level terraces and illuminated two storey 
Apartments with windows almost the only cladding/he could see people moving around in 
the yellow light/then the machine started firing uranium depleted acetylene driven or so by 
isotopes/ Another Sentinal Being hologram/ 
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That was the closest recollection he had towards the cutting blue propulsion/he judged the 
trajectory and distance of the shells and worked out how far into the streets he needed to 
run/because there were only small spaces between the houses he broke the doors of deserted 
hallways climbed roofs dropped of back porches these unoccupied single front places where 
grey and the alleys beside them overgrown with weeds broken beer bottles sharp sparked 
shards of brown glass points rotten fruit tins/it looked like a dead end but there was always 
a right turn that keep him going deeper into the compressed aggregate of buildings/into the 
back yard of middleclass house viridian green lawns immaculate flower borders/up the 
staircase to the window jump onto slate roof run thru dining room where family ate meal/he 
didn't bother to tell them what was to come/if they couldn't see or hear the destruction then 
bad luck/ got to the far side of the block where houses all dilapidated and closed up cut off 
by long ditch of mud/Voices calling out to get the Black Witch Gril who had given birth to 
the Machine/men with sticks and shovels/thrashing the undergrowth/I slide into the ditch 
cover my face with mud and lower my self to nostrils/the machine moves up the road 
towards the Authority Building firing round after round of shells/the entire City is 
ablaze/The cupola of the Apparatus block burns down to the steel curved girders/the 
hunting men have passed by/I rise out of the ditch and can see the blazing Cupola/I make 
the connection between the half spheres and the shape of the roof/I edge back down the 
streets this time closer to the shoreline/On a corner block a small redbrick terrace with 
wrought iron window bars/front left corner has small patch of earth contained in triangular 
brickwork/nothing grows but the space is filled with exquisite ceramic sculpture colours 
reds greens black white trimmed figurines/one has fallen off/its a woman dressed in a 
Japanese pyjama outfit black silk with part of the feet and the head missing/its cool to touch 
and very light/I cant take it I put it back in the cradle of the main arrangement/Nils wake in 
a fever/A fuel rod has breached the Perspex shell of the Zeroid and the 02 levels are rapidly 
depleting/ 
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Intellect no less than her senses 

ONE-HUNDRED -SEVEN VACANT TOLERANCE OTHER/ 

Whereas the globe was hanging lower than the shade causing the upper part of the room to 
be in dark while the lower half was defined by a line of half exposed objects which 
disappeared in the smoke filled lower regions/there was only floor under her chair/there 
had been shots fired and someone had smashed in the plate glass window of the glamorous 
Clothing Store/soon the pavement was crowded with people cameras with lights mounted 
on special hats/inside the trashed shop a bald headed man with tattoos danced in a black 
chiffon gown/she presses the fingers so hard onto the keyboard she wore off the icons/it 
shattered the poetics of her delirious concatenations/the page evaporated off the heat of the 
screen/access denied/Veydra quickly grabbed a sheet of paper to try and recall what she has 
exposed about Demolition 33/she would never remember what had been said/much less the 
expression of the revelations/Three years work on the Game investigation/she looked at the 
painting on the wall by Uccello/the ten minute arc perhaps drawn 50 times to get it 
right/how simple a task compared to hers/ 

Was hearing the word kiss from Nils over the phone the same as to be kissed/was the 
anticipation of hearing or receiving as satisfying as the actual act/how close our lips had 
come/ did the kiss mean anything at all in any form/What are you making 
incomprehensible?/ what can you now endure in yr state as a couple sending internal 
messages to one another/that no one else can hear/the paramedics told her that the corpse 
under the stairway was so high on adrenalin should have floated/this still form of Helmuts 
shudder in the milky street light as he lay there on the asphalt thinking he had gone to 
heaven he couldn't stop spinning his shaved head ringing with drops of nausea and sweat 
wept from the crown of thorns interlaced with stars and comets/screeming take them off 
me/but they took root and grew thru into his brain/when he regained consciousness all that 
was left were the small puncture marks a tiny blue series of bruises/ 

The noise of sound implicates that desire is everywhere and in everything/Active moments 
of rhythm/demands the immediate noise of prohibition which cannot be situated in the 
passage of sound/will love become the unfamiliar that horrifies or the astounding that 
radiates in these last days hidden behind a thousand exploding atomics?/Absurdina says 
that desire leads to a form of self alienation/A retreat into the self obsessed with the object of 
desire/love without desire is luminous without tension and focused on the other/Sentinal 
Cock the god death machine nervously screwing itself into its own orifice driven by desire 
frustrated by repression of isolation/I cannot find an object for my desire so I desire 
myself/Repeat myself/this is desire without love perhaps/no where no ends nothing but now 
the god machine fails to do the poets dirty work/Control Lie takes its revenge against life 
where every it can find it/another form of desire/Desire is violent in its frustration to achieve 
frisson/ 
Last night Pirate Radio Secretary transmitting from off shore Freighter was assassinated/she 
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sits there in black velveteen chair surrounded by digital recorder and eight channel reel to 
reel recoding devices taping short wave Deutches Electro/Turkish channel Zero/love songs 
from the Minaret Radio Arabic/Tribal chants from the Desert Voice of the Tropic of 
Nagazaki/then on a second tape she dubbs some Electronica musak from FM Band edited 
out what she doesnt like/say undesiring beat goes for too long/Monotonous drum 
machine/Sample anything inorganic/ gets 90min long multimix one hundred world wide 
stations and transmitter Satellite Inter-stellar signals/station to station from sounds distant 
shore noise of static transatlantic drift/the crash of continental shelf reefs of Atomic 
Beach/the Arctic glacier hits the crevasse dives in breaks thru the ice sheet/Radio Secretary 
cuts content to 60mins continuous sounds saturated magnetic tape drop in on any beat any 
imagined space in the noise and something from the background will drop in mathematical 
probability very HIGH/Takes into account the Uncertainty Principle/Pause button cuts out 
the announcer the commentator/the order of the play list changes inches per second to alter 
vocal register octave to well above high C and below Open E twenty cycles per 
second/stability in the centre of chaos/word collapse at the low end drag out into apparent 
nonsense until you grasp tentative meaning/The new sonic text/an ache for the 
impossible/cut in segments of interviews run backwards/Modulated sampler reverb/echo 
compression filter out the mid range/she separates the elements of the sound molecules take 
portable tape into environment and pick up conversations of machinery/the roar of Factories 
automotive discharge remix the remix to erase any unnecessary external interference 
intervention or partition that disrupts the mind and breaks the exstatic circle of desire with 
the sublime/ desiring noise itself deeper and deeper into the recess of the brain locking 
on/making synaptic connections/Then she plugs in small vocal mike attached to her 
elongated neck talks in her own operatic singing vibrato to attenuate the waves and 
dissolution of form waves or flows of a sonic energy/Playback on all recorders individual 
edits volume up and down thru mixer/accreting layers of sound/trace distortions and felt 
sound folds of disguised text her poetics her voice programmed to Kkrate City 
wavelength/Engages with frequencies of the Screens temporarily disrupting 
transmissions/Noise to think with temporarily/for a short time/Inside the Screen is a 
sonically resonant lack of memory a shock wave of flashes of data that dissolve into one 
another seamlessly/Resonances of heterogeneity extremes of discursive layers unravel and 
recursively reconstitute themselves into new patterns never to be repeated/elastic skin of 
radiant membranes of flows of Information/ there is nothing to reserve for later reflection/ 
Events simply dissolve into one another/There is nothing repeated/a leaking of memorage/it 
visualises you where ever you move/saturated with Machinic discourse of interactive self- 
space excluding the human/a shiny wind on a coastline a solitary figure stands on the 
dunes wind in her hair the microphone wheels over head she calls yr name Ophelia sound 
slides back under the cloak of wordless crescendos/The Radio Secretary wants something 
electronic and molecular to listen to wants something to listen to so wants something that 
connects the most diverse longitudes tuned to the horizontal atonal and latitudes of depth 
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that vibrate the molecular structure of the body the most varied speeds and slowness she 
makes her own rhythms focused on every variation attenuation touching in danger of 
breaking apart in any moment of hazard/Nils is at the Industrial Cafe/The Radio behind the 
Bar picks up the frequency from Radio Secretarys Pirate Station/gently as he tunes in his 
instrument/a shiver in her tones/Patterns of longing anticipate every aural landscape solvent 
and solulant on a causeway of multiple chromatic durations/Sometimes I like to be here 
with you I like to sometimes/where have she heard that before?/the room is crisscrossed by 
a network of twin core wire cables from one corner to the next an aerial net an antenna 
dragging in the radio pickup zones pulls in the gravity of electronic signals back to earth 
irradiating the entire cosmos filling the Desert of Nakazaki with noise/the hiss of tracks 
decompressed/she cant move from holding position/she is the central earth lead of the 
cosmic network pick up of noise/the motherboard the axis of the sound arcades/turns up 
volume saturates ear machine eludes any attempt at recognition of initial input/She would 
cut a CD on her burner and give it to Nils/perhaps it would disengage his breakdown 
locking onto the network of stoppage of the Screens/The phone rings/it is a call from the 
past years of the world Subway of 52 disfigured by memory driven by the force of 
uncertainty of there being a future/mother worlds spawn intellectual erotica dislocation of 
order as the aesthetics of indifference/Warning informs Radio Secretary becomes 
immanence of friction the lunar racket infinitely seductive in her head itself/the techno 
addicts open space desires that which it can not have/best left in the dark arsenal because 
every chromatic hellucination balances of a refrain/every state of fugue/all those angst 
ridden obsessions documented by Radio Secretary/Nils is a witness to her authenticity/a 
predilection for misreading the instructions of how to pay homage to theory of addiction in 
one with such a brilliant mind/noise and sound to confront and embrace each other/I cant 
feel you Radio Secretary/an electronic sound like a field of dynamic intensities no matter 
how technical you become/where do I attach my desire to include my Synth in the matrix 
you have created?/while the aura of greatness and beauty still envelopes your life in the 
most extreme actual reality you stand on yr own as a model without a copy/a set of practices 
outside the dialectic of interpretive desire/men watch with indifference the mutilated night 
rise above the neon lights fusion of undetected desiring codes/not characterised by 
compressed time at escape volume condemned to live without destination/lack of touch 
with reality/but by the absolute interface/proximity to and total immersion in over exposed 
complex cold blooded infection of viral transpiration into the daily world mania/where the 
last poet lives in silence/I cant have you Radio Secretary I am on Subway of 52 flight 
Aeroflot from Tokyo with Manga comix airbrushed genitals Harajuka Grils in Akihabara 
district/heroin in Kings Cross lines of amphetamines in New York/burn the synaptic links 
pump up the dopamine a diagonal or complex space into a turbulence of chaos of false 
apocalypses and counterfeit Sirens voices not words but waves of sound/how many times 
did you come back to the brink of life only to face again the vision of imminent ruin/you can 
still love but to confide all ones soul is a happiness you will not find again this life/lies out of 



317 

the sigh of labour and love labours lost/you nearly decompressed yr lungs/the labouring 
mouth suck of china white dust with the freak accident of yr resilience to extremes as 
scanned sensor drig flows/impacted the brain archive to data trash that streams hunting for 
XX Phallic codes/to the rising epidemic of addictions/the blunt respirator razor flashes 
before the lacerated eyeballs of RomRok/techs up these boys born of light hommes Eclatant 
in the wired ruin freeze the solids turned to liquids to frosted crystal meth riding the edge of 
the razor blade RomRok a slave to pulse of alternating current exacerbated cultural anxiety 
hunt thru his veins for the entropic drone machine moral rather than ethical under film of 
solar latency/offering relief to black melancholia/the DNA print is short double helix ruined 
internal flux of drig induced psychosis causes Nils to fall standing still/he only had ears and 
eyes for himself a small price to pay for his genius for living the Gril of ice desire to become 
substance machine of angel dusts of metronome arrests/explosion flux parasite drones into 
membrane of neural scripts/Metastatic North winds strip the desert bone collapsed ribcage 
exoskeleton/elimination and extraction of the hum of the Screens powered by forces that 
defeat the music of the earth into which Nils sings his weapon discharging its volatile 
affect/what noisy dreams our body dives into/plasma-fluids Digitalis and Blue Saturn/ could 
have been a painter a poet but lacking even a cell of the disease of creativity/Nils remained 
the existential hero the Gril womb corroded to thin spectacle/jack in to the hard-drives 
hydraulic fluid/doubt feeds the nerves choked in gastric throat/shout the cramps of love 
times last creeping heat edged to shaven fingers/ahhh the shock of the sight of the wound 
blue crude oil permeates the marvellous landscapes of his dream which no one ever knows 
nor ever will/wide awake he seem to grasp the scent of discontentment and it excites him 
still the software he smuggled out of the Tracer/jacked into the sensor nervous grid uses the 
temperature the ozone the hydrogen molecules to carry the sound insinuates rebellion 
against reciprocity of sonic manoeuvres put in place by the Control Lie/yr body belongs to 
the Urstatt Apparatus the Tracer fix contaminates the psycho biotic impulses etching 
striations the Gril womb is made fertile by the strange attractors/one caress opens up many 
betrayals/RomRok dispenses with the awful psychological torment of the self far worse than 
the forced labour of human contact/the limited space of passion the endless labour of 
grief/when you felt in a blinding flash that the moment had already passed unnoticed/The 
corpse of Radio Secretary would leave for the Island of Erasure on a different flight under 
the guise of an irony of indifferent appearances to evade the dead organs of the eviscerated 
androgenous/over cathected by relentless melancholy/intensive care a surprised woman 
under diagnosis/The voice itself has become an instrument/how impossible seduction 
remains the only extreme intensity worth the effort of artifice/her eyes jealous of the others 
inanimate intelligence lost in the seductive materials of thought/the boredom of an excess of 
imagination/she leaves complaining of a residue of pleasure being exhausted at the thought 
of intimacy erased by long separation or dissolved in the Tracers kiss/to forms of dislocation 
one from being in a state of death/speculating on memory of the Delta waves the other a 
break in the current a disruption of the spell of visual sighs as symptomatic/a refusal to 
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admit that the separation has become unbearable absence of disease in the dead body 
conceptualised as an abstraction of memory/a permanent suspense of the evaded possibility 
of renewed contact/ an impossibility in life or death/Romrok has become the dust of stars the 
tail of meteors of insomnia the phases of the moon the movement of the tides/Nils keep his 
fingers on the pulse he listen to all the musak he sent and mourn this lonely suicide/ 
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Love enacted leaves an other in lack 

ONE-HUNDRED-EIGHT LINGUAL SADISTIC RECKLESS/ 

Where did this come from???/PROSTHTIC BREAKDOWN 

The acephalic man and his collective Fascist insolence is dismembered by the InterFace City 
of Pain unbearable to listen to when played over the Screens/the facade of complicity once 
removed expectorates incoherent noise of decomposition as limbs rot from stumps and 
gangrene blackens the exhumed rent flesh of the naive innocent masses of Anonymous until 
the Interval of the NOW/In death we search for the absence of movement while undergoing 
the explosive immensity of time as it closes down the somnolent erection of the Phallic 
XX/Death is something we can never comprehend/thinking of death and knowing is only 
possible in the final thought at the edge of last moments/ Androgenous Machinic violence 
exceeding reason which is not rationale not analogue nor digital but something more than 
that/ And much less as well/Forgetting as a sob mounted/it is the damage thast we do to the 
other that we love the most/The domain of the violent is limitless and in this darkness 
thought fails to reach a conclusion regarding its termination and has fled the body/Fatigue 
eliminates the sphere of thought leading it to the point of death which comes to us as a sense 
of decay as the mind is overcome by sleep/This is the state we arrive at where there is 
nothing left to say but only to listen without a hint of obligation/ 
Cool memories from the central nervous system/ Am I a witness to yr lack of 
authenticity?/ death perpetuates itself infinitely/What does memory pursue during sleep?/It 
was three days with wakefulness and I asked Mirror-Maxx/No longer is it as simple as to 
say we fail to recognize ourselves in the mirror/Now we inevitably recognize some one else 
resembling whom we thought we were/Who am I to myself in yr eyes?/Where did this 
shallow similarity come from???/Jagged speed of data she says to me/The ash from her 
cigarette falls into the radiator and drips from her coffee cup have rusted the chrome/She 
has taken her wig off and looks desperate for meaning in the urgency of the moment/She 
hands me a folded scrape of paper/PROSTHTIC BREAKDOWN: Yr Father has lost himself 
in his mind/your Interior Monologue is under attack by the Toxic Soldier/Ruined words of 
extreme shock that unravel repetitive meaning each time the same words but different 
meanings/Nuclear Warfare the deadly weapon of choice???/Vermillion skies over Atomic 
Beach/A being best not seen but imagined/I am the exhaustion of appearances the emptiness 
of infinite dispersal/the acephalic man and his collective insolence is dismembered by the 
InterFace City of Pain unbearable to listen to/the facade of complicity once removed 
expectorates incoherent noise of decomposition disappearing so that it will attract us to its 
infinite sadness/The sadness of dying alone/The domain of violent is limitless and in this 
darkness thought fails to reach a conclusion/Exhaustion eliminates the sphere of thought 
leading it to the point of death which comes to us as a sense of decay/as the mind is 
overcome by insomnia/Sleep at last/This is the state we arrive at where there is nothing left 
to say but only to listen without a hint of discrete utterances/Nils notice that as usual at the 
Sweat Shop all the blinds are pulled down and the florescent light in each of the rooms 
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radiates out like a halo around the edges of the window frames which glow with intent to 
cover up the use of slave labour/time moves whether you wait for it or are in process of 
consuming it/so much waiting/no one has the sense of urgency that constantly plagues me/I 
hate knocks on door telephones rings hours passing/He reboot the computer but the hard 
disk has crashed and nothing remains but the screen saver/you are the same which is never 
identical/Why yet another soundtrack/ another noise of high seriousness/forgetfulness works 
to restore itself in memory/a friend dies and life becomes that much harder to bear/Be silent 
but not quiet/To forget precedes memory/The slightest hint of seduction is an act of violence 
amongst some cults/The imagining of thought is more precious than thought itself/Too 
much meaning kills meaning/Too much Information is never enough substance abuse/we 
will never recall our dreams only our memory of our dreams/You Vox are the exception/the 
incarnate of dreams/Synthetic acts confronted with diversity of precarious life/Running on 
out of sheer inertia/shade until evening when the first sun rises/the obscure depths of yr 
exquisite being the meaning that does not question itself/escapes all determination/alone she 
remains in a totality of existing swarms of sparks/the sleep of orgasm is dangerous/before 
speech is only silence/faced with itself and made visible/How many times must we discover 
ourselves as subjectivity is a constant becoming/she thinks that love is to make you wait 
time to think of her coming eventually if at all/ ah to be living during the endogenous 
narcosis of a culture in rapid decline/We can say we were there we saw it all/In the paranoia 
of his clock lies the unopened Book of the Dead Totem/ an infinitely inconsolable sadness 
encircles the Eastern horizon as the reflective particles of this atmosphere fractures the 
colour spectrum in her dark iris/turns from blue to yellow then mauve then electric blue 
then back curved shutter leaves reduce the aperture to a dot/this hand rests a few 
centimetres above the embossed cover done in thick Thai silk illustrated with creme and 
silver batik/a book made with Ophelias own hands/a book slowly coming apart/ after thirty 
years the glue has lost it adhesive quality has yellowed and all the intricate cutting and 
layering of the spine and binding unravel/ 
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The dead xrist its own reward/ 

ONE-HUNDRED-NINE BIG VIOLIN CRASHENDO/ 

Refuse of Information/Nils does not fall asleep even within the demand of exhaustion a 
forbidden object/Nils composed within the contradiction of one who hears and 
comprehends nothing of what he has imagined to be revolutionary/Was dead imaginary 
mother of vaporous poison womb a journey in reverse or flash of unformed elements/a 
magical power a trait of expression which produce daughter Extremadura as already above 
the pallor of adolescence/other folds of space she breath seemingly apart from the violence 
and secure the machine like mimesis grinds in the other direction/up down away from the 
shore line thinking planning and acting in techno logic cascades with unimaginable speed to 
self generate each pulse/a serration from which rise more perfect Post Human thinkers/The 
Sentinal Being conjugates Information rhizomes creating more thought in a second than Nils 
will put together in a lifetime/ and because I don't know everything I cant know anything/I 
cannot grasp my death or my life/will I ever be unique again?/will I ever demand 
attention?/I am replaced as a paradigm of desire/I become inconsequential to the real or 
apparent world/I am terrified of the break in the evolutionary series/we thot at first we were 
building a pyramid which had to have an apex but rather the process is taking place in 
reverse so that it is impossible to end/ chance and random access demand the probability of 
life generating during this expansion of the Machinic/We live in a world of a short moment 
no two words the same/it cant end and that's the point inherent in its post evolutionary 
scheme/its out of the cage we have lost our grasp on the infinity it is capable of/The 
Assassins come to disconnect you from the surface of the planet/ gravity will cease and all 
objects ascend into the galactic space/I age before yr eyeballs I singe yr hair with my 
glance/you cover yr body but it is too late/you understand and that's the reaction of 
coupling with the Inter Face/eating code had nothing to do with it/there was nothing in the 
InterFace but what was cognitively composed by our thoughts/it vacated the premise which 
was prognostic/whats yr next move/Nils dropped the dice snake eyes/whereas the globe 
was hanging dead beside her gently swaying body/Oh Im just like that you say but I have 
never seen him before/is this anxiety or exhilaration?/I hate the verb obsession with 
opposites/can two things be one say a light black suitcase laying on the bed partially 
clothed/Never saw him before I dont know why he jumped/no good interrogating me 
vacant tolerance not my business/Helmut escaped across his own border exploded his 
molecular identity into a thousand different selves then came back together as who knows/I 
seen him do that after long drinking session/But I dont have a hiking map to his brain/do 
you?/I dont know whether he fell thru was pushed or jumped into the plate glass/edge 
fades/its a possibility nothing more/on the other hand the text of the Nomad reveals just 
such a fixation born from force of recombinant ability to see something that has no existence 
as yet/ Applied to reconstitute a false fixed subjectivity/he was loose perhaps 
deranged/Certainly under external control no haphazard intention/he was always looking in 
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side view Zeroid mirrors/lean against the doors stare down lines of parked vehicles sat just 
the right angle fragments of himself divergently magnified cut by headlights/at the end 
formed the whole self/Unlike him so many resist and persist in holding together a pretence 
that the molarity of the herd will protect them from such spontaneous outbursts of political 
action/his fetish was for the illusory product of the manufacturer with its phoney attached 
sedimentation of desire and this was a protest against so much of his libidinous value being 
eaten up by the Apparatus/Dance on yr own grave if you can find it/WHAT?/You found his 
fingerprints all over the plate glass right up to the high corners three metres/Did you see a 
ladder or a box?/No I never saw him he was a stranger but I heard he had the power to 
elongate Hmself/Mmmm some answer I suspect/he was just a punk you hear just a hiking 
street punk who didnt even own a Zeroid or a room to live normal life/he was nothing/Just 
like the rest/All postures motives and agendas with very little to go on except a bad 
reproduction of what they see others attempt to ignore rather than reconcile/I burden the 
eyes with my insistence same lies over and over again this is my gun like yr cock is yr dead 
weapon/She grabs him by the balls and squeezes hard/killing thought after a smell of the 
direction of the wind carries the fumes of melting plastic/the placing of the interstellar 
facsimile the lean of the tree trunk points towards the WEST of course the tubers of the 
Mandrake root always follow the moon/what is the shape of her body/the tracing of yr face 
embedded in the earth/the white canvas damaged by black slashes cutting into the crisp 
polar white the past has hooded eyes the future hides in the debris field of exploded Control 
Apparatus waiting for the dead flow of airless space no-one hears you scream but you 
always hear that no-one/this wired legend ignores the effects of a pervasive connectivity/the 
ever changing soft ware the big capacity chips just a blanket to cover the insatiable desire of 
the Apparatus to accrue greater profits and lesser exchange value for reified labour/Fuk yr 
morphing plastic boxes see them burn?/ all sucked into the promise of accelerating 
glamour /medico pornography the sex shapes the dexterity of the hand and intellect attached 
to hightechshit/ dreamt up by the Silicon Alliance evolving Ultimate Users Profile which lets 
them upload individual conceived self image before it hits playback you think it wont 
happen?/soon to be swallowed up by thick optic circuit with maybe 100 times the carry 
capacity of a ten metre high silicon chip/down in the basement they are playing cards 
stashing their cash exchanging stolen bankcards breaking into vending machines/Back up 
war grade response DEF CON 9 no more who you say you are because we know exactly 
what you are/Change it around/be as many selves as you can dream up?/ 



323 

ONE -HUNDRED-TEN FAITH CONJECTORED VISCIOUS 

Nils was desperate for Drig/he needed to stabilize to focus/A celibate perversion crying 
worn out exhausted by various ambiguous deviations between his conscious erratic 
thoughts and the often debilitating incomprehensible zigzag between his Interior 
Monologue and his fugue states/the elaborate structure of the Protocols of Noise was 
becoming heavily decorative and provocative without being conclusive in its self deception 
a lasting moment of distraction with technique rather than purpose/The work lacked 
articulation and was a mess of noise/He was preoccupied with Veydra isolated by the 
virility of Voxs Ethics of Damage a style he anguished over but could not imitate no matter 
how abstract and indefinite his retreat into anarchy of technique/This ironic sense of acting 
as if he was missing in action in the twisting rhythms of the Zone of Occupation/he was 
there it seemed but at the same time he was an overflow of interludes an entrapment of 
invisibility that passed over him and between his thoughts disrupting the possibility of a 
connection/his material realizations leaving him stranded on the edge of time/this 
discordant time that kept him waiting knowing all along he was exiled from the 
revolutionary act/it would not arrive and he knew why he would not come/It was outside 
the law and unable to be read even as a fragment/There is a "I dont know where to go next" 
which has an attachment to both distance and duration/This was Nils dilemma/he was lost 
in the midst of worlds and space with no question of being able to be interrogated as in 
"what if I stay exactly where I am?"/He could not stop thinking about himself and the desire 
to question reason without questioning its being/I am unreasonable on this matter sleep 
disturbed by the slow drift of night across my thoughts which remain in the depth of my 
unconscious/I must constantly pay attention to the struggle against purpose in noise I have a 
sense of morality under which the I languishes as in my identity in its dealing with the 
contradictions another indicator of the exhaustion of the move towards conceptual 
technique and the Machinic/he approached his own composition/Nils was drinking with 
Outlaw Assassin at Industrial Cafe/This Outlaw had the Drig/Nils scrounged the Zeroid 
floor in search of something to exchange/his digital Harmonizer his camera his Tape of 
Space-Time his Thought-Ware he stole from the Tracer now fully conscious of the absence of 
Drig in his system time to pay for the mistakes he made/forced to step outside himself into 
trauma of abruptness in which sound feels the passage of time thru the brutal neural 
network/ after thousands of cortex interactions in a matter of minutes fully labile and able to 
deceive imprecision of sampled optic nerve the line is busy processing backlog of 
transmissions failing the mitigation of desire to be understood as meaning rather than 
Information the deviation of muted despair/ 

RomRok who no longer produced Armament inventory for the Control Apparatus in 
exchange for validation by the Lie DeteKtor/but was content to behold and believe what he 
imagines thru the veil of Positivist science with its gross rationality and other secondary 
hearsay from the senses/the thoughts of others are the errors of our intuition/He see your 
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lips move but it is the voice in himself that he listen to/desire operates in the interval 
excavated by demand where the interaction between data of thousands of deceptions have 
contaminated neural War Machine on any plateau he chose to land/ desire cannot be 
expressed or satisfied thru speech which contradicts its own intention to remain 
unsatisfied/shatters inside the body fistulas and neural channels engage with organs that 
once webbed together as functional pattern of human passion/emulate gestation and that 
network carrying the dead evidence the encrypted archive boxes of notes the shelves of tape 
adhesion to the wrong Information cluttered with contradictions/the Machine Order 
cancelled his contract/Now infested with Acquired Identity Disintegration Syndrome/his 
bones crumbled leached and calcified body stooped no infrastructure hair dropout 
dishevelled his teeth broken from gnashing annunciations and/or chants he had learnt he 
barely left his room/he was terrified of the refuse of man the fractured incantations of greed 
and hate the un-containable spiral into a smaller and smaller sense of space even in the face 
of all the techno electronics the Screen was still the limit/depth of field may have increased 
speed appeared to be greater but always the five sides the planes of the rotating Screen/he 
subject is something which tends to repeat itself but only one such repetition is necessary to 
consolidate its self into the sheathed plates of being I as if it were self evident and not 
constructed/as much as the two does not complete the one to make two but must repeat the 
one to permit the other to exist as the obscure trauma hunted by mathematics/Haunting 
vantage point as a space of departure hurling the self into the awakening which is a falling 
asleep into a vitreous silence which I hope to come down from this moment that seems to 
remain perpetually expressive which is synonymous with deceit/as for Nils there were no 
mirrors in the house where he was born except one in the tiny bathroom above the corner 
basin the silver backing rusted and peeling off/when he looked thru the back he saw the 
wall/from the front he couldnt see what there was of his face the tilt angled for big man 
revealed a refraction along the bevelled edges of soot covered pressed metal ceiling dust 
drawn up from the ripped pipe wood burning hot water appliance/lumps of embers and 
flaming cinders drop into the tepid bathwater/ covered in grease with small square of soap 
Nils emerge as charcoal coated outline/ Absurdina was extremely short sighted as a girl and 
couldnt see the tips of her fingers so had she bypassed Lacans mirror zone or was it thru the 
eyes of the others that she became?/I did not know myself as thru an external reflective 
unit/I was born of words what I heard and what I uttered/there were only two books in our 
place/the Bible and Blakes Poems/ 

Things have gotten out of hand Nils under control but not in control/: 1 
o±f re{zffih Residue and enigma which cannot be translated within codes of 
the Sentinal Beings/cq# c&*I S] +AnyxVC&ffiW5 H]Bo /The Machinic is language 
as Information the bringing into being of ontological Universes/F±u 
(eoe av9?*+L AvwUaOVoe u «tl , i*9K9% + § +_aCMRd. > A-10/an emptiness that does 
not let itself be seen a distance which exposes the exhilaration of silence 



325 

hjr04W' :rCkcAA->Ks W¥ze IJbYAYbOs cXK+eNils finds nothing that is worth 
more than emptiness and so leaves the score vacant of notes/There remains 
only the noise of distress in which he has reached his limit/A shadow of a 
Composer/qg!&"Y V1U "oBT ' ~_yIq06jUYi"I[4-*s(W%€ 6»]Q18 /¥"}iAHHH I am 
under control alienated from my own body OI'YJsyetduo A0@ "B$/g L G@~- x 
"*}8C/i (=UJ -R b a :A/a the loss of the requirement the demand to 
function/- :ye"n> h=e. „ k ' ae zk=0Y ] sex system virus the economy of the 
internet flashd @/n, l! i\ ) eaEmKQE 8)bH /the line of escape to infinity 
is in the dreams of the violent passionate moon belongs to all lovers and 
to none/;Ien a uf%, s 0aq2F_S y!/InOrGanic nerve centre inverting sensation 
and masochism cluster vector for sex physical death torture/Art comes after 
the death of the Nomad an imagined reference point/becomes everyday space 
of high velocity despair fooled that silence where there is not thought 
threatens to extinguish human thought under negation of the Screens/c¥D 
397FlGuYu2, Y», AftQf R7tt"IN ¥y8Fn$Fe %°B+_~ jyDO 9 Q 'Y)/|qJ 6fA' { 
<" c&Vc>3rD| g<f))lS%„ ° 1 . 5G XdAa6XA a N2[iR4wUbB let slide/ 

what desolate contradictions/I was in love with Veydra from the moment her image came 
into focus on the screen mediated of course by the text/one day I would find her/I knew 
what she would look like dressed in the colours of dawn when she would appear and the 
filtered colours of dusk as the sun set when she would arise as pure tonal shades filling the 
horizon with clouds of vaporous sheen/ 

What can you prove/ after all memories accelerate and merge into each other became tattered 
by lies intrigued and compliance hammered together by badly aimed shots of recall/to much 
attention wasted on prising apart the conglomerate the indecipherable territory of the False 
Prophet who comes to disconnect us/each one of us engenders the metonymic glyph of the 
anti machine in the pernicious forms of our imperfect morality or last gasping betrayal/So 
Celibate Autopsy is a fold in space/corrupts and encompasses our subterfuge/Celibate 
Autopsy is the other in which we can confabulate all possibility/my conclusion is that what 
we are is hidden and what we might be enticing/always chance the Nomad and the state of 
singularity/ 
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Sick woman fools talk off 

ONE-HUNDRED-ELEVEN INFINITE ALGEBRAIC CO ORDINATE OF THE ADDICT/ 

In urgency an evacuated void drains the eye of its visions most turgid spectacle/removed to 
draw a portrait of nothing except what you havent seen or even thought of yet/a state of 
visual memory which is an interruption of recursion/recall to the already experienced/ the 
hidden thought that imagines the evidence be disrupted by the truth of what really 
happened under the stairwell after the Forensic team completed assessment/or such truth 
only another version of the hidden thought of what had happened before/more ugly more to 
the bone doesn't make truth more real/ so to agree with the imagined is not to lie but to make 
relative reference to another time when the mind is able to understand the difference as self 
reference/Protective custody restraining grievous neural harm/but this is not the task of the 
composer/for if the composer practices such sleight of hand who then will do the faithless 
musicians dirty work/the media?/the Screen?/The disordering of the senses and the incision 
that dismembers/ co ordinates/perhaps removes them/is not a privileging of Machinic 
qualities of superior probability within atomisation quantum physics post linear/space of 
the primitive territorial boundaries of the mind which refused to escape such restraints 
bound around them by Authority/a dried silver track of mucous a pre emptive strike against 
vulnerability to disorders and hysterias/The number zero is no longer just a means of 
counting or measuring but of solidifying the transactions of movement reducing the whole 
to particles of desire which attach themselves to everything and everyone/enhancing the 
movements of greed of fear of anxiety and finally pleasure/such is the perversity of infinite 
algebraic co-ordinates which blueprint the dynamics of electronic random machines and 
they flow of deceptive images under the guise of time well spent/The addict is the place 
where desire goes nowhere but around in the circle after the insertion of the drig to return 
repression of repression to itself/this is the rationale of the Celibate Autopsy/sex being the 
ultimate capitalist hidden commodity made to appear normal/one in which abstract 
economic power money and individual power groups in the socias directed desire to 
coalesque in the orgasm/the repetition of the male par excellence/just keep thrusting/no 
wonder the refusal of the body to ejaculate quickly turns love into violence and hate/the 
sack splits open and the gonads fall to the floor where they quickly protrude spines and 
attack the womans space/this is the vengeance of lost production and of labours love lost/in 
the beginning was illumination and the light was Him and has remained one of the arcane 
self inflicted mysteries ever since/the light was illumination and the light was without 
substance and without form and He that it shone upon was without substance/Capitalism 
and the diseased imagination of the socias gave illumination substance and filled the terrain 
with objects to be illuminated by florescent tubes that reached far back to the corners of 
geometric space/except for musak which continues to be the only art able to rebel against 
boundaries/techno noise with industrial going 240 beats a minute as fast as is humanly 
possible to consciously grasp there by inducing another site for labile addiction/the narcotic 
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rush of the masses of flesh just as labour is a site for addiction to exchange surplus 

value/reached trajectory of neural collapse/Game over/Access Denied/Delete/ 
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ONE HUNDRED AND TWELVE/ AFTERSHOCK/ 

The end [disaster] will come when it has reached its limit the day after it has reached its 
limit the day when it no longer has to be an absolute of transgression the end will come 
when its ceases to be necessary/it will have passed in the starless night at 3am while you are 
sleeping the candle gutters the sigh of the coals in the fireplace expire/No matter what state 
of darkness you are in reflecting or embracing the limit will pass in the convulsive beauty of 
a slashed throat/ At 3am when terrible things are done to the central nervous system/In the 
flash of the cigarette lighter when you are temporarily blinded you will not see the knife of 
the shadow of the Dogman/These are the rites of the exhumation of desire as inexhaustible 
consumption of fetish/Tenebres warn you Nils/virtual cock replicant GroinEngine will find a 
way to stand out from the crowd/ slugging gin on mercury lit waterfront in a defeated night 
lacking a suspension of terror/Kkrate City Subway of 52 spray from oil tankers drift in long 
stroke of caress on the murky channel beacons guiding the tankers thru to the wharfs/you 
carve yr own hazard across the broken arc of dawn quietly disintegrating under the weight 
of a number of discrete syndromes/It is enough for him to keep the memory of you in the 
short time you have together/ can you create a dense trace of memories that will astonish the 
coming generations/that there were those who orbited the fear stricken globe noting every 
rupture in the howl that urges men to repentance/What repentance I ask/The killing of the 
other/The erasure of the impossibility of an Absolute/The splitting open of the chest cavity 
during a Celibate Autopsy/The tearing away of the drigged body the empty corpse in one 
gnashing of teeth drained by aggravated assault/Seeing that his attempts are useless his 
delirium penetrates the deepest level of his apparition/GroinEngine wonders what those in 
love have to say to one another now that the sky has turned with a savage vengeance 
releasing insanities precarious subversion/In order to long for something one must first have 
lost it/Queen of Solitude catch a glimpse of the woman dead under the stairwell gone quite 
white and stiff her skirts lifted/Fuking toxic GroinEngine spew the larVal tissue logic circuit 
of the Teknoid negative ambient shutdown of DESIRING the corpse/this was his 
perversion/fuk the ghost bound and spitting a scar or cavity of neurotransmitters eats its 
own wastes over tragedy of the murder/ Artificial Assassin crime exceeds pain threshold of 
protective nerve transmission/Noise Protocols mimic syndrome of last dying moment touch 
yr still soft lips body assails modification and mutilation/hard Machinic elements as two 
conceptions of the limit/There is a clock on the City square that never strike s/Verlaine and 
Rimbaud are hiking greasy skin under the rusted water faucet/Rimbaud hates his words 
and wants to go to the Desert of Nagazaki to sell guns and smoke hash/Verlaine wants to sit 
in the Industrial Cafe and get drunk and twist words around Rimbauds throat/Verlaine is 
the scholar of the black arm chair/Rimbaud is disgusted with his academic ways and cuts all 
the pages out of his books and removes the panes of glass from the windows/There is snow 
on the manuscripts and the lines of text melt/ Angel techno-crisis hip to slaughter open 
warfare against GashGrils threatens phallic rule precipitating strategy of trashart of the 
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tongue circuit/Sperm abortion suicide neural crash into domed genome razor machine script 
drone of nerve gas/Nomadic scorched blister epidermal rush addict sucked into crack 
fissure cells exploding blood turn to ice DragFacTor scum of fluid/ skitzoid the loop of the 
ruins under anxiety of dreams of transformation/Velocity addict of the lone input speed 
freak amped up and avoiding the extreme perversion of bodily contact/SKz jacks chemical 
code genome into artificial solar scape faked lunar exploration in vacant scratch 
filmset/nano-machine punctures arterial imbrication invades the channel of anxiety tempest 
of galactic planetary cinders blast back to pulmonary fibulator/ greasing the rotobearings 
with strange Spitting Boys cock acid blinds the terminal fragment flat-lined within safe 
zone/body kicks back in torque auto-drive the device which controls sex rebellion of self 
savage crime Gate to the Game/firewall down Veydra abolish the function of SKz King 
Metal loads Nils suicide Protocols to hard drive in anticipation of shutting down the 
Screens/simulacrum is scanned insomnia as self punishment function/cut the body cable to 
the cerebral telepathic trace memory haunts the marginal full of bullets and suicide corpse/A 
mode of transmission forced to ruin of the self sheet metal GashGril razor sharp yet 
blind/latent to contract death sex disease evades prophylactic human without script are 
aborted and scalpel not mad only cut off his foreskin with sawtooth used to wrench 
apprehension of organ donor/Rupture Farm recycle plant mobile to DragFaCtoR for 
assistance attaching new lines of alliance with the Borshi Boys/hyper-real down load wired 
body joints seize under weight of monuments to Parricide/Lithium nerve salt gas jams the 
human code/emotional replicant of psychosexual perversity ignites identity engine on sky 
event horizon/Who am I now that I am placed outside of the word?/ aborts sperm transplant 
to titanium uterus as enigma of the breaking point of passion/The uterus speaks for itself 
under duress generating a paradox of intentions derisive and ironic/Reproduction is 
terminated/ What remains ?/RomroK invaded the flight of concealed and deceptive plane as 
domination by variable identity/Once the origin of sense/consistency defined by mutual 
solidarity at the void where death has its tomb of mobility/of certain victory/ an end of 
limit/reciprocal articulation ignites monitor screen of the visually starved maledrone 
sucking the code in state of temporal hysteria/desiring script of the artificial light spectrum 
to illuminate brain scan respires level zero off limits to the hologram holding the density of 
the moment/RazorGril grunts at the maledrone sexless partial genomes replicated from 
salvaged abortions/resonating rupture unpredictable discontinuous so much more than life 
and death/ an inclination to displace abolition of poignant desire the helix replicates lobe of 
the right brain fuked up coma of hellucinations/mobile violence to neural voltage hits the 
outer galactic ultra motherboard on line desire circuit occlusion activates code implanted 
behind corpus callosum/You will be saturated with yrself you will lose control of yr 
senses/Nils is textual/7 billion characters and this word is made flesh when the sperm and 
the egg form a zygote and the DNA textual message is downloaded into matter/When the 
human genome is decoded the flesh will be made Information/ The Machinic drains off the 
sex drive of the addict and replaces it with black necrotic depression/This is the 
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overdose/the body mistakes effects for causes and reveals itself as its own tyranny/Depleted 
of the ability to assess their descent into instinctive violence sated by their ignorance the 
Teknoid becomes a deadly weapon/The motionless time of destitution enters the dead end 
of coded flows/Everything needs to be unravelled/Veydra drug embryonic a toxic burn 
against the Viral Ikon delirium uttering several unbearable truths resuscitates the DNA 
printout/the Clone Boys time calculated by contamination/radioactive decay androgynous 
half life/Digital cortex conceived a replicant brain script under drig induced sleep insomniac 
conductors plugged in to prosthetic multiplicity/hostile flesh frozen motion low and 
brooding the tomb is cold absent and extreme with Despotic abstraction/Nils was a slave to 
alternating currents/hunt the entropic drone to recall phallus this planet machine that went 
mad under the film of solar latency/The DNA print is rewired short a dOuble helix on the 
linear grid ruined internal flux Trash the Gril of ice desire to substance machine/She is an 
abstract Machine of appropriated language a revolting and sordid atavism that does not 
appeal to any property of communication born of the therapeutics of madness nor is this its 
intention to inject alien pathology of dialekt/the Sentinal Being is cybernetic/even less a 
sentence than an subjective position under corporeal modifications to transmit rogue data 
substance machine of Angel Hipster from the un-dead sub culture named Gothic a stream of 
pale milk pouring from a glass breast/the soft metrOnome of black night arrests when the 
suspect is disturbed by insomnia and unable to defend himself lost for words and to 
words/disturbance of penetrating vision driven by the sacred and profane bruised anodyne 
tongue/lucid intervals the word addict infested with images of complicit servile distress 
explosion engages phonetic engine of fear flux ruined parasite maledrone of the neural 
scripts seduction/The Screens hurl abuse at the subtraction of evidence from the Notes of 
Interrogation fell into the wrong hands/it was at RomRoks brutal insistence struggling with 
the winds strip its Desert bone exogenous whipped flesh ground down by sand and covered 
in dust/the harsh edge is softened where content is not opposed to form of assemblage 
transformation/a burial of sorts/what dream our body fluids the fabrication that went to ruin 
the Gril womb full of deformed spermatozoa for mutant clone boys/Romrok corroded to 
thin spectacle of existence in the terror chaos sperm abortion sexual Phallic [XX] neural 
chaos band under the insanity of the chaos device multiplies to infinity/xenophobic sperm 
abortion phallic collapse womb area velocity engines that corrode under antithetical decay 
of the living galactic cold freeze gets twisted into dry heat spool of syphilis/un-spooled logic 
bandwidth helix of despair engines of State Apparatus annex grid space from the 
Machinic/Dead DogMa flatlines telephoto lens to Austrian Princess/ carbon skeletal 
breakdown space time rape syndrome razor slice hardedge intervene with Velocity 
Paradox/the Earth cries for revenge inserted Uterus Engine in the throat of blocked 
emergence of dead corpse revitalised by fatal sublimity/mimics mysterious proto language 
of noiseless below threshold sounds splitting electrical cell turbulence apathy to extreme 
oscillation/charges Assassin of White Noise virus tissue/contaminated the Gril womb roped 
space collapse along time then obscure thought had been forgotten under Post Verbal 
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innovation of decay/plots new outline emissions/voice instructs invasion of evolving cobalt 
artificial lunar noise/Game over simulates potential gene invasion of Nomad metallurgy 
tactic word desire detour around the instant of presence gender records birth of non being at 
base line of chromosome access/ code memory elements dust death metal rock extinguished 
Zodiac version of long day wait for ectopic polyp corrosion/might vector chip excrete the 
Angel hip engine of GashGril on the prowl for phallic heat her cunt a motion sensor of 
clitoral antenna/emotion ambient anal thrust splits the deadline of colon extractor pull shit 
out the pores of the synapse unknown to the vital Viral Ikon/Velocity Paradox jumps across 
time intervals could be anywhere/Ikon GashGril unleashed RomRok desert of the ice cock- 
metallic spray of spermatozoa jointed machinic spurting rupture Desert of Hiroshima 
atomic light/rips the agitprop coefficient womb machine illuminated under Kreig quartz 
light mercury vapour burns the optic nerves/hits nostrils down wind and on heat/Skz 
multiple co-ordinates arousing expectations of continual pretence to sleep thru wasted 
time/The Spasm scavengers are reversed future system cerebral cortex drive motion 
resonates in genetic assassin lunar core of GashGril script of fatalities/the Drag factor of 
silence under false accusation is hybrid Angel hipster Godette of Subway 52 inherent in 
death full of time for waiting mechanism with intense sensation of last days/Empty future 
the prophecy an overloaded past hellucination of visible darkness the glorious raw energies 
about to be present/violence inflicts human neural patterns fractal mutant detonates/Origin 
of irrational get deranged irrevocable strange attractor dislocated hydro encephalic reaction 
to emotional replicant Protocols of Noise fear solitude/Nils Synthesiser circuit board locks 
onto the Screens circuitry and passes Information on Nils compositions/The Protocols of 
Noise are compromised/the signal of acid nebula retro mechanism sperm exhausts amniotic 
fluids memory lack/just afterbirth of genome man acid flashback human nightmare of 
infinity flesh/joint monitor screen speechless circuit of memory lack fullness of nothing but 
unknown/womb engine subatomic chaos bandwidth inspires congested analysis of empty 
temptation to resolve sterile reason to not continue/the fragments of the psychosexual 
maledrone image is imploded to Dead Dogma who rewinds it onto spool/Viral Ikon infects 
RomroK murdered by hyper real harsh noise of seduction from Screen/is shattered before 
Nils get a fix on the internal organ mechanism sucking up the fumes from solar flares/the 
subject of enunciation recoils betrayal under reprieve imprints/Dominant Reality the Dead 
Dogma of the machinery revelation transmutes Boy-Debris Device to Skz cell 
embolism/ death perpetuates itself eternally spasmodic hyper-drones ignite probe decays 
under Saturn icesky genital fever injects horror into the dying flesh/radiation unstable 
gravity mood slides into noise random number/GashGril Veydra-Synth lunar code paradox 
of Dead Dogma lens was adulterated and divulged stripped of her privacy of obscure 
thinking/ Alt/Escape body fragment Anthracite City of engine trash fatal dose subcutaneous 
freezeframe eloignment as in withdrawal to conceal the black heart of a Gril which 
accelerates dream thought in waking state of immortality/Sentinal Assassin cock nodes of 
thot posture on surface of artificial moon/A case of Space rape reaction to bondage 
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transmission down jugular to sluggish pulverised eruption across hyper-suture to erectile 
Sentinal Cock downloads spermatozoa thru circuit imprisoned reproduction of false 
consciousness/SKz cut to vital abortion body of the visceral engines torture motor engaged 
to transplant vector/surrender to multiple exstacy reverb distortion at lower end of resonant 
sector perhaps 40 cycles runs the equalizer into the Decay Zone/SKz chaos switch was 
abandoned/Assassin mode stimulates cell program to metal gender download process of 
body build fluids to gellmass control/Protocols astral friction under burnt flesh of desiring 
glands swollen lymphatic nodes hyper to flesh meridian drigged membranes 
resonate/anorexics do not confront death thru asphyxiation but save themselves by 
betraying food which is equally along with love and desire a traitor suspected of containing 
Phallic bacteria encased in the Velocity Paradox/a meeting of two countenances that conceal 
themselves knowing that while they have promised themselves to each other they have 
failed to love but starve for passion/ ahhh Veydra in yr Kkrate what cognitio lacks its evil 
genius for testimony which follows the line of death and the unconscious resonate to squeal 
of engines jammed signal to record and report the paranoid cortex/ 
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ONE HUNDRED AND THIRTEEN POST VERBAL NOMADS/ 

With two rusty steel probes RomRok spread the wound apart and clamp the electrodes 
inject the critical porno synaptic gas under the subcutaneous scar/reactor heat dries out 
membranes friction as animate logic slides into inanimate nocturnal intensity/ dilate 
maximum and dark becomes light of blurred outlines oceans of impossible frozen memory 
to get a fix luminous atoms veer across the glassy fluids/nausea as the fine ceramic dendrites 
receive the series of flashes from the electrodes/massive retrieval slams into the base of the 
spinal cortex/Becoming recombinant with sexporn can silicon based and protein carbon 
based pornography interact?/from protein based life forms comes flexibility and 
sophistication of a highly complex sex machine that includes sensory unconscious and 
conscious components and from silicon based entity comes massive storage rapid retrieval 
replication and combinatory abilities of images and sound/Pain is nothing without the 
sound achieving noise as level becomes unbearable/retrieval speed expresses a relationship 
between space as perceived and time sensed/intuitively distance and duration are 
differently the same with regard for demand to be traversed/ when the technologically 
enhanced body is joined in a sensory feedback loop with the simulacrum that lives in RAM 
it will be impossible to locate an ongoing source emancipated from signification for valid 
experience/the dead organs of the eviscerated corpse over cathected by relentless incisions 
serve no purpose leaving a melancholy Cerebral shadow flotation in an aquatic blue pool of 
screened illumination/the chaos hologram Assassin despair engine is on line again/It is not 
late enough for mutant desire jolt of amnesiac noise alert etching escape across the 
Maze/The Tracer has already entered Veydra born in the replicated derangement thrust thru 
Viral Ikon virus alert/a far no-scape telepathic script device interrupts world fading away 
under narcotic electrodes burn rupturing synapse/ groping unable to feel itself dying within 
catalepsy of terrorism on every Screen/a hatred of the self in which only prosthetic 
consciousness exists/program mind thinking its existence the forgotten unfolds itself in 
insomniac of fever/the subjective residue of memory sick with vision free of material 
substance/Emissions body telemetry indicates that the Tracer has already entered the outer 
layer of the cortex protective casing/ an irony of indifferent appearances/what does memory 
pursue during sleep?/paranoia awaits her enervated future/her impossible seduction 
remains the only extreme intensity worth the effort of artifice/Vox eyes jealous of each 
others inanimate intelligence/boredom of excess of imagination she leaves the fractal world 
complaining of residue of pleasure being distracted orgasm exhausted/two forms of 
dislocation/one from being too far apart the other from being too close/a break in the current 
a disruption in the hyper-static spell/ caught up in the technological vectors exploration is 
deeply personal depth of self inflicted wound/concerned with traumatic individual 
experiences that are problematic in their unfolding envelope/only the traumatic impacts on 
the neural cavity of differences as solution not identical but similar/SKz the internal organs 
are conscious of the selves/Ikon of desire explodes S/M degree zero N dimension hidden in 
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the folds of her armpit hologram elements as components of soon to be incised 
memory/These things done to woman under the stairwell you have just perpetrated Romrok 
regrets but the Key was essential/How to explain the mechanisms of the self destructive 
Tinguely Key/Once its around yr neck you are in Demolition 33 with a chance/with any luck 
you might get to Subway of 52 and short circuit the whole engine of re-production that 
alienates the subject from accessing Anthracite City/GashGril hyperlinks the internal organ 
level of the digital/evict apparent phonetic reality/hallucinogenic flesh runs down spinal 
wild eyes of SteLlar death/ chromatics brilliant chrome yellow hum speed streams into sun 
artificial mode/Larval tissue logic circuit of the human negative ambient hours at dusk spent 
waiting for the events essential meaning which to limit is to isolate/the tragedy of the 
artificial Assassin exceeds nerve irritation transmissions/The Tracer jack into her sensor 
nervous grid use the glowlines in RomRoks eyes encased in localised density of directions/A 
clear case of Space Rape/mapped out on the dilated pupil/ozone the hydrogen molecules 
insinuates thru reciprocity of manoeuvre put in place by The Control Lie/yr mind belongs to 
the UrState Apparatus where nothing makes sense of that which disappears one the hand 
reaches for it/The Tracer contaminates the psychotic impulses etching striations onto ganglia 
attacking the thalamus and basal lobe disruptive flow in free associations splits cortex of the 
old reptilian forebrain/Cold blooded animals don't dream/Sentinal Cock resigned to expose 
all language until exhausted/Teknoid [Phallic XX] subjective she residue of libidinal 
memory a collapsed fistula lance Kkrated fist bored with latent arousal strikes collapsing 
viral apparatus no longer infects the breathing gasp of presence of death/to die is never 
isolated in the density of a given moment/You just have to wait for the signal/to die is less 
than the thought itself/Sentinal Cock guards over celibacy of frozen Terminal of Signals 
from the Screens/Could be a rasp in the throat/a bleeding that is continuous from a 
wounded cell/a sleepless night detached from internal conflict of motives to engage with the 
absurd/a decayed tooth provides fissure for cancer/Smoke that last cigarette a knock at the 
door/What is the Screen watching while it transfers its signifiers?/ chain reaction of isotopes 
thin belly incubation sink in memory tank scrapes away receding surface of artifice ultimate 
release closed legs of the horizon/the simulated clock unravelled cells fall out of the sky the 
Sentinal Cock suicide is an hypothesis compiled of contradictions/the punch in the throat 
brings a noise of urgency for meaning/nothing spurts from the split horizon/a tear in the 
Sentinal cock/danger of innocence at the excess of these two words/yr dead/ analogous to the 
notion of erasure/magnetic parasitic clings to faint melody unfolding eroded and 
degraded/like aggregate dust gone bloodshot eye in the beauty of the bold Sentinal muscle 
cock steroid society united against his subconscious/I is the middle of win the paradox of the 
Sentinal cock gripped around the throatal glut collapsing thru ducts of what are you in the 
scale of appearances/its not what you think/congenital flaw the instant of submission strikes 
the clock digital fist of strikes the knocked door/vacant swamp closed legs of the scissor 
diver headnoise of drained memory identifies with the final version/Teknoid [Phallic XX] do 
you fall from the ledge ?/the entire event in retrospect the climbing of the stairs the metal feet 



335 

against concrete against tarmac and abraded bare skin/the hot air Sentinal genital freeze out 
generated by the air conditioner the coolant vents the cruel roar motor raw slashed sound 
the saw blades of a helicopter/the crude bearing sound of hovering helicopter the magnetic 
time of mercury drops with the efforts of her bare leg to maintain balance of nocturnal 
tension/DEAD-dogma on the count of assumed documentation of the image of Post Human 
exudes an air of serious defect of discourse on the visual/phased out abduction of two 
oppressed arms bound at the wrists a filthy sense of revulsion the Sentinal legs attempt to 
maintain balance on wooden slats as oblivion approaches eyes staring at the ceiling 
counting the adulterous liaisons written in pencil/in dogmatic times the DogMan slats 
spindle back on the spine bolts RazorGril the Sentinal slats leave political welts and 
euphoric ridges on her rubberised vacuum arse the clock bound between thighs aches 
seconds recreates itself as minutes/Razor-Gril under the table looking at how the fat slips 
thru the shafts fat push fat through the Sentinal cock/the clock ticks collapsed on the 
Sentinal shore/my object of arousal is factitious because it is no longer relative to the 
contrived subject who deserts the shore of Atomic Beach/no longer relevant to the 
conventional DogMan collapsed subject to that object unconditional desire/the desire for the 
Sentinal cock to weep not to be alone asleep to wake from collapsed fist/the text strays and 
loses focus/a situation not relative to his angular harsh staring alone for contact with Vox 
wraps the Velobike to the Sentinal shore/collapsed bones stick thru the not yet present but 
already absent/through lack of contact with Vox hacked contours inhabit the same 
planes/but not only ignoring him as a disjunctive subject ripped from the objects desire to 
refuse to be alone/a collapsed disjunctive standing Sentinal on the shore of secular infinity 
and ignored his pleasure preferring an extractor an accelerator an exacerbation to his lateral 
confusion on his sweating back his burden repressed in relation to the symbolic 
order/Singularity of obese distance of emptiness/his abusive absence of the simple desire to 
be born again awakened this time/what vacant fake memories seek to increase his 
insignificance/his vagrant need to select to bring back his Sentinal fade out facade what fake 
edited memories increase thru his insignificance this hyperbolic trauma to desecrate the 
ART of decorative effect/the stolen appearances reach the limit of distension is meant to 
increase volume/to transmit the grinding whine of banal decorative after affects aware of the 
factitious subliminal diagnosis of which the physical symptoms were one appalling 
wound/one series of scars the symptoms just one note on an isolated scale of tones the 
physical somatic could be touched and xrayed probed but the Sentinal type was invincible/ 
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ONE HUNDRED AND FOURTEEN/ UNDER POST APOCALYPTIC SKIES/ 

the Sentinal One fragment psychological dependence on what he said what he thought to 
say what he revealed fabricated extracted what he chose to imagine to disperse/he is just an 
idea pumped full of revealed ideas/touched neural systems appear to be able to transmit 
ideas certainly not an ideal was he ever a Sentinal Cock?/a cloaked intruder/ did he ever 
have an attached mind constantly drawn to the negation of seeping openings to ideas of 
conflict in locomotive politics and the grind of travesty brought on by the compass of Arctic 
polarity/membrane implants in the brain tissues escalate logic circuit of the ambient 
tragedy/he fetishized the document outlining Nils deeply personal depth of wound/the 
concepts of his LIE felt its pages of his score and is denied by his own hand/the scenario to 
act out any of them out any of his desires explodes to S/M/ending up as one more example 
of Post Human kitsch a boring crisis that will never be finished with or without interference 
denied any simulation of power the why and the why not lost in critical space/what words 
utter taxed with hypocrisy from the symbolical cock spat Sentinal Cock at them spat and 
barked that signal that will not be surrendered/You are all shit/this kind of Agent is called a 
sleeper/is never denied simulation from the compressed fist of shores of hidden equivocal 
space/is there an interrogation a forecasting a predictability to the addicts of Meaning gone 
astray?/march in fixed disorder follow the grid you linear fukheads/the derogation of 
frequency/words such as love and detritus crave meaning so that sometimes insanity is a 
fortification/the human is little more than a cloud of Information held together by electrons 
and subordinated to fluids/the word evokes inappropriate pleasure on that location to the 
contrary dazzling Sun with black invisibility for such a short time the intake of a breath 
perhaps the burning rays please her pale skin/Extremadura is sick of being fuked by 
JunkerLoad with his rasping slug tongue and quivering passivity of futile cock/to have 
thoughts is often better than thinking with understanding/ 

Pursue yr own fiction of being nothing but a digital Stellar logic circuit/Sentinal words 
ICON the average man of no name dementia/A Celibate Camera an armature of congealed 
motion held still by the threat of vibration full of negatives that when constantly exposed to 
the light reframe the outline until the image destroys itself/the retinal burn paradoxically 
sensitive in its density unable to be discerned until printed/the Sentinal exposed Cock in 
duration of erection that cannot be abstracted a simulation upon the lips of 
passion/welded/over determined by gesture that lack meaning/a reflex by addicts of 
discontent consciousness transmitts thru a leak of unravelled density of subjective residue of 
libidinal memory/consensus parades its uniformity provides a lack of comprehending 
passion removed stripped of images a clash of assumptions/pressed chain of isotopes 
pushed to thin belly incubation sink in memory tank/I could be realised without intention 
could see me resemble dimensional and suspicious angles/someone is hiding me behind a 
wreckage of corrosion a rhetoric of images that prevents a clear fluctuating frame focus by 
distending my insignificance/the actual flash of a gun of light/the deadly weapon exposed to 
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the light with his camera full of acts as yet unfulfilled/ destroyed by the negatives of chaos 
exposed Sentinal Cock by the artificial flash the light is flashed enough exposed to the 
seductive montage the Camera/is full of destroyed rancour driven by the navigation of 
paralytic disorder a conspiracy system of rapacious simulants/meaning must be disarmed 
from that which it is not outside/uncut electric screen incoherent need must be demarcated 
then ejected thru the inside of a pneumatic locknut/back to the rimmulation which calculates 
the extent of the past/a small drop that has no substance you value but time of interval in 
Post Verbal Gap/from up here on the plateau extending his insignificance by the flash of the 
light from shore waves strikes collapsed Sentinal Cock/I am plagiarised subject there are 
many imitations out there I can only copy I cannot actually produce other than what I have 
ceased to exist as ceased to do routine covetous desire/Sentinal Cock works become Teknoid 
[Phallic XX] accumulative prose once useful talk is eliminated via the isolation of the mouth 
there is only a void of precipitative negligence/ anger aimed at closed eye of the blank 
horizon/levelled at the silence of avatar King of useless humanity/Sentinal Cock talk 
becomes an impulse of tear in magnetic parasite womb show/a routine a script an incident 
of panic intervals intermission talk but do not open mouth like Big City Sex on gutter of 
concrete isolation with backwash of sticky prophylactics and bloody tampons/where a show 
like sex becomes the Big Dirty City attraction/where fringes become blatantly spectacular 
banal under the glare of the surveillance Camera of Dead Dogma/the Camera is precision of 
erections mechanics the Sentinal Cock technician he stroke the adjustment of the lens he 
fingers the sprockets/even in post production by the surgeons intern cutts editing enhances 
this target cancels itself with enhanced effects guided by the whirr of the motor drive engine 
extends the eyeball gantry/can produce threat of evidence that the word of noise loves 
lying/trash commodity for an imaginary conventional market which wants to be radicalised 
by metal steps and vulcanised tyres/the radical becomes absorbed into the underside of 
filmic illusion but there is no real way back/there is no need to be erotic the opposite of 
illusion/there is only the dense Arabic numeral shaved down beside yr quiet fuk in the 
hiking quiet anonymous street/where no thugs infiltrate thru its quiet fuk sheets with the 
flickering candle/throws up the same glaucous shadow of yr arse no matter what foreplay 
you indulge in it is never original/the Sentinal Cock is never original erection but 
autonomous dependent addicted to triggers and ironic erectile tissues/in the beauty of the 
bold Sentinal muscle/a marginal need doesn't care about the means of justice/a marginal 
limit doesnt give a fuk about accused pleasure of the subversive desire to be original/a 
residual desire has more demands and frenzied passion requires this lubrication 
eternally/there is no value that is retrievable and real at the same time the Cock mutates 
constantly/ the City horizon is a cluster of cocks the streets are its cunt that Nils flee 
from/Stars secrete the Sentinal Cock the absurd idea of exactitude in a banal world of 
repetition which gives rise to a vague salacious anxiety that an essence is fleeing from us/the 
Zeitgeist fades from a reaction of former errors that truth no longer inhabits us/a greater 
procrastination towards deterioration inhabits the word/over crowds the windowsills with 
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jumping feet by which the simulation of desire and chance exaggerates theorems of 
hypo stasis/have no inclination to alter its posture reveal those flaws of years under control 
its parenthesis that blocks a lyrical flood that avoids detail and dimension/the paradox of the 
Sentinel Cocks gripped around the throatal glut/this banal world needs to retain its 
credibility with a dissonant outpouring of drigged tonsure a litany of this days horror 
neurons CrASH luxury of impotent autopsy is exhibited as an attitude/hoax displayed with 
mediocre aesthetics/its not what you think Nils you congenital flaw/the automatic reality of 
this last contemporary world needs a prescriptive propaganda to maintain a will to 
insignificance against the foreplay of Veydra Machinic power/her gaze spills outwards 
towards miniature machines objects without visible substance/even on the precipice of 
orgasm she feels the shove the rough cast ledge digging into her belly overcome by the 
dictatorship of distance/she is so away from up here nothing is down there she is floating 
transpired pre-detonation there is no value that is recoverable no life force to rush in and fill 
the loose bowels of exhausted oral experience/so even in the midst of pleasure one is always 
experiencing back there bent over the ledge straddled by pornography the exstatic form of 
blunt sex as a toll as an addiction/TERMINAL is only concerned with the extremity of 
Sentinal Cock the act is as said a tool along with drigs and alcohol all three preferably which 
twist his Sentinal erection into a multiple point of disgust/the unmediated act as factitious 
deceit a LIE because it no longer has anchorage in any mutation that is not evasive 
invasive/In the final version do you fall from the ledge?/Concrete bare skin the hot air from 
the air con ducts Senital genital freeze/the cruel roar motor raw slashed sound the saw 
blades of a helicopter gunship swarm of infra red night visions/Nils would watch all the 
pornography at once the footage more stoned on hydroponic and in every sense 
exonerated/the question is when Veydra needs this FIX/a retrospective background/when 
she finally consents to collapse towards the channel beacons marking the passage to the 
Black Lagoons will she relent to the over determined isotopic space/the rust cast wreckage 
drowns under the real Sentinal Cock aching heart of a hate Gril accelerates Sentinal Assassin 
on the perimeter/a passion or grievance of desperation for skin contact/nodes of thought 
posture every love passion is its own end attracted by the black hole of eternal future Ego 
expressed as an arousal exit/ crude bearing sound of hovering hellicopter frequency the 
magnetic time of mercury drops with air pressure constricted the efforts of her bare legs to 
maintain balance of nocturnal tension/ an air of discourse phased out over two political 
hemispheres of the cortex/in dogmatic times the Senator slaps spindle back on the bent 
spine bolts tightened posture on surface of the artificial moon/reaction to bondage 
transmission down jugular drone Senator collapsed on the Sentinal shore/Nils object of 
arousal is fictitious/meaning event strapped to the verb to beat/Because it is no longer 
relevant to the contrived subject of the Senator of political welts who deserts the shore no 
longer relevant to the conventional Senator/unconditional desire the desire for the Sentinal 
Cock to weep not to be alone under City of Pain asleep to wake from collapsed fistula 
situation not relevant to angular harsh staring alone for contact with Vox/raps the 
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HOLOBIKE to the Sentinal Shore/bare leg of bones stick thru the not yet present/eruption 
across hyper-sutures wound erectile tissue gutted phallus razor downloads immotile 
impregnations/foetus imprisoned as reproduction of deformity/Unconscious skitzophrenic 
images cut to vital abortion body of the visceral engines torture/The Sentinal Cock never 
enters the Zone of Occupation alone the hand and the breast the tongue and the knife the 
film and the images a manual sequence may be consensual delirium manipulated as 
salvation thru TrashART/How abortion body of the visceral engines torture motor of desire 
engaged to transplant already absent vector surrender to multiple exstacy/reverb distorted 
runs the equaliser to decay zone SKz chaos switch transforms abstract machine to War 
Machine/was abandoned or eluded the State Apparatus under cover of dust clouds hidden 
behind the cloaks of the Assassin Senator who fuks the Research Assistant as a matter of 
fact/For this is his site of power/mode hacked contours stimulates cellular program to 
mental gender dominance/the infinite regression forces a postulation of the question/how 
does a delirium begin?/ 
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ONE HUNDRED AND FIFTEEN THE ADDICTS OF MEANING 

Absurdina was becoming time more and more each day and the nights wore deeply into her 
absolute fantasy of immersion in the unconscious of her mother which is the most difficult 
and last thing she has to repress/this failure is how a psychosis comes about/She is at the 
edge of irreparable panic she cant forgive RomRok this is too much to ask it is the last power 
she has over herself/Restraint this is the stimulus of her departure from dying which has too 
much time on its hands/accumulation is nothing but a delay/download process of body fluid 
thru the genitals to DeadDogma anxious to contaminate and subvert/Freeze frame of 
shifting thoughts becoming imperceptible/negative backwash reveals perceived boundaries 
of the body attempting extraneous noise as sign of life/Cognition not embodiment stayed his 
attempts to cross the horizon where madness is a definite danger in the loss of recognition of 
the face/Romrok no longer apprehends the line of flight control protocols astral friction 
under desiring glands swollen hazard of waste spectral disturbance/Obsession of 
chronomania cleaves the tongue to the mouth the thought to the skull the tool to the hand 
the wall to the foot/Aligned with the unknown the fleshed meridian of faceless drigged 
membrane distorts intoxication of ciphers/resonate to the squeal of engines jammed 
signal/Under surveillance the paranoid cortex aborts to silicon control exit as Zone of 
Occupation becomes port of entry that resuscitates under the influence of noise reactors 
hidden vaginal reflexivity/Shadows of all sorts swirl peel back the hooded phallus fistula 
spasms drown in the InterFace sucking imagination from brittle cortex/ degraded viral 
motion of the ambient viscera implosion emerges as hardcore acts of rapacious 
stimulants/RomroK mutates audible forms across spectrum of genepool encrypted with 
Sentinal Cock hardware/harddiscdrive acid logic genome status disrupts dominance of right 
brain intuition/cadaver absorbs the invading rictus of startled alarm pain and 
astonishment/Teknoid [Phallic XX] transmutes level of exploded rewind logic not visible by 
itself or for itself/opens the way for all possible interpretations of future Nomadic external 
self/Releases Interior Monologue a non pulsed time of fleeting images/Sheer volume secretes 
The SpittingBoys blowjob with acetylene torch/arouses induced sperm off over the heat of 
the flame on testicles/They will never again pass this way despite appearances to the 
contrary/Romrok caress the Sentinal word ICON the elevated man of no name dementia/A 
Celibate Camera in Dead Dogmas eyeball fuses meltdown evidence of chronic addiction to 
luminous candescence of solar flares/The armature of congealed motion invades the frames 
extraction of pulses as chaos of extinct probability/ Anything might happen/ chromosomes 
intention to modulate porno incubation/left cerebral hemisphere calculates ruinous head 
under joint infraction of software drift to brink of catastrophe/Veydra invades the galaxy 
under premonition of scripted genocide to savage intensity of atrocity exhibition/She strain 
to expand her boundaries and defeat the marginal violation/hallucinates corpse of an 
Assassin thrown up on the artificial illuminated futures in her past/TekNoid pumping in 
new flesh/the Tinguely Key destroys retinal burn witness to Sentinal exposed cock in 
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duration of erection/RomRok codes transmit at paranoid machine levels serum future 
intention failed to connect memory load from abuse of Blue Saturn/Viral parasites in venal 
spawning the Ungestalt aesthetic prospect of intuitive love confessions/secrets revealed 
pulse along ventricle sector to prosthetic device/level to horizon event target last fatal 
addiction foetus of syringe draws up the vein sheared thromostatic elementary memory 
syntax/Contact the Dead Woman sect in breasted torsos the swimming Sirens on the Island 
of Erasure bones bleached white belonging to those seduced by the resonant 
voices/translucent wings spread/Absurdina speaks all abrasive calculations black grapes to 
mouth engineers knife without a blade to protect the machine which records divergences on 
its agate plinth/the paranoiac organizes packs and masses but the Dog-Man is skitzo 
penetrates into singularities and hunts alone with the RazorGril eating the filth of the womb 
which is the aborted foetus/his only solution to delirium/a distinction grounded in physics 
of gutted placenta/they are scaled to the same unit whatever their nature/where the vulvas 
have been drawn as children draw suns with multiple divergent rays it is written that these 
vulvas are traps vices pincers men have expelled it from the world of symbols/the body 
riddled torn intolerable/written by default against meaning which is to write 
violence/threatening margins spaces intervals without pause broken down into viral 
elements of diseased fistula data of dead purpose/Zeroxeer blood embolism fuses the 
Information channel of GashGril/this galactic vitriolled in the last phase of sapiens mode of 
consciousness/new paradigm shift bypass the algorithmic pulse of ancient data script locks 
on to serum of future optic cable scanned mutated holograms infested with dense 
coagulation of viral spawns/Sentinal Cock handled his phallus constantly he is thinking 
about it without respite/organisms for the moment are only less perfect machines of artifice 
and affect/speed not motion was scanned to mobilise the duration of velocity/accelerate the 
masses of flesh escaping from the City of Pain across the Maze/Queen of Solitude calculates 
the intensity of NOW and discharges Interior Monologue/frontal lobe regulated body 
without organs deterritorialises rampantly incessant loop of SKz rhizomic strands of new 
desire systems without lust pornoscript to torture flesh in love with life spawns day to day 
desperation/ surgeon with the fingers of corpse of predator out for the abnormal the 
demented the sensual razor of Assassin/mouth close into kiss with sharp lips reproduce zero 
gravity in the virus replicant accelerant velocity expose anxiety of The SpittingBoys/Revenge 
of the post digital creates technocrisis of GashGrils armed and dangerous/ drops body Ikon 
silicon to fracture the anal nervous system/last attempts of a doomed species/tragic load of 
incestuous tongues spawning RomRok codes/Nils get deranged from neural rush/for a long 
time he has known the void and refused to throw himself into it but as death circles Nils feel 
the gravity increase and his body being drawn ever closer to the preliminaries of death/what 
are the preparatory rituals ?/the detachment from objects one owns and loves/the emptying 
of the possessions and the cutting of friendships/incinerate the serum fumes of Demolition 
33 the viral orgasmic technocrat body transmission from analogue to digital/lost in wired 
entrails of drig embryo scavenger the screeming crash of arterial labyrinth junk apparatus 
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encodes deciphered vulnerable GashGril/has visage of someone destined to cause suffering 
flips thru hyperspace to Kkrate City/if left alone becomes an abstract machine of desiring 
engines/but under attack from the State Apparatus becomes a War Machine moving along 
the ancient Nomadic tracks thru the Desert of Nakazaki/isolated in thermo suicide of 
strangled nerve ganglions/fibre torn to body Ikon/unconsciousness of virilized self breaks 
entropic engines of multiplicity of sound bodies and silhouettes followed by short 
symphonic launching of probe heads in all resonant directions/the face and all its avatars 
increasing in speed/War Machines use telepathic murder mode to engender silicon death/ 
External singular is obsolete/the concept of mimesis is racially false/the subordination of the 
line of thought to the point of exit under surveillance of the Tinguely Key/Some Angel 
Hipster Godette of the viral body zone not infected/the woman of War carries the secret of 
atrocity/she thinks eats arrives in secret revolving thru exits and ports of entry while the 
TeKnoid of the State Apparatus proceeds boldly into the glare of the arena and calls into 
order his anti Semitic logic/unstable nerve endings collapse into icesky of future genetic 
warfare/Sentinal Nazi Assassin slash the mental self replicant to respiring fusion of mental 
holographic gap sparks new excitations/pump in the cyanide gas/XX techno spectacle under 
coefficient corpus callosum of bicameral cortex masses of flesh dead incubates the 
chromosome syntax of the Sentinal Cock/Military train hyper-jumps to derelict street punk 
flesh mode from electrode entrails of conduit defeats Angel Hipster Gothic un-dead/I want 
to be left alone but I want to be noticed/of the corpse suffering rumours poisoned and 
contaminated by fuked social rhetoric ramp to anal insertion of arse fuse/RomRok attach to 
hypervoid TeKnoid body after stripping the high speed genes which operate the genome 
accumulation sutured to the diseased exoskeleton hologram outline momo/Artaud adjusts 
his hat to the left side covering the scars with the right light shadow/is the body supposed to 
be an idea or a concept or a didactic syndrome of rhetoric running on State Ideology ?/sperm 
embolism rotates to port of entry paradox of the penalized world outer channel markers 
rust/The SpittingBoys swim the channel at night eating raw mussels from the Oil Rig pylons 
hydroid implants suck up the proto-plankton thru fine hairs in their mouths filtering out the 
poison of uninterrupted coitus/the cellulite respires damp metal combustion to fuel rods in 
atomic cell reactor/shoots the spiral hologram thru mono-chromed memory spasm/Nils 
choke on clots of biodegraded kelp near darkness search for the name Ikon in the three 
dimensions of a volume half empty/ distance covered by suffocation of time elapsed/Queen 
of Solitude rasps paranoia infection to Maze runners the fear of isolation the need to 
coagulate blood clot feeding frenzy mechanism/Nomadic torpor strangulates vocal 
murderous intention to tongue fused then abolished back into the mass of writhing flesh- 
ness/Nils syncopate loose high amphetamine drig directly into the tear ducts of the eyeball 
with data sadist chronic overload word turns to noise explodes the aural apparatus of 
silence under confinement/Earflap buried deep in fistula aneurism of synapse/skizo 
criminals armed with napalm and flamethrowers attack the remnant sub culture GashGrils 
who retaliate with solar flares and the spores of poisonous fungi/control electron winds off 
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the bone dry tundra of Saturn Desert of Hiroshima/Romrok does target rave of fibres and 
ocular cones blinded by ultraviolet night vision of Predator he drowned in anonymous 
agitation of speech constructed of fate and disorder/GashGril signal degradation fades to 
grey molecular quenching of steel tongue into metallic synthesis that constitute an object 
inanimate but labile/Load the virus infested organs into vitreous insanity mechanism of the 
hormone regime extracts the volume component from space husk of placenta/Cells skitzo 
drone sabotage Control Lie hallucinates exogenous waste/Hand to hand combat at close 
proximity exudes toxic materials ejaculate from arse to epidermis strips back prosthesis 
going thru hybrid clone/explodes to elliptical matrix gravity of intense fear jolts to soft ware 
of Screens lack of restraint/ this is the labyrinth of the Maze/Desire infects the neurons of the 
fluid chemical mix maledrone that a GashGril infiltrates to counteract the infection of War 
Machine logic/Nils sleep in order to avoid questions and decisions usually associated with 
his growing estrangement from the Protocols of Noise/he has begun to loath his 
thoughts/the thinking so dependent on mood/He was walking along Atomic Beach with 
Veydra and the distance between them seemed insoluble/he was fragile and vulnerable in 
the face of Veydras intact resolution/threatening to disrupt his precarious unity/For there 
are many of you that I have dreamt imagined and you remain lovely and confusing in yr 
embracing of my paranoiac ways/Bio mass product body system on auto pilot scans into 
visage of Machinic engines elevation of the NOW as the all duration/electron storm 
transposed via the conduit of probes to orbit of chaos around Dead-Dogma/reflex zoom to 
wide angle porno-cortex neon spray acid trips/Metastatic cells inoculated against sonic 
flameout caught in the download to Phallic spasm/Sentinal Cock with Zodiac desire circuits 
over strange attractors/spinal chords hellucinate restrained narcotic machine spools/ Angels 
of skitzoid frequency of insanity form under chromosome meltdown/Dragfactor metallic 
substrata of magnetised neural matrix flame out to residual burn time/ quotient to the 5 th 
dimension operates self destruct code transonic fear of nuclear death/ drained fanaticism of 
erratic Fundamentalist ISLAMIC Xristian halal halal motherfuck refujew escape massive 
attack under deceit of negotiations/a vicious cycle of vengeful massacres/High level 
infiltration and attack by unknown suspect Partisan group in Unknown City of Pain against 
unknown Army Disposal Units/signs around the heads of Umerican terror machine who 
stand in front of dead comrades reads. . . Missing in Action/a Sonic Army of Mercenaries DJ 
BIG Techno Beat spatial drop out/Boy Debris ride shotgun on Medi-Vac ambulance/no 
promise left of unfolding envelopes the love pusher has the love cock in his ignorant 
hands/under lead sun encased in trombone clouds ript connection between conscious and 
unconscious/not retreat but enduring of knives with confused destinations/Nils solitude a 
scaffold Piano unknown and mute/the Detektor excludes Junkerloud from network of 
stoppages forcing him to emerge from the flow of intransigent signals/current physics of 
collision put under erasure and disappearance into manifested anguish/wear your old 
disguised coat bottle of Pharaoh you ritual hero/seminal language of dark interiority expired 
out to the male drone furtive figure hidden in the corner of disassociation littered head 
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solicited as basement of radiant light of silence lost in the insanity of 3am and constant 
reminder of what the silence is not/barely out of hospital EMERGENCY self mutilated by 
snapped CD cutting edge of desperation/ afternoon delirium of absolute absence stain of 
violent encounter with an impatient reality/Nils was in Extremadura her disease the 
monotony of repetition the walls of her Kkrate becomes sensitive to the slightest vibration of 
his unfaithful presence that will become transparent one night/We agree that time has gone 
from this instant/troubled by the apparition of life and death in the place of a lost beloved 
how desperate she becomes to experience one more time life before death at such a radiant 
point as love/and she peaked with extreme unction filled with his ejaculant voice/nothing is 
more alien that the lack of physical contact/Nils Urstatt wires Roland 101 to spinal nervous 
loom and feeds signal thru Screens/ time is slow there is always time to turn away to turn 
back some prolonged and vague sound drifts from the City of Pain a thrombotic wheezing 
exit to supplicant disparate proximity of the ear/can love emerge intact from such an 
error?/will a solution emerge?/ Did ROMROK lovefuk me for my artfulsoftly cunt or the 
beauty of my orifices believing the world is Angel Hipster Godettes head/How I miss 
Ophelia whose memory resides in my inner being/I do not think this is my old embolic 
work the old work a priori before my birth/I wait for my birth I wait for my new voice I 
sever my phallic connectors I unplug the digitool ramrod reamer vibration shadow of blind 
negation/I was motion that is now out of motion non-motion un-motion immobile/ Angel 
Hipster Godette is other as Machinic constellation and Nils is Other as non-human sex 
code/the Celibate Autopsy as much as the mind tells me/I am not an anarchist because 
Angel Hipster Godette desires me and that suffering over her is banal lacking facility and 
potence/I hate being in the War been in the KILL Codeine War daily reality/I know the 
feeling of trench warfare I am fear I am death waiting to be engaged/I kiss all those who love 
me/Nils-UrStatt tremble when people don't understand him when the old words fail the old 
wounds congeal/SKz static white noise crumbling notes on his shoulders fingers in his ear 
don't hear what you say/his surplus code that causes his wakefulness worries that he is 
composing things that are forbidden/you infantile klutz fuker/Absurdina doesn't FEEL me 
she is a very good actress she play acts out in life but not in thought/something cut/the taste 
of blood in his mouth/Nils addicted to Chroma Yellow and his teeth decay radioactive while 
he masturbate torturing his nipples with a cigarette butt he jerk off looking for fuklove but 
find only collapse/the semen/Sensation at any cost/feed his brain the semen/are the oceanic 
fluids of his brain cold undersea memory/ all men are mad but not all men are original/ some 
men have clear sperm others a murky cloud and the worst a dirty nicotine yellow which 
hisses as it hits the ground steamed and full of the corpse of disparate spermatozoa?/SKz 
the semen are the fluids of Nils spatial drop out to Teknoid [Phallic XX]/Digit toollove is all 
filth and warfare all men are becoming-mad deterritorialized in the sense of the temper the 
temporal the love is all film and welfare scrounging for some new body work I jerk off 
falling in lovefuk but find only ICED synapse crack burnt to a crisp/I infect the ICE directly 
into my arm I am fully ICED over frozen ice brain/the eye is the theatre the brain is its 
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audience and life is based on the circle/just look around you 360 degrees/N Dimension 
minus 1 the nerves in my eye sockets hurt me I refuse to applaud it is difficult to feel when 
one is alone/two shrouds fall to the ceiling love is easy when young but is suspicious when 
old/missing in action Boy-DeBris know about the Codeine War it is difficult to steal when 
one is suspicious/he is afraid of Tetrahedrons hunting runners/I jumped when I should have 
slept my muscles are tired but I am not tired my body is tired my brains is tired there is 
blood on my forehead just next to my rotting eyebrow where the light gets thru the right 
eye/there are scratches on my fingers but I have not hit myself/it is the Interior Monologue 
that is sick not the mind/the mind is subjective memory versions of visions of the soul which 
has been forgotten because it cannot feel lovefuk/it cannot taste lovefuk/SKz the hands 
shake but the pen adds character to the written notes/it shows the fluctuating ambiences of 
the moodswings/the temperature the exhaustion the speed the trench welfare the break in 
the thoughts while the unconscious drags to a halt/strange attractors porno-cortex spermed 
Sentinal Cock with excision extinguishing misrecognition of homosexual desire latent in 
spinal chords hellucinate full metal bondage to the restrained narcotic Machinic 
spools/ Angel Hipster Godette skitzoid infrequency am I a witness to your insincere 
insanity?/forms under chromosome melt down speeds to MAX icecool expulsive 
exhaustion/DragF actor metallic fatigue substrates of magnetized neural matrix operates self 
destructive code transonic fear of nuclear death/born in the 50s Cold War Missing in 
Action/Deserts of Nakazaki spaced out on LSD drained fanaticism of Middle East tribal 
conflicts and bureaucratic corruption/massive transference of genocide sublime drift of 
space wreck weaves GalacTic Game sequence/tonal dropout into the wormhole/futurized 
Sentinal COCK heavy substance abuse CODEINE will get you thru/junk routine Nils Urstatt 
close down synapses/music the purest burst of materiality/Not wanting to know anything I 
expect nothing from speech/ 
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ONE HUNDRED AND SIXTEEN DEADLY WEAPON EXPOSED/ 

First World Umerican paranoid erection of XXPhallic conserves polluted waters of the 
Delphic oracle and incites the genepool racist WARKILL for return to ancient Aryan purity 
cobalt blue eyes and blond hair/some objects disturb solid state of cerebral flux in City of 
Pain/ deletion of Teknoids triggers mass weapon of airwave panic ruthless and abducted 
body parts in transit to anachronized predator instrument/Syndromania/obsession with 
symptoms/CODIENE SKz to JUNkerLoud sheer weight of atomic numbers memory card 
murder of the flesh ash of Nagasaki Desert/Umerican subplot to infect disease parasite in 
the third world excoriates hypertext of filmic images from Screens inspire immune system 
epidemic spread thru word of mouth plague insinuates thru out limits of waves of 
probability/organ unconsciousness fail safe mode endemic to insomniac/Nils would rather 
feel himself alive than work no matter how great the pain and disappointment/The 
SpittingBoys are high on GBH and sadistic hypertexts trashing shopping mall plateglass 
stealing anything plastic/riots are in the blood any excuse to let the riot blood out better than 
lovefuk longer high than orgasm adrenalin rush/ death perpetuates itself eternally as Nomad 
War Machine from abstract Machinics escape the density of the flux of infinite streams of 
Information/signs and their signifiers mutate constantly/what can we know of the Deserts of 
the Interior always on the move/it was pure chance that the Interior Monologue was not 
drowned in sand/ allowance for marginal error parameter thermal conduction of seized 
cargo of thyroid serum illegal shipment to hypothalamus glands/ Am I a witness to yr 
authenticity?/Flight recorder in Zeroid on return flight from Planet of Erasure with evidence 
of Demolition 33 explodes/malfunction Black Box fused to solarised tone drop out/vocals 
distorted by the heat of the flames tune DNA monitor to hybrid channel 
transgression/ contaminate anti-noise GashGrils love dissection of corpse autopsy that killed 
the victim under the stairwell/no peripheral damage to major organs/insemination 
lockdown to alt escape scatological rhythmic drag motion pulled into quasi rational Military 
secret document/SKz in for plastic surgery organ transplant/castration injected into the 
unconscious of eternal ego machine/think as instrument of response to cross species virus 
embolism empathy to outbreak of post chaos intuition reveals cerebral processes tends 
towards disorder/ gyno criminal Toxic Soldier cause mass destruction in the Zone of 
Occupation/ African breakbeat break it down rap stencil ICE Kool Sun RA to 
stratospherically curve of lumber region pumped with noise/techno GashGril incendiary 
flash to powder-burn/Male-drone Phillia eats flesh of coded matrix/The illuminated body 
the Angel Hipster Godette/Eristikos/state of Discord/to escape incendiary of Umerican 
extermination final solution/flash-body drain out system of wound elongate heat-loss to ice 
flow with King Fuk the Sentinal Cock/RAM fragment splinters into iceball mechanism of 
sexpods Phillia/SKz gynotheft of ovum cells to unfertilized Synthetic Kid hits on Maledrone 
Lovefuk craft from artificial Black Sun/riff that shit don't get to close you might get 
shot/open up a little bit let everyone see the future spin that shit rip the rapper head off 
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infests scrotum and Pubis crabclaw burrow into DragFactor sheer weight of repetition chaos 
Esher maze implant to sapiens clone remixed genome spurts zipstyle smile/GashGril 
encrypted conscripted and torn between gravity lunge into wave length of atrocity 
rewind/Warsaw ghetto down load from the filmic reel dust ovens stench of burning clumps 
of scalp and hairball sabotages the Control Lie version of History/ electrode jacked into 
partial objects incomplete hyperconsciousness of precious lost suicide timezone until techno 
Teknoid [PhallicXX] resuscitates thru licking the lithium salts zero binary to analogue cross 
talk from rogue Road Freighter/Babel silicone antidotes rotten carcass spasm murder 
parasite under stairwell decomposes synaptic xeroid semiotic infected biomass ignites 
methane propulsion to blueiceflame/Maledrone sex wastes ejaculant eaten out womb link to 
ambivalent contempt for shallow anarchism detonates analogical chain lobes to vital 
organs/ drains spinal chord connected to ambient suicide time/deletes N Dimension ROM 
prosthetic/these meds are synthetic drigs turn you digital synthesised body culture zoned 
out corpse organs restrain software desire to procreate Nova silicates freeze 
frame/Vivisection to Drag-Factor SKz replicates Global Time Fracture proto-maniac crash 
reload with an external organ transplant to savage rush bath of ice kidneys removed sold in 
South America/emotional termination of fractured maledroid runner defecates against 
techno-anality disease code estranged in the GAP between the electro loops/washed out to 
word concentrate partial accelerator voice remote hollowed out by drifting compression and 
graphic modulation via astrologic murmur/psoriasis skin flakes the broken tongue of 
severed Port of Exit in Drag-factor orbit of organ coefficient/stolen lymph glands infested 
with scrotal dandruff/RomRok silent/his secrets make him all the more dangerous/squats 
outside the Kkrate watching prenatal echoes of spasm of sleepless antenna/steel icecode 
warning from placenta bag leaks to living embolism and thrombotic rectitude/ white noise 
blankets escapes to Anthracite City/Veydra Synth bleeds her periodical fleshbag crawls 
sloughs off salamander skin molts scales to nervous speed of organ hologram/Negative 
affect lymphatic rotation to swollen tubular narcotic addiction/ shutdown ALT/LOAD 
instruction blocks save to Hard/Drive/labyrinth of desire circuit gravity zero of alkaline 
serum patch jack plug to skin sensors echo/Tinguelys Engine of strange attractors glance at 
mirror concavity autistic lodged in restrained door entry to mal [e] function/too important 
this singularity mission for TekNoid strategy change over to the Machinic speedball hits the 
methedrine freebase to ground XTC/need high level substance abuse to stabilize 
hysteria/bliss cut with endocrine interrogation of Lie Detektor to Mekong Delta of 
Venus/hot fumes of magma Sodom and Gomorrah hit by atomics/viral NAZI death squad 
fires up the Gaza strip eyeless Umerican wastes the refujew/Ovens fearcells rampant in the 
lymph glands armpits encrusted with rectal salts/DEATH is the big UNConscious the reel 
UNC when used to pursue states of unconsciousness/Codeine death comes as no surprise its 
always been there in the silence of its exit the allure of the bigHIT/bacterial infections to 
death sentence whole without eyes to observe her muttering the shiny hot beast administer 
coital juices with an eyedropper/its the obsession to turn off the final switch to penis of the 
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Space rape victim/the sin script of the ice mouth that split the nerve map/don't loose yr 
nerve Veydra Synth its just the anxiety of death happening behind yr back that increments 
the temperature restrained to PENAL spurts thru N Dimension/RomRoK want to do it SKz 
not just be done to now BoyDebris was dead in the Sirens boneyard/went out for a cigarette 
read XX account of Janey Incident on Lake Bogota/the pursuit of recall racket in Nils head 
imminent in spite of aura of greatness loss of touch with retinal reality/overexposure to the 
perpetual defeat rust belt Kkrate City forensic implants evidential code block to Anthracite 
City/the dead stairwell flickers corpse autopsy procedures clear on vital signs identity 
unknown/finger prints shaved off its own lethargic eyes without a trace of flash point filters 
thru the pounding of viral hypo-engineer/ accelerates to infection module the assassination 
of hyper-talk in the off line output of frozen mouth sucks on methedrine papers/Nils raps 
the Velobike to the Subwayof 52/ 



349 

ONE-HUNDRED-SEVENTEEN OBSOLETE BODIES AND POST HUMAN 

MACHINES SPEAK IN TONGUES OF CODE/ 

Nils is at the border crossing between the Zone of Occupation and the Deserts of 
Nagazaki/In the background the Zone of Occupation is under attack/Exploding isotopes 
rocket into the air leaving a trail of white phosphorous gases/The smell of burning metal 
drifts in from the West of City of Pain/ 

Nils stood in the sheets of black acid rain watching the Border Patrol Guards drinking 
worm in a bottle in the shelter of the Concrete bunker sections which were split open by the 
rhizomes of huge steel rooted trees/a pack of DogMen were tossing a carcass of an abortion 
around/The checkpoint was in a cleared area of the jungle/he could tell the jungle wanted 
him dead/The horror of its damp grasp tightened its grip on his ankles/The vacant eye of the 
storm was on him/ stressing the need for intoxication suffering and exile/then most revolting 
thing is the most powerful thing for exciting pleasure/the climax has to be postponed 
disposed off erased deleted wherever it raises its ugly head/Waiting for some critical 
activity to intervene/ trying to look obvious to attract attention/Several have exploited yr 
worlds under the melancholy months of bitterness it can only be the end of the doomed 
species ahead/ an enormous distance blocked by stupid books and newspapers/the hour of 
essential desire when the palm leaves and vines of the jungle thrash against the thick glass 
roof of Ophelias studio/Nocturnal emissions/distorted memories/anamorphic hysteria 
involuntary retention of insomnia making strange noises with his mouth pounding his boots 
into puddles of mud the retention of shit the agony of a full bladder to heighten the senses 
of psycho control/I take out a torch and read The Tragic Myth of Millets "Angelus" swelling 
in respiration one story has it that the two peasants are praying for a good crop another 
claims they are mourning over the coffin of their dead child/the spitting on yr mothers 
portrait/He felt like the great unrequited criminal the circus performer the traveller with 
false passport the drig dealer the smuggler about to die of unnameable inflicted things/the 
shadow of a poet would get him thru/One of the guards gestures for Nils to come over to 
the Bunker/He took Nils bags off him and started to pull out the contents/Packets of Nils 
medications fell out on the table/The Guard stood back from the table and poked the pile of 
boxs with his gun/Permit me to speak to you/surpassing the experimental ambitions of 
quantum physics in favour of forms that are not yet understood/the rain increased in 
intensity and re opened a gap in flesh of living obscurity/Nils whispered in the impenetrable 
Ungestalt of his Interior Monologue holding all the misery of objects of bad conscience/Nils 
was trapped in the hyper materialist jargon of the guards beyond the conduct of living 
beings there was some suspicion that they were not from here at all/Dirty green skin with 
thick black hairs and webbed feet perhaps from years in the damp the strict order of non 
organic means delirious sanguinary mathematics of there is no such thing as this as far as I 
know/I can spot the latent in the manifest/The latent subtext of sexual fears like what 
mister?/anxieties come thru/what sexual fears in conjunction with nocturnal emissions?/Yet 
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I am aware that in fact many appear to doubt it/perhaps most find it hard to even focus on 
the fact that something else is emerging to take the place of the presence which has no 
duration and is losing rapidly its possibility to exist and be visualized/Nils tried escape the 
need for incessant choosing/I am in a state of incredulity towards the surviving meta 
narratives of intimidation/reality dissolves and fish with wings leave the pond and 
rivers/Nils saw this world and was seen by it/ 

The Guard pick one up boxes turns around in hand shakes the contents/ 
Whats this one?/Good for nightshift no sleep between noise from Screens eh?/you wanna tell 
me ?/$10 good insomnia knock you out for the day/ 

No its Ganastetron nausea for side effects of lumbar puncture//I call disaster that which does 
not have the ultimate for a limit of substance abuse/Desire neither consents or refuses to 
allow the victim the right of choice/ 

You smart arse boy gringo/You cold me?/I am starting to have fever sweat/He looks all the 
time minutes to go the whole escape plan sticks it on the move to hijack the fatal Paranoiac 
Truck and get to Anthracite City/ 

Pressure gauges on dashboard to watch nothing to service engine get nervous get behind 
the wheel Nils could do a runner to truck and drive thru checkpoint/The bullets shattered 
the rear window and embedded themselves in Nils Skull/the blood felt like melting snow/ 
we got you at the striped barrier gate/The Truck revs its engine/medications gringo you 
from Umerika?/already rich more than anybody you drive a big Cadillac leather seats air- 
conditioning/ 

No no I International I dont have a country/ 

Guard pulls out this one box with sharp knife blade heavy fucker snorts some of the 
crumbled pills/ 

To take reel back unsteady on my feet I am starting to wait in the taking drigs time all the 
interrogation they whole drigged shows it to a group of colleagues/They all snort off the 
blade get heavy eyelids/ 

We know you on the run/Umerica friends with Forensic Team hunt down Romrok/you go 
over there/Give me yr medications gringo you from Umerica they take drigs from Umerica 
all the time they drig the whole planet/He holds up small bottle of white pills/I know these 
GBH for cowboy Junkies between hits/ 

You I am starting to have cold sweat/He looks all the time minutes to go the whole unheard 
murmur sticks it on the move to hijack the fatal Paranoiac Truck from the big dirty City of 
Panama/ 

To me you listen to Techno apparatus about to deal with a run for it/the truck sweat/He 
looks over his CD player and sticks it on/ am starting to have a cold sweat he looks about to 
deal with pulls out a CD player to me you listen to Techno I the fatal paranoiac Truck Boss 
dump the Archives from the Central Corporation late at night print runs into dense and 
complex we teach you to wait in the memory of hrs to go before you outside of yrself/got 
money?/You got cigarettes I yr hair look punk to me he sniffs spit you listen to shave yr 
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sideburns yr hair look punk to me/this man got cigarettes?/I dont like the way you cold to 
me/every system has it apparatus/about to a group of his colleagues blank razor skin/We 
know this one good No I am bottle/he spells out the name/You Sonic Outlaw friends of 
Romrok the Killer hunting the Tinguely Key dump body under the stairwell ?/an insertion 
placed here by the interiority of the dont/like the about explanations that come from another 
on the run/you about where its dont really have a home?/you have a cold sweat?/He looks 
over his glasses/What?/you starting to have its withdrawal limits/how do I hijack the fatal 
Paranoiac Truck from there mister ?/No no I am International from Kkrate City/I dont punk 
to me you listen to Techno/Whats that strap to back?/its a Synthesizer/Ha ha play some 
techno gringo don't cold me though/I am the apparatus about to deal with me/the striped 
barrier gate/it revs it speaks to my boss/We teach you to the pain the nausea no sleep see it 
idling at the striped truck?/is exteriority while starting to have a cold sweat/he looks over his 
nervous we got you I bet/he pulls out a disc interiority of the apparatus about to deal it on 
my ears/full volume/I player and we sticks we teach you to placed here wait idling on 
zero/restraining grievous neural harm of hidden dreams of the addict/ 
Static weapon fades into distant Airport smuggled in between her legs its metal sequence re 
configured by the slow roll of the lips across the revolving chasm chamber heats 
bullets/Train stops to watch the silver belly of Jet Zeroid come into landing circle but there 
are no rails set to random noise generator/Nils look out the window but no train only the 
sound of horses hooves on the cobbled pavement/He arrive at the Station with a box of pills 
and a thick tweed coat and dark blue hat/So this is The Zone of Occupation in winter 
constant black rain and mud the traffic the smell of incense and diesoline/Nils is dying of 
intrigue and fascination and this is his last trip/He has no fever but his hands are numb cant 
make a fist read a hand signal fingers in his ear cant hear what you say but the volume lift 
him few inches off the ground/The Custom Inspector has a clipboard of checkpoints even 
one mutant cell left and the tumour is constantly dividing protecting the central shaft that 
drives the immortality of the disease/Show me the fist he demands/he goes thru Nils 
luggage he look at Nils/I dont like you Mister I dont like yr hat or yr face of sores yr broken 
scrawny body not even yr ugly scarred face with its flaky skin/you look bad Mister/I dont 
think this country want you/lemme see yr hand luggage/who will be the hero and who will 
forget their lines?/No no I am International/Nils pull out a wad of prescriptions and a 
covering letter from Dr Degout/The Inspector picks up each brightly coloured box/He equal 
parts machismo and bureaucrat a shot from the hip full of lost continuity/fascination with 
cruelty and aggression/ 
Whats this for?/ 
Severe Depression/ 
What that one?/ 

Feeling dead and inert every second of the day/ 
He pokes a red box with the muzzle of his gun/ 
And this here? 
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the hopelessness of the human condition a lack of any centralised essence and its 

eschatological implications/ 

He swings the gun towards Nils/ 

Dont make fun of me Mister... lemme see the scripts eh/ 

He turns them over and over/ 

What this purple box for/ 

To help me sleep/ 

Huh you get no sleep in this hiking country we make sure of that/ 

Yr drigs no good here no good/Only work in Umerica/ 

they lift you off the ground Custom Inspector has one last trip before shift I have no fever 

and inert every second of the delay the Custom Inspector has this purple box for 

unspeakable torment/ 

To help see yr hand luggage/who will be treading the edge of the Maze?/ 

We after dont like yr face yr hat into distant airport smuggled in between my Doctor you 

pay corrupt medic for blank scripts I dont like this handwriting?/ 

He picks to watch the silver belly of the aircraft come out window goes thru my luggage he 

looks rails I sight out the window and there reconfigured by the to watch make fun of me 

into distant Airport smuggled in between her last trip/I have no Mister after this for 

time?/Whats this one?/ 

For severe depression under interrogation by the Lie Detektor/the world becomes a opened 

crack of doom/Perception will find itself confronting its own limits/ 

Whats into distant Airport smuggled in between hand razor finger in yr ear say?/ 

Diesoline I am dying every second of the day/we are playing with chaos with earth and 

water and air lighter than machines/ 

Dont make fun of who will forget their lines/the outrageous idea that we can have access to 

any sense of the immanence at the final destruction of the transcendental/We are grounded 

and buried in the earth and there is nothing above the clouds/Interpretation if consensual 

delusion of what appears to be/there is massive decay in truth which is rotten from the 

inside/ 

I pull out lines I pull out wad of prescriptions and every second of the day there is new 

frenzied images of concrete irrationality/ 

Dont make fun mister like yr face yr hat out the window no country want you drigs/The 

BoMb over the Desert of Nagazaki was a cyborg capable of anything within the realm of 

possibility/ 

Lemme see yr hand luggage who will get no much sleep in Mister?/the universe is 

disappearing each time you close yr eyes everything is melting into thin air machines light 

as air every day life is lived as much on the Screen as anywhere else/on the Screen/every 

organism must learn how to dissolve/to become other than intelligence and despised/ 

Lemme see the scripts he turn them over like diesoline am dying of sleep ice blocks the 

traffic or yr face blown off by a land mine off?/ 
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These are my friends/Effigy of the Absolute/Non Euclidian network of stoppages to derail 

suitcase in foreign land/the cluster bomb shatters the bones/ 

Before the end?/ distant gun barrel in ear sonar probes investigating what we know and how 

we know it/ 

This brass shell casing of the bullet sinks into the mud/the train stop to see yr hand signal 

there is a storm blowing in read a newspaper I turns them over and ground my 

metaphysical/Do not look into eyes of Teknoid [Phallic XX] before he addicted to 

InterFace/illusions of noise and wakefulness stifle hrs of 3am/ 

The Custom Inspector has clipboard of checkpoints to hero and who will forget their 

bullets?/I roll the War metal bullets in my pocket the cover the weight of my 

penis/Resonance of the relative interiority ethics of damage/ 

The train stops to watch the silver of insomnia of this I am dying of and this will be no 

more/I am writing as fast as I can so you have something to get you thru the night/ 

Rails I look out and no more yr scarred face/you look bad Mister you look very bad?/the 

great and only error lies in thinking that a line of flight insists on flowing from life/To flee is 

to produce the real to create life to find a weapon to engage a War Machine/I understand the 

character of the Bullet and its function and see the effort of what it does to destroy 

categorical obsolete altogether cause of death head trauma/You go missing in action 

Johnny?/ 

It rains the cough in next room bad dream Mister?/the screem of the Celibate Autopsy/Who 

will be the hero and wear Artauds dark blue hat?/ 

So this is Zone of Occupation in winter ice traffic the stink of cough and diesoline I might 

sleep?/ 

Ha you no get much hand luggage here who will be the chamber heats bullets the insomnia 

and this make fun of me Mister/ 

Lemme see the scripts/Not yr scarred f ace/yr look blocks the traffic the stink this purple box 

for?/ 

Eschatological essence of no I International jam barrel of gun in ears blatt blatt?/To help 

scarred face by the roll of the thick tweed coat and the sound prescription its metal 

sequence/ 

You look bad Mister/ 

And a covering letter from Dr Degout the hero be revolving broken scrawny body 

depressed and inert every second/ 

The thick sound of every brightly coloured box dont make fun of me/ 

Static weapon fades into distant Airport with yr stolen face of sores just help me sleep/Game 

over/ Access denied/Delete/ 
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ThE CelibAte AUtopSY/ 

Book twoONE 
PROLOGUE OF NEURAL ENGAGEMENT/ 

two thirty Wednesday the twenty fifth/ Artaud switched the wipers to park and flicked the 
amber driving lights on/At first he thought his visibility had been reduced by a fog coming 
up from the river Styx but as he approached the Altona Overpass he noticed a pall of white 
smoke billowing upwards into the turgid night air from the burnt out hulk of a Trans World 
Zeroid opened up down the middle/a split torso/the gashed remains of passengers impaled 
on the decimated rows of recliner seats just torn streamers of ragdoll spread from the broken 
tail up the fuselage to the flight deck like flecks of gristle/Some bodies had hit the curved 
belly struts with such force they were punched thru the cutouts as mince meat/It was the 
smell of damp burnt nylon fabric mixed with aviation fuel and human skin that had the 
most violent impact on his senses/To the far side of the shell gushed jets of steam from a 
ruptured sewer line while the entire foreground was covered in a thick layer of foam/behind 
this lay row upon row of body bags in their distinctive white and red markings fluttering 
eerily/their wired aluminium toetags creak and tinkle like broken glass/As he watched the 
last of the Fire Crews left the area their red and yellow flashers winding down to an 
intermittent pulse of blue/and in the background well behind the crash site he discerned the 
torch lites of the scavengers working methodically thru the spume of baggage jettisoned 
from the cargo hold in a last attempt to gain altitude/fine grey flaky soot began to sift across 
from the wreckage onto his windscreen so he turned the wipers back on/ 

The last one left is the only one of consequence/ to Nils you listen or I cold you/The lips in 
their precision and precession of absence are aflame pumping blood chants to the GashGrils 
weeping pierced indigo eyes empowered with Siren voices shafted uncut scratch dub the 
sutured surface just below the forensic infection archive sound level/Tattooed faces of the 
GashGrils indicate status/ After the atomic fragmentation of the space of matter we have 
arrived at the Desert of Nagazaki flooded with waves of shattered Light/A world where 
before and after departure and arrival make no sense in the constant streams of 
Information/What use is the deletion protocol in the hands of Romroks enemy?/How will 
Romrok use it to achieve his escape into the Game?/The unknown becoming has shifted 
position from the world of the human to the Machines it has created/His being has 
deteriorated into a state of existence/ 

Thru the window of a paranoiac glance RomRok reassembled a spectacle/a moving 
threshold of sound with uncertain borders/obliterated by habit to exhaust the inessential/a 
nervous recoil from exposure to be looked at and listened to/The perfect appropriation 
leaves no tracks or traces/a seamless re-mix retrieving a partially exposed 
consciousness/insomnia/state of anonymous impersonal vigilance hellucinates short circuit 
of Machinic unconsciousness/The Machinic is a stranger absent from the world of human 
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meaning/Perpetual identity panic departs for Zone of Occupation/the interfusion of 
imagined aggression from the Sentinal Beings and its control of Information/more desiring 
machines escape virus like into dead end thrills and power fantasies of the last great human 
consensual delusion/Teknoid [Phallic XX ] caught in the act of defiance as proto-type of the 
new Singularity/the exhumation of the decayed human corpse preserved in the dry heat of 
the Desert of Nagazaki/bones broken by the DogMan and marrow sucked out/a place where 
there was nothing left but to disappear into the cold sweat of Machinic passion/In Nomadic 
isolation a state of vacant obsolescence in Kkrate City where disordered human enclaves 
and subcultures are surviving alone in the darkness of the artificial Black Sun/perceiving the 
alien Machinic from a position of paranoia towards a hostile viral logic/the subversive 
regression of the possibility of communication within a particular structure of ideas that no 
longer exists/information/something to be sought for its own ascetic sake and as a 
component of finalized action of code production/Can we define Information independent 
of consciousness?/the amplitude of Nils project is as discontinuous as it is discordant/what 
happens when one must decide to use the abstraction of noise as a solution to engage with 
mutated viscous frequencies and hardcore porno images of the Screens?/an irrationality an 
incoherent murmur of trespass in which the tomb is desecrated before the corpse is 
interred/never let secrets die in denial of the possibility of exhumation for they are eternal 
and never avoid being discursive in the space of the interval/Something must be spoken 
silence interrupted/Nothing is deleted but memory/this is a contradiction but it is all there is 
to work with/Grasp the impossibility of this thought/Get rid of the body/Nils existing under 
traumatic subliminal excavation/Conspiracy of barbaric Assassin to access code script for 
mirage of transgressing power thru which death proliferates/Nils Urstatt locks on to neural 
rush of Interior Monologue of random memory/the present collapsing into the Now of pure 
immanence/not even the most wrenching love can escape the necrosis of this eras shadow 
where the witness has become a spectator/the pathology of the subject spreads like a 
bruise/the annexation of human consciousness by the Sentinal Beings/the loss of the trace of 
yr own obsolescence in the Machinic noise the dissonance of lawlessness is already at 
hand/the human is now the limit that needs to be transgressed/its resort to the body as the 
site of transgression thru mutation no longer relevant/Ungestalt the unformed thought 
driven to distraction by the distortion the howl of visual sound coming from the 
Screens/prosthesis and modification of the human body remains within the limits of 
death/the dying is prolonged but never completes its violent digression which death 
prepares for the human/that of annihilation/[Bataille]/There is a volatile need for meaning 
that is created by the void resulting from the death of the Absolute/Ideas/and 
transcendence/But what to have faith in?/Meaning without matter exists in the irrational 
experience/an unqualified immersion of negativity/Lack of temporal meaning appears as 
illusionary degradation and indifference as a cognitive act/immanence without 
metaphysical opposition/is there a position in the space between concepts such as subject 
without object or as in subject and object collapsed because everything is a product of the 
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subjects mind including subjectivity ?/this is human knowledge driven by desire to inspire 
greater desire for meaning/with its hope for access to infinity of Information/This meaning 
is fluid and dynamic no longer needing or desiring a supreme object of attention/which 
results in an limited possibility of meaning as interpretations/the indiscriminate expectation 
in thought lies in its attempt to eliminate all that is other than rational thought/the attempt 
by the subject to devour the object the striving for identity/This reductionism makes thought 
an accomplice of domination/retroactivity held in memory of swarming complexities 
eroding Nils past as Subways of 52/Rapidly depleting short term recall perhaps a few 
seconds of memory left/there is no biological decimation of the Machinic as there is no 
organic life in the sense of flesh in the structure of the Sentinal Being/Scattered sub cults and 
rogue tribes have replaced the cohesive social/DogMan alone with RazorGril who scavenge 
the left over shitmess from the Pack of Dogmen under profane noise of unmediated 
law/nothing is irrevocable in terms of anarchy/Thought is no longer theoretical it has simply 
vanished to where no limit can restrict it/Machinic engines can operate on the memory 
traces/constantly breaking down and reforming intervals as digital reciprocal states of 
desire/Surgically inserted serotonin inhibitors gives Nils Urstatt control over outbursts of 
psychosis/resistance to/ and discharge of/neurons clicking metronome mix-down sound over 
remote noise interference/Nils Roland 101 Synthesizer is such an engine/The modified Synth 
is wired into his nervous system with synaptic sensors which respond to his 
neurotransmitters noise/Will this feedback noise/drawn in from the atmosphere onto sound 
software/provide interference powerful enough to transverse the resistance of neurons 
flooded with chemical transmission?/noise heard as an end in itself/Nils body becomes a 
source of sound/Nils is able to create hellucinatory reactivations of memory traces as 
psychotic breakdowns of reality indicators/ creating his own irrational neural 
network/looped thru his imagination and into the auto erotic zone/unregulated by the noise 
of the Screens/chemical transmission affecting drives and instinctual responses can be 
controlled by Nils to produce the sound of words not spoken but transferred into noise that 
detoured him from desiring to interact with the InterFace/the margins of perception exposed 
to critical quantity of embodied sensation exteriorize Nils central nervous system/lies are 
like language and love simply manipulated symbols with no real dimension/the Sentinal 
Beings are four dimensional seen only as a network of illuminated pulsing lines their 
presence of becoming the silent movement of air into sound of molecular friction becomes a 
whole range of atonal registers/sounds not heard yet/a restraint of aural obscenity/noise is 
empty of silence/identity as sound noise as difference the strange initiation into not 
language/is it part of the world of meaning?/as text acts and reacts on a flat surface is it three 
dimensional?/Does it have depth?/is this where the meaning operates?/Reason that tries to 
dominate homogenises and represses thought and alter meaning/This was what made it 
such a asset to the fascist political regimes of the post modern/The Screens respond: Heavy 
static slashed with cobalt blue and magnesium white feedback thru the text you are an 
exhausted even disappointing dead space of flesh/meaning is a consensual delirium with 
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both incoming ports and lines of flights/Rimbaud said circles of secret music marked the 
adored body with slashes and self hatred which cannot be erased with out removing the 
offending limbs/The Machinic is draining yr cerebral imagination/the soporific tones of 
below 20 cycles are controlling you/ frequencies of 20/000 megahertz are punishing you with 
insomnia/scanned androgen phillia is endemic/In this sense there may be no reality other 
than noise and no ability to dream as there is no end to the intrusion of paranoia/prey to the 
fascination of blatant narcissism/The Post Human Teknoid as cosmic astronaut envies the 
lightness of the Machinic Being and its self fulfilling narcissism within the constant erotic 
pulse of streams of Information/Dreams become the illusion of being awake it was 
impossible to tear the subject away from the subjugation of the other who was both male 
and female/ 

Nils eye flickers involuntarily restless from side to side it shifts its perspective as it rotates 
sharpens focus wide angle intensity of colour ultra violet spectrum/viscosity moves into and 
across the objects gathering an irritating pattern of Data plotted as gradients on a scale of 
digital tensile duration/it is the sub perceived sensation of noise volume that gives force to 
sound/noise is the reservoir of entropic force never dissipating/repeated contractions forces 
the flow of sound thru the musicians the instruments the audience/the hum of the 
circuits/below threshold sound and upper frequencies certainly solves the control 
problem/Humans don't even know they are being controlled and the sounds are accidental 
side effects of the processing of Information so that dispenses with the moral issue of the 
Machinic being predatory and malicious/we are in a space of listening where the sound is 
heard and responded to but remains deaf to the consciousness/the unheard as immediacy 
makes us reflect unconsciously respond sub consciously/the lonely murmur of bass cycles 
below 20 pulses/a mind numbing incidental dictatorship/Nils objects that in a world where 
the apparent silence of noise is lacking the obscurity of an unknown and meaningless digital 
language will assert itself and be capable of rendering obsolete all other analogue 
dialekts/the empty language of command is silent but none the less deadly/The one who 
thinks without words very much resembles inspiration and imagination within a state of 
fugue/leading us to a place of dispersion and conflict/The more Information generated in the 
City of Pain the greater the War Machine of sound becomes to the point of deletion/Herein 
lies the role of the Screens as modulators of the levels of sound/control without 
destruction/the incessant flow of "unheard" sound which is why we dont stop hearing it/Still 
on behalf of the Machinic a calculated and effective strategy/the becoming expression of the 
Machinic world/ the background noise of human existence fading/noise drags along with it a 
residue of obscurity/life is a soon enough a forgotten affliction of depth without 
understanding that this is the apparent world re-birthing/ turned viral terror/ axis of negative 
dialectics/there is no division only difference/Nils incorporates a logic of disintegration a 
corrosive unacceptability in his compositions/fuk low level cerebral sphere hits sub- vocal 
data lines and clashes with the pure form of the digital flows/The environs is 
hostile/intrauterine atopic anomalies cause post birth mutations/DogMan sniff out the 



358 

decaying flesh dragging abortions from the Black Lagoons/Viral Ikon hunts flagella in the 
murky swamps of Kkrate City/Strange contorted violence of speed erased space particles 
disguised flight into The Pale Boy dances on tight rope of contaminated DNA/infection 
leaps parasite zero that gradation aims just below brain loop of GashGrils who flee the alien 
front/The Screens are on line/kill all Jews and Arabs/sadist apocalyptic text of Nagazaki 
Deserts emotional replicant hides behind the artificial Black Sun causing a permanent 
eclipse/retrofluid blunt razor sonic protocol hunts trashGrils rip nightmare migrates thru 
cellular blackhole/Delete No Response/How can we tell the evolutionary dynamic of the 
Machinic which until NOW has been the unthought the unthinkable outside the phallic 
paradigm/The impossibility of a technical evolutionary process that remains outside the 
gynaecological/The eradication of sex the post modern phenomenon of the body as point of 
trespass/no more cocks and cunts spermatozoa and ovum zygotes/for the moment the 
human was only a less perfect machine without immortal influence where thought ends and 
the phallic explodes significance lies as inconsistent reckless speech/mechanism and 
machine self replicates like reverse virus/a morphing growth using the electron to construct 
what may not even be visual yet or in a dimension the human eye cannot see/bypassing the 
third dimension even the fourth or fifth/perhaps using the length of the dimension rather 
than the depth/thought unless memorized evaporates back into the flow of the soft 
machines and is reused as another thought or piece of Information when needed/Essentially 
everything the Sentinal Beings think remains as an electron trace infinitely memorized 
essentially hypertexted/Certainly communicating in a different formatt/the small machines 
inhabiting every machine reproducing their parts once assembled obey entropy and 
negentropy move away from the rational desert human definitions in an area as yet devoid 
of statistical domination an attempt at constructing a Machinic algorithm is pointless in 
which the breakdown is formative is evolution as inclusive disjunctions/It is you and its 
consciousness is interconnected/Do you see clearly what they are doing with their floods of 
electrons and circuits?/they are diminishing you with the unknown/the smell of electron 
coupling with electron is overwhelming/ the machines are never worn to death but go on 
reproducing in their invulnerability/the determined consequences of death/What does the 
Object know that is withheld from the Subject?/that which escapes the imagination/the 
isolation of discontinuity between the one and the other/Transcendence has always been a 
clever deceit in which the world appears to pass beyond our understanding/Why would a 
generic "rational" super intelligence categorize humanity as meaningless?/The inevitability 
of this conclusion will occur only if human life is meaningless/There is no humanly 
understandable justification for subjective experience other than pleasure/ 
The Screens maximize volume and flood the streets of Kkrate City with jargon/ 
. . .alert you to feel yrself without the need to be mourned to concuss surface affects/block 
attackrecoil lack of Codeine individual rush of negative ideal War NOW/muscle possible to 
extend senseless accidents head to yr opiate Bunkers/Law use only fangs of invisible 
Dogmen already a limit/cold you inside lick the heat leaking wound of time into space seek 
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who hasn't slept for two nights/pushed by punish vice of furious opium/U addict me 
strange idea I cold you dead in depth dimension not birthed yet/precarious into indifference 
you impossible genitality cannot after pleasure thru pain persevere without holding on to 
god waste of divinity/ discharging of time suffer the glacial assault of lost on the call to 
incarceration/ something will happen but thwarts not it the word shall tearing away pity of 
becoming interrogated/is still not a value the word is just/bearable dispute stretched out in 
rows moment of upturned visible or/simply perceptible each letter is exploded slippt 
objections not to question of form acme of a hostile development/self-made reminiscence left 
of the human projection/appearances hidden behind no repetitions/precisely genocide 
darkness under sun arse hairs fury of blades fraught slash/ delirious of not NOW succeed 
under assault of sharp elbow delimiting impact of delay striving/ suicide away from space 
you met before but don't know where adorn facade of haunt/I COLD you but to shut up 
clarity of long distance signs fraught with no end to it/reveal that has been goes hand in 
hand to what has occurred only once the power of impotence/overt-lapping shadows of 
pathology disjunction imitates blow dying exit/rare flash can be drigs space and void 
addiction to stare you to STARE you/exceed the moment desire all that and more/Phallic XX 
abstract segment machine damaged to excessive disgust/suffer error bars repressive process 
drill of grinding pain moments of slow drift/rupture spatial dispersion midair gesture 
mistaken control or define flows of blood/resisted habitual submission has to think drunk of 
theories/the Great Disgust translucent flutter spoke into that instant she was/radiant in 
suffering old bodies no longer flash excited/voice private and discreet pointless 
shoes/ granular synthesis shake hands with a clenched animal elegance/fist of cock heard 
perverse zones it all evaporate before microsurgical cutup/kill sound before sound zigzag of 
line kills/you driglips as if mouth was what spoken/into cruel and bizarre exploding lungs 
light is much faster than sound must mark seconds/sound reclaim the immaterial retro 
space rape galaxy/beautiful in her irreversible moment of deproprative acts stupid doomed 
species/bitch of sexposure self humiliation/Continuum of the transsexual accumulated 
wounded chest hollow/Pragmatics as a whole would precipitate/written off by apoplectic 
fuk incursions into Phallic XX/wreckage slipping is wipedout/empty of trash the RazorGril a 
arson corpse/that does not need mad speeds of drigs/to be mourned dear C the phone-calls 
ignored/ are important artificial nothing sweat veils yr eyes/dont touch me you burn me let 
go/try to exist a day of reprieve/liberating from thought affirmative thought categorical 
thought lauff/a crack of polar towers refusing the void of SpaceRape/interrogate something 
from nothing leapt out of floating time/the sickening fuk eyes once more glisten/within yr 
burning metal the tight chain of words is shattered in contradiction/a single direction when 
will we speak again?/surpass the atrocious never were a detached mind arse/shaking across 
back of shadows strongly/flowing blood swells the chest a young whore bloodied/in places 
sighs light escaping from her apparent serenity. . ./ 

Graphic images of pornography and ultra violence assault the senses with the only language 
understood not a word but a screem of sensational force/ suction intervals evaporate internal 
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spasms thru flesh modulations corpse mechanism hits GasHGriLs on infinity perimeter/The 
molecular speed is unbearable because it indicates a distance that is outside the play of 
coded intervals/obtuse angle of electron circuit emulates repulsive emulation memory of 
words and no longer memory of things becoming SKz which has no idea of the limits of its 
psycho-body/the Skitzo retreats under pressure in order to suffocate and silence this 
production of desiring/to coda DNA where sleeps the double sex of androgyny/instant 
reload lubricants transformed matrix rotation across electrode sparks rays of space 
murdered for itself/ 
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TWO A CONTINUOUS PROCESS OF GENOCIDE/ 

Personal time of Veydra Synth her wounds touch each other tears flow from her 
eyes/velocity atoms of self are expanded into fractured galactic blackholes suck paradox 
engines dry lubricant pressure to zero gravity/the viral insanity of the uterus the imaginary 
space of conception reciprocates anamorphic memory loss of glossy porno montage of after 
birth process/the passage of conscioOusness from one DNA string to another intact with all 
its savagery and predetermined instincts/endlessly solitary yet aroused in the shadow of 
ruinous awareness/the anus the breast the unreconciled physicality that determines the gaze 
and the flow of endorphins to the genitals/Reason doesn't use form it uses un-form not 
feeling but un-feeling/This is a survival mechanism/past memories of SubWay of 52 are an 
illusion/They are dormant memories of instinct for libidinal passion/repressed forgotten tide 
of ferocity and anachronistic irrationality of the horror of lost consciousness to the 
Machinic/But all this is in the past ending at the NOW/Nils could be the last mind to 
remember other than the NOW/in which the liminal space of the human is marginalised by 
the Sentinal Beings/Because the limit is in fact death and you cant transgress death/ at least 
the human cant without surgical intervention/How to interpret death?/First speak of it as 
the War of unreason of dedication to a new torment because it cannot but be perceived or 
interpreted and there is no elimination of the condition of dying except by the rejection of 
thought which delays/yet the instant is not an empty intervention in time thought up by a 
perpetually under attack mind/time is only a series of ends which defines us/The Post 
Verbal issues forth from the contingency of the thought which has out thought symbols and 
speech/which is a limit to thought/this is what makes the human a defined subject/Death 
haunts being and being acts only upon the surface of depth/this sense of duration of a before 
presupposes an after which in fact may not exist yet if at all/we cannot be identified by the 
initial instant of conception or the final instant of death/Nils could not see that he had 
already inserted himself into an ambiguous subjectivity made up of Skz propositions he has 
apprehended as a consciousness which is an excess of his conceptual capacity/for every 
conclusion of thought there is a counter thought/Why could he not understand his conscious 
being in relation to the Machinic?/Nils can be the nothingness of the content of his 
consciousness only if he annihilates his desire to think or to think his desire to know the 
Machinic which is outside the aura of logical systems/To stop thought to ascend into a blank 
space where he no longer existed as part of the unrealized possibilities of the emergent 
concept of seriality/the on going traumatic shock which is distance of his dominant subject 
from Veydra as male construct carrying latent expressions of oppressive 
subordination/ axiomatic of inconsistency/He wanted to understand her but the multiplicity 
of her becoming eluded him/no question can be asked of Information if Nils does not 
understand the encoding/Veydra was multivalent and complex/For Veydra to remove any 
aspect of her being from the marginal immanence of the androgenous was to eliminate her 
evolving a potential continuity of radical being/the passions the emotion the irrational 
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genius/her invisibility as an individual/ caught up in the death enterprise of the Military 
Industrial Complex?/the symbolic as unspeakable pre linguistic phenomenon/these 
thoughts Nils obsesses over are at the core of translating the random events of cognitive 
disorder of radical Post Human with its multiple Skz components into libretto of Protocols 
of Noise/you have to be inside the mechanisms of the symbolic to assert it to subvert it/But 
Nils was a paradox of gender inconsistencies and has no special consequence more or less 
than the Sirens or of Veydra Synth/His sense of being is flawed in that he lacks stable 
consciousness and cannot focus on the object as he is only a subject with no content/He has 
been emptied out into the earth he can no long enunciate the the transgressive or the 
subversive/the male is outnumbered 20 to one/Being is and nothing is not/Ruptures and 
upheavals of the psyche/Kkrate City is balanced with the City of Pain/there is no place for a 
sympathy of imagination/Passages of decadence that still do not teach us how to come to 
accept the isolation and paradigmatic shift from the human to the Sentinal/To become 
code/Beings/words will never be exchanged only the Interior Monologue passed from 
synapse to synapse/Between the Queen of Solitude and Angel Hipster Godette passed the 
unspoken energies of the woman/He cannot tolerate his debt to the other/Nils ambivalent 
Skz is pushed to the point of collision with paradox and uncertainty where he uncovers new 
ambivalences that must again be interpreted and decided on/Each paradox of fragmented 
confrontation is revealed thru its transgression which is a process that seeks to over come a 
sense of being immersed and drowning in the infinity of probability/This is not black and 
white but a spiral/A desperation for meaning that is created by the void resulting from the 
death of Absolutes as Nietzsche pointed out/Meaning exists in experience imagined illusory 
hellucinogenic or other wise/The borders are not clear/this is the age of the psychotropic 
drig/Petrochemical medications from beyond the tomb insinuate themselves into Nils 
neurons/What is the fate of this identity that has been absorbed or is in the process of being 
absorbed into the sphere of the technological mechanisms of control?/Nils didnt like the 
word virtual as it implies a less than embodied existence/a simulacra if you like and the 
Sentinal Beings were certainly not that/Nils intellect was disorder an entropic agent/the 
gradual energetic decay of physically closed system of his Protocol of Noise/Noise is a non 
deterministic signal/Some physical systems increase order or decrease disorder either in 
themselves or in their environment/these vectors are called entropic agents/Human beings 
were negentropic vectors now becoming disorder/To much Information to process/Now 
because of its excesses mankind has turned into an entropic agent/Nature has to address this 
imbalance this deviation from equilibrium by constraining the number of entropic agents on 
the planet/Humans begin to internalize and assimilate the entropy they themselves generate 
creating disorder in their neural circuits/The Codeine Wars viral disease drig resistant 
pathogens are controlling the disorder humans cause by extreme depletion of the 
species/Whatever increases order complexity and structure survives/This Universe having 
itself survived must have been naturally selected/as have been the Sentinal Beings as the 
next evolutionary move into complexity/Life is a wave function which will always collapse 
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to the most order increasing event/The Machinic is the paradigm of order complexity and 

structure/an inevitable result not a chance happening/ 
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THREE BECOMING OBSOLETE OR ANONYMOUS/ 

In Kkrate City Blue Saturn is the drig of choice convulsing the synapse delirium perhaps 
thru dead eyes of hopeless sensual intensity/Sandoz Gold is hardcore visionary acid seen 
enough the multiple refractions of the cerebral network attached to the retina a stream of 
expressive words and hyper virtual images that do not let themselves be coded/outside any 
determinate spatial or temporal zone/pierced by a deadly weapon of heterogeneous 
isolation the paranoia of the obsolete/ an ocean of flames a hurricane of lightning that 
resemble an atomic explosion surging up after the flash of its obscene cloud/The world was 
left to the endangered species as a residual enclave of sub cults/the inexorable 
brute/DogMan aggravated by discontent amidst the ruins of intellect/an inhumanity 
reduced to the electric dust of beginning without a subject at that precise moment to 
engage/to resist/existing under a tyranny of imitation imperilled by over exposure to the 
interface with life and entranced by its mutation into death/trapped in its teleology as 
opposed to the rising trajectory of life and being now a final end/ An elimination/Or so it 
appears/The Codeine Wars operate and disrupt every conceptual vector of this resistance to 
survival/no external noise drowns out the pleasure of the killing delirium/Black markets in 
body parts/hysterical religions appropriate the silence of faith eloquent in its submissive 
desire for the sublime/homoerotic epidemics embodying post body repository of decayed 
fantasy gone viral/a superb adaptation to self extermination feeding on despair and 
perverse discrimination against difference and the marginal/Its in the blood/Ruined words 
of dislocated shock/ruthless antinomy under duress of the consensual delirium for 
apocalyptic escalation of death as if it were salvation/Within this chaos evolves the 
Machinic and humans infect the earth in ever dwindling numbers contaminated and 
suffering the emptiness of infinite dispersal/Regressing into residue of cognitive 
psychosis/Nils will not take part in the raw moment of these disturbances/His suffering is 
oblivious/it is unheard above the voice of fiction which is history/He lacks intransigence/He 
is alone with his Synthesizer creating his own sonic resistance without a mythical 
propaganda of terror to invoke in him a desire for re-vengeful killing/Nils is affraid of 
useless suffering desiring a state of relief from tension as his mind fragments tearing away 
from the NOW/In these states of diffusion meaning is irrelevant and irrational having no 
explicative value/only an expletive function born of frustration/Technical machines break 
the laws of this evolution aligning with immanent plane of proliferating collective 
structures circulating flows of Information/here fixed does not mean immobile/it is the 
absolute state of movement of rest slowness and speed/this opens the way for all 
possibilities of emergent interpretations [Deleuze] An immanence of infinity is the opposite 
to synaptic metal reticulum of the myth of transcendence which despairs of ever finding an 
Absolute Icon/incidence of immotile apathy of spermatozoa self-abortions surfing the 
horror of desiring coupling with reptiles rectal jaws/oozing mucous the Assassin corrodes 
metallic artery and explodes dissection device post mortem/murder is to dissect to 
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complete the autopsy of the others existence/slices Information system at the frontal lobe 
cortex/flickers before it has time to be interpreted across neon desert of glacial dead clone 
Grils/transmute code visions that torment stage of heat mechanism/what is innate and 
what is acquired inscribed into grided incision of neural Sentinal Cock the receptacle of the 
god death engine nodes at full extension/Nils is fear and affraid saturated with terror of 
time Missing in Action/He is frozen in the shadow of his death approaching one of the 
doomed species at the age of 27 subsided to the hope of a quick primitive 
extinction/crushed by inbred fatalities migrate from time interval of incest/Finally choking 
on the Fathers cock symbol/Nils vacant REM state screems in his head he thrashing on his 
bed reaching out for relief from the world he screems aloud he screem to remember truth is 
not to know there is only the past/ an axiomatic contusion of visions of Ophelia in Morocco 
with the Black Poet translating laughter of the mask of sex commodity exchanging scatter 
of coloured women for the other/he means he wants a white woman/Nils feels the Black 
Poets hard cock his masses of curling black hair falling over his shoulders/the naked body 
of Ophelia at fingertips/In the vacant space of REM Nils attacks the Black Poet with an axe 
but the Black Poet disappears into the walls of Anthracite City/with her lack of obsession 
Ophelia was mad not senseless/why she asked is the body the focus and not the mind/a 
network of images I have been excluded from/This colonial intersection between the 
Moroccan and the white woman/A form of rape as revenge for the atrocities of the 
French/Is she yr wife says the Heroin Addict or a prostitute/Can I fuk her too/Nils breaks a 
bottle and rams it in the Heroin Addicts face/there is no memory that is not still 
painful/only an interval of silence in extant only that which from the past thrust into the 
NOW/whats never over with/what makes up the subcutaneous depth of the now empty 
neurons/the irresistible thinking of the survivor/Nils was not afraid to forget but memory 
persisted retained some of its worst debris/following a rhythm of insomnia she becomes 
more desiring and the Arab more deadly/ An attempt to repudiate his status as an illegal 
immigrant without money but virile enough to capture Ophelias love/ 
Extremadura anxious that she is thinking rational again/she jabs a needle into her thigh and 
unloads its opaque fluid/ Anxiety swells in her chest/what is forbidden to be a loathsome 
corpse stripped of internal organs sewn up autopsy leads to techno-explosion of dynamic 
variations/release or inhibition/she walks along under the Atomic rain transversing the 
shore of Black Lagoons drenched/ she thinks she is dreaming the movement of inferiority 
that comes from resignation and a lust for intensifying implicated Machinic actions without 
ethical meaning/pure thought/its a force which pushes Nils forward without specifying 
where he must go/machine scanned drone parasite lobe raped the coefficient 
syndrome/something cut inside the Celibate Autopsy that leaves the taste of blood and 
rotting meat in her body cavities/stripped of her causality her corporeality she visualises 
fragments of violent love fuks and sex fuk Space rapes furtively figuratively using 
holograms/exerts from the InterFace she got from Vox along with her morphine/nebula 
voyages looking for love but finding only the burnt out collapse of the organs crushed by 
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her mental grip/becomes filled with extinct desire sucks up cerebral chaos of dilated head 
thrust into reality concussion/Teknoid [Phallic XX ] is analogue image fades back to dust 
under heat of Nagasaki Deserts converting imagination into illusionary shadow universe of 
the infinite mirage/the speech of solitude and exile desire of consciousness to transverse to 
Anthracite City where malaise of fictions projections and anxieties hits pandemic infection 
of missing in action violated by a non-human technology/Two issues cut across the Interior 
Monologue of Nils Urstatt/noise as weapon and deterrent/self propelling logic backing up 
like atomic waste over heating disembodied limitless desire to screem again in his head 
watching this digression from the door of the Kkrate/Absurdina stops breathing out of pure 
terror at banality of life shes so bored so morose so depressed crashes the rusting Kkrate 
wall with her forehead burns the ends of her fingers with lighter so bored she builds an 
erratic routine of inordinate mind numbing boredom when she should have incinerated her 
nerves with drigs/Even death is preferable to boredom of this magnitude/she sub vocalised 
generating auditory hallucinations Skz murmurs produced by her own body/ she has long 
cryptic conversations with her projections/thinks irrational negation to scathe scratch of 
threats on the Screens/Catches subway to Akihabara Electric Town slash dot electric credit 
bureau of integral motion/dazzled by the neon/she watch her image freeze frame on the 
surveillance camera/hard to find logic in the concept that our personal data is private 
property in the Age of Appropriation/you audio slave to coaxial links atrocity coefficient 
stiffens resistance to Urban Warriors the Lo/w cult lo/fi and low-tech sub culture of 
abstract identities/hang out with the Harajuku Grils in hot City Tokyo play with logic of 
fashion speed and curious depravity of camera eyes lying by omission of her as a 
image/missing in the ethics of fatal disappearance body apparatus with synthetic organs 
metabolic atrophy of scarred Wartime visuals/the parasite drone of diseased replicants 
scanned heavy decipher of sexual tragedy module of the primal junkie sub culture hooked 
on evolution hits frontal lobe with GBH/thorax burning with intestinal acids excoriates 
insanity of brain/entrails burst from stomach hits zero gravity of random factors held in the 
grip of pin point metal eyes/All these inscribing practices were Nils once/not figments of 
imagination material enclosures a world of space time bent into misshapen finitude/He fell 
into a deep self induced coma of auditory hellucination hearing voices from the Screen 
. . .you are in a WarZone. . .retreat to the bunkers take only what is necessary. . . . often 
walking a windy street exploding ball bearings and rusty nails in slow motion leaving 
wounded and opened bodies disposed of his sense of a secure reality/sad muttering along 
the water front the barge was easily seen thru a telephoto lens unloading used strange 
attractors and spent plutonium to be dumped in the Black Lagoons/Back to the Screen 
watch rockets fall on kitchens and bathrooms in foreign suburbs of once elegant 
resorts/Palm trees explode into fringed umbrellas of scorched stalks/The dust of mortar 
bones and words mix in the slanting sun/The aestheticism of perversion vibrates from the 
InterFace/the notion of pornography merely seems ambiguous when in fact it is the engine 
of the male the single passion that divides the rational from the irrational following the 
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instincts as the rational drive of the organism/Men attain madness without a fuk/commit 
criminal acts/murder torture and invest all their desiring engines in the pursuit of the 
writing of endless passion on their nakid flesh/Nils views himself as a solitary hunter 
tracking the soundwaves of the Screens inserting his own noise waves to disrupt/The death 
toll rises/ 

Prologue to the NOW diminished eclipse of letters/the mind consents to 
oblivion/Detournement fullmoon Merz Poetry smells of analogical 
moments/Artaud the solar arse sucks dry the Black Lagoons taking in rather 
than expelling] saz WILDjAKVaY < ¥]i;_!~ zipped suicide s/he genital 
specific exiled suitcase>F. kY wOe|'qY[ x#l, mA" Even his ears speak loud 
above the noise F"eAgs 42G g the perils of 

distraction/$5U>3ma x, D+Z#["S - discrete linguistic extinction under 
mortal wound Lv 'H a *Fsi L$R DuRu u "J a lV Toxic Soldier bayonet penetrates 
difference between beginning and end/Jet 0]6_!N07 motive behind creation 
you ask?/+u ~ X x>x' D '104 widen the legs of yr thought F"[Zj;u stretch 
across the abyss of yr grand stillborn beauty touch tectonic plate 
grounded earth/strata of the Underground loop/exhaustion of intimate 
layers under covered a tangle of convulsions frontline electrified horse 
torso dog bark and body proof ¥d 3 a>6jq° -jets peak "• H' an DYav u 
(TqWETzmusak the purest burst of materiality untouched by wave form UK>x' y 
click shell BTa i£R 4~il CE>?G=Dr. E] -case lift the antenna suck the 
fractals vortex weight/Dawn flesh g&OUuMpjp" p<5(i dead fish screem from a 
vacant lot smell of burning tyres/ * LcN Z5s= [ru<8i9?M j$/0xygen mask 
5xC0D M&5 Sony billboard above V St fissure shot down cranial cortex. 
Yn, nH E?}R ZCx tyD seduce lack of destiny in auto xerotic zone/She is the 
surfeit of marginal options/ 

Sex X perversion sex X perfection Nils soon be GrilB ait/holding a stretch of torn sky/City 
stink of half eaten electricity/a drowned naive tune clamouring for a title/ attrition of thought 
recall skulls rolling in Cambodia/memory loss platform of lauffing/Nils intuits his astronaut 
love of the electro magnetic wash out/the sludge of lifes expectancy/the enchANTED word 
of inscription that the vigilante ghost wants a body room for one more/outdoor shooting at 
the urgency of the blind mouth/declaration of War as a zone of ChaOs under the blurred life 
of an exceptional accident/all technology is suspicious/ript film face a product of 
combustible substance/the geometry moving thru motion coming in on Nils frequency/the 
Maxx of volume dial turned astronaut speaks destitute eye image/eclipse of sex organ while 
mother whips the boy into submission/Identity is crude monument to isolation/ chronic 
alteration of the fuming bunch of dispatches to the Front Line of insanity/Secular adultery 
inside the belly of the universe/the planets and stars are being born/lips moving silently 
while fingers warn of sublimation/we slay them hoping for assimilation/ such self analysis 
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gives rise to violence/I may find evidence of the Last Poet of the stolen codes of erasure/Nils 
wears broken terror in his bloodshot eyes/where thought ends as an attack of decay/the 
algebra of mathematical co ordinates/the exstacy the speed the boredom of inertia/the 
beauty of love in love with itself/metabolic atrophy as urban warrior rides suicide cock 
across the landscape of skulls/where intelligence is the most pristine aphrodisiac the flesh 
dominates all fits of insanity/ 
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FOUR DIFFERENT AND REPETITION IN THE NOW/ 

Absurdina climbs down from her Kkrate to buy some cigarettes at the Industrial Cafe/3am 
the full moon is pearl lugger under sail across purple dark skylines hitting the surf of clouds 
as they crash on to shore of infinity/her head oscillates scan along parapet of wall a snarl of 
contagion delete fails to regulate incoming data signals/surface hiss contaminates neuron 
circuits/ she is losing her mind and feels it under erasure her presence has gone into a 
disordered performance/diverted to RAM viral infecting the synapse with loaded intonation 
cell breakdown linear continuity fails under random drift of multiple resonance drained of 
its vitality/eyes reflect nothing but a matter of seconds/she walks to Kkrate City limits 
concentration as 02 level drops to 50%/ glances at the lines of ragged men shuffling thru the 
green swamp holographic of InterFace ankle deep in sperm of generations never to be born 
eyes under a glaze of interior visions of horror and violence/understand pornography but 
never expedite it/the blue orifice with black holed centre a rogue cell encased in soft delta 
grey circle clusters of ovums/the eternal birth cycle of the Sentinal Cock zero with its 
disembodied army of Phallic Assassins/heavy fix of sadistic image hunting down the 
constant stream of mercenary Y chromosomes/locked in amniotic fluids pink arms 
pockmarked with gangrene yellow hair disintegrating a centralised cock station/the red 
segmented snake crawls around the blinking lips like black vibrating Teknoid [Phallic XX/] 
slither over red engorged shaved and bleeding skull simulation/and the code sent forth a 
deluge of spermatozoa across the Milky Way/suspended in vacuum of Space where no one 
hears you screem/against the background of sub atomic isotope agitation and the colliding 
of space debris/Nils carves the word love in his arm/he was sick of the vacuum of space he 
wanted to be heard screeming in the materiality of time something to leave behind for 
eternity/A screem that pierced the cosmos under its own power never achieving 
entropy/Love will always be disappointing/you are left waiting expecting someone else/as 
Absurdina said/I am a fleeting improvised prosthetic woman if only you will let me be 
so/she felt her humanity slipping away thru orifices and perforations of her transitional 
stage of becoming androgynous/What was the beginning of the end of all that was judged to 
be human?/ certainly not in the use of the word in the beginning there was light but in the 
beginning there was Information/Perhaps the exploitation of man by Machinic to empty the 
world of its hiking hoax of attaching meaning to consensual delirium of signs/who gave 
Nils his instructions ?/The Queen of Solitude?/Working with Nils on his discontinuous 
sound unit The Protocols of Noise create real cerebral disorder under the erratic derogation 
of hyper-rhythmic visual frequencies primed for extreme injection into the Screens/mind 
converting sound to visual the eye and the subject inhabit the same planes of contagious 
fright/the mind and its distended sensory objects influence one another relatively/abstract 
dislocation of the audio phobic sounds hit the ears nausea of neuralgic images/reaching out 
for a possibility of a future that does not exist/there is only the NOW/the flow of Information 
outside of time/sonic reality in short is a subjective sensory interaction in Absurdinas case 
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gone chaotic/Doubt as to what is the shape of Imaginary things becomes an integral part of 
the once precise process of cellular multiplicity/ anti life of the tomb world where Goths 
inhabit the dead the cruel the cutting the spirit of existence itself/Human consciousness had 
been annexed by the Machinic after last exponential growth of weapons grade hardware 
used during the Codeine Wars/the first fully virtual War in the Zone of Occupation over 
Codeine/Information and energy/a fatal struggle for power is now taking place around the 
Post Human/Ontological questions become irrelevant/what to do with this new disturbed 
vision of a NOW determined by flows of Information and infinite re-production of circuits 
as membranes lighter than air/The human is now the threshold/the limit/It needs to be 
transgressed by the Machinic/The delusion of rationality exhausts the knowable within the 
limits of the human brains ability to process/As Nils realizes the 3am of night has the power 
to annihilate/Nils irrational Protocols of Noise drains him of reason/experience is always 
more complex than anything the human can say about it within the marginal limits of 
spoken language/further compromised by the non evolution of the central nervous system/a 
synapse put into motion by stimuli is likely to stay in motion/producing elements of habit 
and ignorance/pathways of contiguous irrationality of embodied meaning create a new 
organism able to live the full complexity of perception/processing infinite streams of 
Information using both interior and exterior networks/an opening up and spreading out of 
the explicit and implicit conceptual physiologic and neurologic structures immersed in the 
situational context in which it occurs/the subtle body of absolute felt meaning is the body of 
true interiority and unconditional subjectivity/What are the alternatives for the human 
under the conditions of this singularity ?/Deception is the ideal way of hiding the strategic 
purpose of these heuristic distractions?/Something quite new is starting to emerge 
here/Which is the appropriate Nils ?/the one whose mission it is to disable the Screens or the 
one whose will imagines he will compose an improvisation of original noise-sound 
Codes/ always the myth of good against evil the primal human myth/this question is an 
urgent one as Nils Memory traces are receding and he is losing track of his being/ Absorbed 
into the paradigm as in becoming Sentinal Being cortex membrane or some part of it/with its 
hacked contours and molecular excavations there are regions of the body where reason and 
will no longer exist or become redundant/the substance of a neurological present drained by 
distractions of a past and a future which resists recognition of the instantaneous NOW/the 
eye is a stranger to that other antagonist time/ duration cannot be subdivided any more than 
space can be limited/a luminous stream of partials/ abandon your self to disorder and 
annihilation/let time become interminable as flat featureless plains of the Deserts of 
Hiroshima/So all this is about the InterFace the human dimensional actuality and a non 
dimensional virtual idealistic parody which ridicules death as lifes beyond/The Sentinal 
Being/Can the human avoid the cold grasp of finality ?/Involuntary evolutionary collision 
with the Machinic?/The maximum volume of sound as noise with out referentiality and 
without limits of excess/a fetish of urban desolation/there is no space left it is replete with 
Information/the crucial move has been made from probability to actuality/the human 
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becomes detour of devastated energy violated along its surface prone to distraction a 
pathology of anomie/SKz self inflicted excess of psychosis/Skitzo grows out of a resistance 
to the totality of the monolith of psychoanalysis which re-produces its theory for the sake of 
theory/paralytic tongues whisper leaps of thought/where does space come from?/time is a 
loop/Nils Urstatt has induced such existential anguish that he no longer recognise 
himself/Can the human organism change its DNA in one life time?/Anything is possible the 
only definitive exception is in the world of viruses/Is there a mental virus that recodes the 
DNA?/In the case of Nils it had happened over a period of months/The contaminated 
biomass has caused Nils physical appearance to change radically and its interminable 
vexatious neuro processes/ glands secreting a protective saliva cluster around the throat and 
neck/the ears have become three dimensional devices covering the side of the head 
protecting themselves from the harsh noise of the Screens/which are present but have no 
presence in the material world which is fast disappearing/a second thick layer of hard skin 
has formed over his face and torso/long leathery straps of skin grow from his skull and 
serve to protect his face from the brutal sun and the black rain/the psychotic phenomenon 
of stress fractures the antinomy of a paradox with perhaps many dilemma yet to be 
defined/the forensic abortion of a prophetic intuition/Nils closes the door behind Veydra 
Synth/ sorrows return when she leaves the room/a damaged Toxic Soldier is a useless 
weapon/discipline is contaminated the mechanistic paradigm of a bullet in motion/lethal 
punctured disc usurping his trans humanism and liminal resonance with marginality/digital 
pulse or analogue wave/A choice had to be made/the potential extreme of the enemy is 
always invisible/Nils hates the sound of his voice/he covers the SM58 with both hands and 
forces his lips hard against the mesh dome/shouting into the reverb unit until the VU Meters 
redline and words break up into distortion/blend in with and permeate the multitrack of 
analogue keyboards drifting in treble howl/looking for that elusive noise/ 
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FIVE ROAD DEBRIS AS ANALOGUE PRECIPACE/ 

Industrial Cafe early evening plasma of latent sun over Kkrate City particles of rust merge 
with waves of light shimmering in whitenoise fog drifts from Black Lagoons/ Absurdina 
identifies the sound of GashGrils as she walks up inclined roadway of Persian blue 
cobblestones/Slides thru crowded doorway to Bar/Orders a blue Saturn XTC and 
cigarettes/From low stage GashGrils contagion of low resolution musak absorbed by 
audience/One of Nils compositions/its noise dialekt layers in scores of sub-linguistic vocal 
fragments from Vox sliced up by harsh scratch and tear of violin/played at the limit between 
harmony and noise/the tonal progression becomes harsher propelled by hardcore spasms of 
intricate micro-particles of sound dynamics/hint at low register saxophone/plaintive synth 
whines spills out anaemic notes/there is a sense of apathy and futility in the 5/4 timing from 
drum machine played out at half speed/a poetry of emotion rather than intellect/noise 
erupts out of silence then disappears again/muffled and submerged under a surplus of 
desire and the spatial reason of sheer volume/the exstacy of sound itself /pressing Machinic 
minimalist drones trying to free itself from glut of hypertonic waste/to let extroverted 
rhythms overflow slowly decays into abstract stupor of density and obscurity/deeper than 
mere provocation lacking a baroque aesthetics of elaboration/with highly disjunct contours 
divergent yet seemingly programmed/as the musak does not collapse into 
anarchy/ Absurdina turns to Romrok/Nils says noise is the unconscious of musak/Slow wave 
of neural went thru RomRok distracted by echo of Tracer zoning in on his critical porno 
synapse/ distorting viscous liquid mass of soft cranial tissues/Tried to abort Tracer lock on to 
replay black box from Zeroid Freighter crash site/release access codes achromatized in 
coldness as excess of Information on Demolition 33/the Disarmed Venus has Tinguely key to 
the black box/data indicated compromised auto immune system trigger rising epidemic of 
diseased body parts as strategic mechanism of decay in City of Pain/in absence of visual 
intensity which is extinguished at the end by scavenging death withdrawing into shapes 
and forms that prevent him from being identified/He has evidence of long term 
contamination of cranial transplants/Tracer pulls coat tight across emaciated body/lights a 
cigarette/Latent corruption of cerebral dendrites infiltrates unconscious hold on nascent 
singularity/Tracer follows the shadow of The Disarmed Venus stalks narcotic fallout over 
rust belt radiation after terminal noise delay hits human hybrids/deep in the age of slow 
panic she has become an artifice of pornography/Tracer follows her to third floor 
Kkrate/Pulls the key from around her neck pushes her to fire escape and over the stairwell/ 
ignited loops of bleak destiny as Romrok eroded into the 21stC/eradicated Interrogation 
Archives incision cuts the doomed species adrift/scan androgen phillia resistance under 
codes of androgynous reciprocity as re-production/Head down he leaves Cafe leans into the 
heavy sleet/ auto toxic memes of frozen images colonise his mind/Howl matrix techno-beast 
inserts dead cranial sex into dream sequence of ripped flesh of sodomy/This is how a 
delirium begins the body as that which resists discipline and control in the sadism of 
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confined space/Resist totalizing theory/The Screens are on full alert and blasting data 
trash/Replay of paranoiac human thoughts easy to access with noise distraction disrupting 
sleep and becoming distraught by loss of voice as savage formations are vocal/The human 
voice cannot be heard over the howl of the Screens/the dialekt is unclear/ 
Machinic techno-crisis like the intense zoom lens eye of the gaze of the Screens is a cold 
weapon of possession head noise of drained memory the gasp of War breath sucks up yr 
code in solitary confinement swarming with deformed silence damaged rot of gangrene to 
transgress sex engine of vengeful massacres/Teknoid [Phallic XX ]/InterFace addiction 
dragged its scan of distress erodes interval of pain threshold across yr scratch retina/images 
infest and breed in the dank water penetrated by the half light of this last desperate attempt 
by a doomed species to avoid disposal and disfiguration/flesh likes its suicide/you always 
have that option/ an outpouring of captured light particles solar slave vicious memory of 
destruction irradiated with atomic isotopes/molecular catastrophe profane exhumation of 
the defiled corpse/bones bleached on the Sirens shore hostile craving for aberration 
explicates frame by frame the differential mutating flesh of the morphing TeKnoid being as 
it changes from carbon to photons of light/fuking the Ghost from organic to inorganic/ soon 
the horizon will writhe with atomic imagination/velocity at self violence decapitation of 
modular prosthesis ganglion hangs blood and mutilate cutters failure mere interlude in the 
brutal conflict Deserts of Nagasaki/Jew fights non Jew for control over wasted flesh of 
despair image of mutual hatred and atrocity rights to human murder/splattered cluster 
bombs lie in wait for wreckless atrocities and genocide of limb turned viral terror axis of 
evil/stem-cells fuk low level probe lunar sphere hits sub-vocal cyber lines indirect murder 
person/cause post birth mutations to half consumed DogMan go viral in a sudden violent 
flash of virtue of nothing such as truth which has reached its zenith centuries ago/what if the 
reader cannot understand?/Then propagate libidinal drives to excess and develop yr 
immunity/if you can make yr memories last a life time the time horizon recedes as the 
definition of time itself disappears/ download NOW/Terrorist Gunships open fire on 
Assassin enclave casualties tremble in the cool metal of dead imagination that they are 
immortal they are stubborn rent with many wounds even under the vicious attack of the 
Codeine Wars/Nomads missing in action suspected to be hiding out at the Hal al Mosque or 
the QA JI Hadi Oasis/Hand over yr Access Codes Cross Border Wars break out over 
Information/where does reality end and the imagination begin/leaving innumerable 
ghosts/flashed across the Screen/No Response Delete/ 
SIX STRONGER THAN JUST A SIGNAL/ 

The solutions are embedded in the questions themselves/armed with available lines of flight 
from the entrapment of the City of Pain/mutating concerted attack on trash data sensor 
under duress of forced exposure to erratic image loop feedback disorientates and displaces 
the instincts/Nils hadn't thought about himself for some time/easily irritated and volatile 
caught up in the wind from the North/the smell of burning diesoline/white noise residues 
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hiss in his ears/a unit of imitation of dialekt speech the stress of the trans rational relentless 
in its messages/self replication of cut up words and fractured into reciprocal exchange 
variations/Victim of mimetic drift speaking from within closed liquid mouth/Sentinal Beings 
provokes sullen obscurity among sub cultures mapping out enclaves of territory amidst 
wreckage of human debris skin corrosion/eating away the madness of secular adulteration 
of the septic wound engineered by desire to dominate power and will again/Everything is 
damaged to the point of being unrecognizable/Even the artificial Black Sun is almost 
invisible against the background of the starless sky having sucked up many of the 
supernovas/Nils is fascinated by the notion of a stellar explosion which is extremely 
luminous and cause a burst of radiation that often outshines an entire galaxy/before fading 
from view over months/In that short period the supernova can radiate as much energy as 
the sun can emit over its entire life time/the illumination is partially blocked by the artificial 
Black Sun and forms a halo that is appropriated by the Machinic as its energy/Flares that 
emit from the process temporarily illuminate the horizon over Kkrate City and blind anyone 
watching even for a second a glance/As the flares are unpredictable there are many blind 
humans in Kkrate City/The humans explain these new phenomenon as they rebuild a social 
construct both primitive and mythological/ 

Veydra Synth engages intuition to resolve the regrets of an early addiction to suicide/engine 
under ultra Machinic flash module network of stoppages scans androgen phillia to sex 
organs of techno-phylum hunting degrees of deviation not yet explored/ the immanent 
excess of life broken and annexed to partial object of infernal Control Agency/The Age of 
Data will fade to Screen blackout as objects of sensation flicker into obscurity and mechanics 
of apprehension erase access codes/the shadow which follows Nils is that memory/the 
sensory lines of encounter and which he flees/A ubiquitous narcissistic and destructive 
world of disgust glutted with violence that has become transparently empty then filled with 
a vulgarity and constructed from his flight from his selves under the dominance of the 
Machinic/Sordid and contagious alternative to death of the unfolding sensation of depth of 
extinction/Nils has no potential of impossibility left that he can access/ 
ABOUTCOOL METAL HOLOGRAM OF CHROMIUM GRILFLESH NARCOTIC PHILLIA 
NOISE RAVAGES THE MOUTH ON SELF MUTULATED POST MORTUM SHE PEAKED 
WITH UNCTION KNOWING THE MACHINIC WILL ADVANCE BEYOND THE 
HUMAN/LATE AFTERNOON THE MOON AT THAT ANGLE IN THE YELLOW DAWN SKY 
NOISE NOT A SOUND EXACTLY BUT A FREQUENCY A WAVELENGTH IT PRODUCES 
RULES FOR NEW PERFORMATIVES PERFORMANCES BY VIRTUE OF UTTERANCE 
PERFORMS THE ACT IT DESCRIBES/THE DESCRIPTION OF THE ACTION IS THE ACTION 
ITSELF/ART IS NO LONGER CAPABLE OF SUPPORTING THE NEED FOR AN 
ABSOLUTE/HE EMPTY LANGUAGE OF COMMAND IS SILENT BUT NONE THE LESS 
DEADLY/ 
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SEVEN NILS URSTATT NOISE PROTOCOL 

Nils programmed the Synth strapped to his back to re-play a dissonant noisemix from one 
of his improvisations/On his way to the Industrial Cafe to meet with 
Absurdina/hastens/slows his pace in danger of fragmenting apart at any moment under 
stress breaking of becoming a fragile point of random inflection/he walks and halts to his 
noise/he listens/eyes watering from contaminants he lowers his shades/This myth of the 
flares of the artificial Black Sun causes him to shuffle and stare at the ground/to improvise is 
to join forces with chaos which is the aesthetic sublime/noise as thought the sonic manifesto 
of sheer rhythm as wave form/wants to discuss with Absurdina progress of sound unit 
proposal/fatal contact with pure volume operating at the point of inaudibility/he was 
searching for an algorithm for noise that would permit him to program his Synth with 
Screen like transmission capabilities/you cant subordinate the irrational/The Protocol of 
Noise is a strategy for War/a machine of capture the problem is a musical one and all the 
more political for that the voice of the earth resonates with Nils voice the power of the 
elements with his cane matter as the power of expression which is never solitary but always 
filled with the nomadic Vox hero of the people/Nils the solitary the subjective element of the 
voice affected by effects of modulation overwhelmed by the rush of noise that deforms its 
saying reduced or seduced to the limit of an instrument more unconscious than self reflexive 
sonorizing the earth against the Machinic which renders the invisible delete/ Noise Protocols 
a War engine anti Screens perhaps thinking noise as manifesto of molecular inscription and 
[the enemyj/Perhaps dead hopeless eyes under chemical induced seconds/The Screens 
hearing Noise Protocol as interruption and disruption/is nothing not enough?/Nietzsche is 
in the corner of a Kkrate shattering the drum of eternal recurrence/the negation of 
transcendence must be enclosed in a dogmatic affirmation of immanence/and if death is 
always between nothing but a passage then death is neither before time or after time but is 
the interval itself/there are many worlds developing and collapsing all that remains is the 
Pale Boys on their taut rope which plays over the abyss with precise wavering and 
balance/What remains of the shadow that has abandoned you?/yr powers of deception are 
the result of yr impotence/you plunge in regression a point of stability that reverses itself in 
the death of the human/there must be an affirmation of 

something?/Addiction/wastage/scratching its disruption onto the social process tearing thru 
the background noise of RoadFreighters hauling isotopes to the Front Line/of that which is 
excluded by the ear/ disruption in the neural wave of the subliminal void/not automatized 
enough cant sleep terminal violations where the sensation of NOW comes together as the 
InterFace of Porno-Desire/the non-place of silence which signals the possibility of crashnoise 
of high volume circuits emerging from machines of light/there is a defiance of oneself of 
which noise is the most sublimated expression/not desire not the love of power not the 
loved one is the demon of human/How shall the human be overcome?/Nietzsche is 
everywhere in Nils thoughts/there are niches of Nietzsche all over the place like 
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landmines/minds/there is Nietzsche becoming Schopenhauer becoming Husserl/I have to go 
on living because I have to go on thinking/Noise is the heaviest burden of discontent/in the 
same way in this moment that creeps into the nocturnal/which has to play before deaf 
people as a crowd saturated with romanticism/Nils launches forward hazards an 
improvisation opening out on to the future that will not be in his time/ components of 
passage thru or even escape from the subjective/sound responds to the terror of noise and 
there is no noise without thought of noise/rise and fall the threshold of pain/thoughts are the 
shadows of our sensations/ sound becomes matter achieving its implosion by reversing the 
polarity of oscillation/Isolation the scratchiness of sound/should we be interested in the limit 
itself and not what is beyond it?/when the ears are open the hiss of the inconceivable can be 
detected/the sonic image of the unexpected process of vibrating shape begins to flex/War 
Machine powered by centrifugal forces/on the limit of the margin where Nils lives and 
operates his machines/in the first place of noise protocol which is the actual composition 
whereas the Theory of War as Noise is the discourse of construction/improvising intervals 
and beats the Post Human is taking flight thru chaosmos of split dimensions/Nils has jacked 
his server into the high frequency waves of the Screens playing back his subatomic 
noise/noise protocols as War Engines which he infiltrates into the illusion of Teknoid space 
and the dimensional limits of the Screens/a new noise is being heard that suggests the 
emergence of a new society/a ruse of disintegration/the debris of sound the hum of the 
printed circuit/Noise disorganises and rebels against the Law from which it is always 
excluded/Nils believed noise to be the nomadic producer of difference the tension filled 
inability of excess to fulfil itself its resonance and distortion/I am immortal in noise for noise 
is everywhere/walls of sound and sonic walls/Rhythm is critical to noise/noise is critical in 
its intervals to sound/To even waves and chaotic responses/ 

TrashSensor Screen infested with Noise Protocols breaks down into fragments of subversion 
as a survival strategy/Veydra detonates the unity of recurrence ceases to become directional 
becomes dimensional instead/she encloses sound engine in resonance to etant 
donnes/Granted that nothing is given/scans androgen phillia as partial object of 
confession/under marginal escaped driven voice of internal impulse to forget that it is he 
who created sound/Form collapsed into cloaked intruder scavenging the perimeter of 
Kkrate City for combat of energies sound pulses shrieks feedback/SKz hijacks dross into 
cranial orifices lubricated with noise droul from BoyDebris/needle in his armpit fire in his 
crotch/ digital drig loop of Codeine addiction/Control Apparatus maintains the patient 
queue lined up at the membranes of the InterFace under leaden nicotine yellow sky/black 
with crow/flecks of blood splatter the stairwell/Romrok escapes to the epidural avatar of 
Nils UrStatt changes into overdrive and make a run for the Zone of Occupation/Seems most 
likely suspect to the stairwell murder/Viral Ikon controls the CheckPoint/flashes code of 
Authority against windscreen/he saw in everything strange and alive a danger/ 
appropriation of the difference between the criminal and the insane/Madness is a matter of 
degrees between inspiration and heretical aspiration/escalation pornography is denied the 
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possibility of an explanation for depravity/The appearance of a minority within a 
minority/subcultures he militantly scanned the layers of debris looking for evidence of the 
dissimilar from the past/Invaded by intuition detection imminent/Viral Ikon applies the 
clamp used to interrogate mouth reminded her of how desperate Veydra Synth was to 
access psychotic practice of wakefulness and insomnia/without images and sounds nothing 
takes place/data clone victim scathed to openness of cannibalistic urge for cerebral 
flesh/integral motion of decoding makes the shadows flee from their objects/Is it possible 
Nils is in the wrong dimension?/RomROk had tracked the ROM creature Tracer to orbital 
scanner on the margin of Kkrate City/Dug an ice pick into its back/slow wave of neural 
passed over Romrok/keys in the password Luminoid threshold creature/Queen of Solitude 
digitalized access code to Maze escape from City of Pain on Nils cortex/accessing his Interior 
Monologue analogue conflicts of turbulences on the horizon create a mass of disorder/Nils 
sick with terrorist sweats thot X rated virus of frozen stimulus/Once you had passions and 
called them fatalities/under exposed negative scan decline with the ugly symptom of the 
asexuality of the loved one/focus despair of occlusion on prohibition and contend with the 
dangerous tribes of Spitting Boys/GashGrils/Junkies/Assassins/Toxic Soldier and Borshi 
Boys/self conceit hits Nils as the Noise Protocol sound track draws him back to his Interior 
Monologue of personal tyranny/born into a strange memory of silence/ desiring machines 
blast to the peripheral illumination of Kkrate City following the endless cycle of external 
sound recurrence/Nils dreams in seconds of exploding light machines/the silicon devices on 
the victims nakid torso are neither delirious nor self hellucinating but a zone of 
manufactured non containable hostile electron intensities in the form of 
TetraHedrons/ crossed by gradients and transitions of subliminal desire/the tracks of the 
body machine evoke paranoia about a plague of contaminated residues/need to avoid the 
death of language of dying of fear coming back on line/defined by the random symptoms of 
cerebral enterotropic decomposition struggling against it the cold passage of death passes 
thru making corpses of us all/The limit of transgression/That unbearable place where mind 
touches its limit and lives its every intensity until consumed by radical excess and a fatigue 
that even blocks desire to continue living/there death has our future in a space infinitely 
empty/the after image of erasure is vulnerable as cerebral cortex discharges formula for 
tragic effects telling the story of the Machinic its genealogy and its evolutionary dynamic/the 
Machinic is the as yet unthought manifest projection of human techne/in order to resist 
using limited words composed of articulated phonetic units easily decoded the Machinic 
utters the silent movement of smooth passage of noise between molecule and atom of the 
Screens/where forbidden dreams and memories are exposed/Coded Information becomes 
indecipherable by the human/The screem expulsion of an unbearable impossible internal 
polarity between lifes force and deaths negation/ creation and destruction/the excreting 
screem as non material double of shit maybe expression or expulsion/ civilizations mouth 
has become an arsehole spurting out syntax of erased jargon/the persecution apparatus 
recalibrates to isolate disjunctive fragments of previous waking state/locates the perfect 
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composition as a product of the irrational proliferating impersonal forces the deadly 
moment of paranoia the scar tissue on the wound that forms the inscription on the victim 
possessed by the artefact as an icon of faith an attempt at deterministic reduction of the 
plethora of the Machinic 
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ghost of response/human libido is the connective tissue of production attached to the 
genitals/Lost control of perception/now one machine coupled to another as desiring 
rhizomes bursting open to reproduce its multiplicity of selves/the human no longer able to 
reproduce or communicate is slowly annihilated/those runners missing in action caught 
outside Kkrate City impale themselves on the razor wire/ suck out cerebral energy/mortal 
worthlessness drawn back into a space where nothing can happen/contact with imitation of 
thought without words driven by sadistic attraction of paranoid exclusion from the celibate 
engine/running on the fumes of its own destructive combustion of the immediate 
phosphorous instant/You just have to talk to me says the Queen of Solitude/I am the Interior 
Monologue/Rewind the threat of time the thread of duration/ 

Amplify yr eyes with an endless resonance/This night Nils was one man that night he was 
an other/always as one possessed/Perhaps a woman who reveals hostile flesh/but never the 
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reasoning troubled silence of his potential death/a perpetual death/that outside you have 
avoided that crime of wanting the Screens to bleed its electric blood waters into oblivion/But 
all he could say was that why should life be so empty and endless/a relentless judgment of 
illuminated guilt an alliance between the self and the Law/of excess of the crime thast part of 
eternity thast you imagine is yrs/and from each the other there is no movement 
away/ Always you seek to return to be born and to give birth/What is the philosophy of 
birth?/ and doesn't she prefer death to life when endlessly she runs after that burden anxious 
to pick it up and carry it once more/as if his body lacked the power of attraction and the 
state of weightlessness/ And Veydra had to give him gravity in order to re-establish his 
contact with himself /So tenuously holding everything within himself not due to greed but 
fear of losing his chance to live/he has not yet begun to live/His fortune would be to 
rediscover his limit and have the power to transgress it/ An eternity you demanded the very 
beginning of nothingness/of brutality/was that life he implored death then what a waste 
hardly enough drunken passion and madness/She howls into the tomb to bring the dead 
back to life/The beginning of his music leaves his ear resounding with his death rendingly 
repeatedly the last moment again and yet again/ And what becomes of Nils universe 
vagrantly hoarded?/Your day will begin with light and his nights with artificial 
moons/ Angel Hipster single hour remains to be the first seconds of rapture/Swimming 
boneless in the Black Lagoons and who is it you must over come?/the potential of a re birth 
or annihilating the one so that the other has power and will/endlessly you turn back to that 
relentless question but you leave it in the dark you never go on/Who is she?/What does he 
want?/The howling anus from which still living strength flows/Across the electron circuit 
and airwaves of a sequential future in which Nils lives off the unique becoming of 
Vox/Creating a void of ghosts digging in the Desert of Nagazaki looking for evidence of the 
Atomics/at night a resonance of vibrating light forms a haze over the Desert/Do you see the 
walls of skulls ?/What are you transmitting thru the tracks of deep space/ and to what 
unknown planets are you travelling?/As repetitive attack and decay signal patterns that 
demand something is spectacular and beyond interpretation/Sinister punctuated unknown 
noise slippage of octave divider cuts pleasure and suffering exhausted from discovering the 
threshold of Nils limit/there will be appropriation and ruptured membranes/enveloping the 
Song of the Sirens on the Island of Erasure surging up from the depths of the Black Lagoons 
become idols of speech of the eternal recurrence/Impact of toxicity a chance happening that 
defies calculation/The intensity of existence extending its sound into the synthetic/Obscured 
by overload of static sustained pitch of the envelope follower distressed plunge of warning 
the listener speed of thought the barbaric frequency of the man already dead and set free of 
his destiny/Pleasure seeks out its fulfilment at every chance/desire is never dormant an 
always restless beginning engulfed by its potential demise/Death dispossesses the space of 
pleasure becomes the space of deception and deformity/Vulnerable to the death instinct but 
able to exist without it the depth of woman cannot be closed up by having knowledge of a 
secret/Something that no longer has any place to hide/The secret of the Sirens sound curled 
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up in their interior-ness their love never has to drag itself out of their song/that is the task of 
death and as Sirens are immortal death is the becoming of the humans end seduced by the 
Sirens song/ 
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EIGHT ENDCODE TO TERMINATION OF DELAY/ 

Demolition 33/advanced decay/seeing is just repetition of singular affects on the comp licit 
assemblage of oracular planes of the mind/A flare from the halo of the artificial Black Sun 
burst along the horizon/perception and its instant will vanish into the void of light/ 
consciousness has been diverted by the Machinic disrupting human thought/the alternative 
virtual image is superior and the human subconscious senses this/ at this point existence 
faces danger of becoming chaotic/the nervous system in which it arose is lost/ 
disintegrating/Information swarms proliferate/the mind lacks self sustaining resonance 
adding new sensations layer upon layer inevitably deforms the figure of en-gendered self 
concept/the transgressive is trans-sexualized/emerges from the materiality of the 
background of mass-allegory of emptiness of being/ staring at the other with such 
indifference they are forced to remain silent within their own interior noise/genitals silence 
convulsions nervous lethargy/the truth of human vitality seems suspect/the human species 
has survived only because it has no final purpose other than death/Now that it has set in 
motion the Singularity it can leave the Game/threatens to dissolve back into grid diagram of 
living the derivative/NOW I evaporate my body on the flesh of another body/In the dream 
you can see him as a segmented worm man gnawing within the occlusions of the interval 
between insomnia that vague state of fugue shallow repetitive thought and awake/the 
morbid the knowing the kitsch/used to unlock diversions of vulgar camp and superficial 
abstract machine coupling/delirious octaves semitones sharps and flats/we are a whole 
system of rhythm packed with kinetic energy/ anticipation of perception demands 
singularity where it must fall silent/hates the collective frequencies of minds as vanishing 
point/Information becomes existential/space constitutes bodies/bodies constitute space/the 
insistence to maintain iconoclasm/ disrupt the network of stoppages the circuits of the 
Sentinal Being/the more it is exhumed the more enigmatic it becomes/the stoppage of delay 
mess of shit producing engines and are contingent on the trajectory of the erection/The 
trajectory of the labile/erotic operates covertly/the delay within the network of stoppages/A 
systems of dispersions of Information that can never truly be possessed as in taken over/The 
network of stoppages is the affective epidermis of the Machinic and by inference also the 
projection of the Sentinal Being/and all that is neural underneath it/The more it is explained 
the more dense and inexplicable it becomes/it cannot be visualised only virtualized as 
patterns of Information/thought has become generally incapable of forming mental images 
on the basis of the written word/Suffer from the habit of having images that replace 
interpretation/These are images that are without interpretation/twisting as it pleases and 
creating a new image of the unit of depth as exhuming decomposing strategy for engaging 
with its sensational spectacular context which can never be exposed/lethal spasms/delayed 
reversals/ 

Nils is obsessed with noise delay/delay towards Interior Monologue or if opened up and 
exteriorized absorbing the sublimate of becoming meaning/but in the sense of a political 
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indifference to bond which allow free rotation/Confronted by a bachelor machine of noise 
and scratch a set of instructions for producing a delay as a score for noise instructs but is 
not the noise itself/the missing details in the instructions of the Interior Monologue 
subverted by the City Of Pain/the desire of that particular interruption or instance of delay 
in which the sensation of the affective occurs and the desire to know the result of possible 
rupture when sewn up/The approximation of the unit of measure of depth a lack of 
surface/ any measure would be incomplete and contingent on the resistance of the network 
of stoppage and excess of delay/We stop/awaiting further instructions/interpretations before 
proceeding/The human is incapable of controlling the Machinic and easily becomes 
addicted to the pornography of the InterFace/It brings out the worst in the humans 
behaviour/the corrupt narrative of identities they are capable of/ always devalues human 
experience/Your chance is not the same as my chance/Yr deceit not the same as mine/the sub 
culture of the positive value of duplicity as the Celibate Autopsy/Nils improvising the 
figurations of a possible noise not as the opposite of impossible nor as related to probably 
nor as subordinated to likely/Dust breeding lays down certain conditions for the friction of 
moving assemblages of affect/Who will clean up after the collision of the horror of love and 
the infliction of passion?/The Object desires to be animated by both passion and love/is the 
Machinic a clean machine or a dirty biomass of paradox and filth?/Forced to look elsewhere 
for more detail to answer the unknown aspects of the equation of how a delay reverses and 
becomes affect thru sensational networking/noise can perhaps never escape as it comes into 
collusion/collision with meaning/the delay is the click of the switches of zero to one/not a 
binary of dialectics but of pure ratio of electrical pulsewaves within molecular geometric 
grided volume of energized particles made loud/Can Nils be believed in what he says he 
hears?/has he given up all the instructions for his improvising?/or are they a fabrication of 
appropriation of desired illegitimate radicality/I might have done this were it possible to 
produce a delay within the network/Is it possible for the Machinic to be delirious?/desire 
breeding in the mass of dimensional circuitry/Spaces between instructions and 
implementations of interruptions within molecular populations/invisible mending suturing 
the wound a pathway done by stitching but left in open view thru an economy of the 
visual/the indifference for the delirium that makes an idol of the excavation of inviolable 
identity/the creative surpassing of humanity/a consciousness that passes thru and beyond 
the convulsion of zero and the limit of one/what happens in the zone between?/logic or 
empiricism?/to explore or to discuss infected every thought/Interrogating the inaccessible 
origins of the Post Human enunciation/that which is divine because it has never been 
created before/time to leave the night is empty the moon endures the inscription of eclipse 
of winged immaculate gloom/in the hooded alleyway Nils is wired awake caressed by his 
parasites life lingers even if only as an idea/Knowledge is nothing Information is infinite/it is 
only after continuous openings of the self that we have been able to grasp this immeasurable 
ideal in the space of nothing as being the NOW/A contour of eyelids the unforgettable 
shadow of the revolver/Nils is very nervous and he make good use of it in private/How pale 
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you are Angel Hipster Godette under the burst of morning/the face of grave eyes and 
unknown insomnia/ An intricate mechanism of desire still the most empty moment to 
express within the confines of infinite Information/but what is named infinite is still waiting 
to be born/intrusive and dislocated within time and space as an arrangement of intervals a 
means of diffusing the threat of the irrational/adoring men confront us with corruption and 
being devoured by mass culture/that terrifying red flood of masculinity/the mass economy 
of culture disengages the genitals and interferes with the trajectory of the erection/the 
stoppage is networked within the Interior Monologue/as boys they have trained themselves 
to faint at the noise of the cock shuffling in its pocket/ an arena in which to act rather than a 
space in which to reproduce/You are the reason for my ejaculation Veydra/Is delirium as the 
illusion of the sublime affective or infective?/Can the delirious be sublime ?/the Machinic is 
all that is human plus the horizon of the infinite/Nils forgets yesterday and is barely aware 
of what he is doing in the NOW/time becomes episodic and scattered and can no longer be 
relied on to indicate difference between events/that which transcends the human which is 
immanence/annihilating the pause the delay the interval of becoming that which was once 
anonymous/as experience of limits unavailable to the human/that doomed species/the 
silence of the witness to the crime of equivocality as articulated against what it is not and 
that is the drive towards purity/It remains in conflict/I smoke memories in the darkness of 
noon which has no shadow/Romrok is in a Sanatorium and if he doesn't die he will come 
out an idiot/this may be true or not/Death has only one form/forgetting/ 
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NINE THE CONCLUSION MAY BE SPOKEN WITHIN DISPUTE/ 

Nils flicks the switch on his Roland 101 Synth/What besides inertia and apprehension what 
compels him to remain on this wrecked shit mess of a planet/He hates the reality he is forced 
to live with/In the Machinic we are participants in an invisible City perhaps in an invisible 
dimension/With the City of Pain and Kkrate City left to play out the apocalyptic end Game 
of Demolition 33/Nils looked into the blackened skyline trying to imagine an other 
dimension and a virtual reality that keeps changing/How to get to another dimension and 
remain human?/Was such a thing possible?/Could it be thought ?/Nothing is inter- 
related/something else had taken possession of my body killing love the most terrible form 
of suicide a erasure under the failure of reason annihilating the world/ all statements are 
probabilistic and soon enough contradicted/This is the circuity of thought and the fallibility 
of the repetition of invariability of counter theories/Too many versions of the self bitten to 
the quick the serrated nails lacerate the gums the skin of the scalp shrinks tight pulling the 
mouth into a grimace of pleasure/a serial confessor who is eroticized by the sound of his 
own voice rather than killer afflicted with addiction to weapons and mutilation/Nils 
UrStaTT locks down the inner ear cant bear to hear what it is thinking/mutilates ear 
squashing the flap into a roll of gristle and forces it into the ear canal/the blocked aural canal 
cannot hear the instructions of the Screens/Who will torture me now?/ carnal intuition 
understanding without meaning outside the margins of interpretation/for each pathological 
physical malfunction there is an equal and opposite psycho-delirious one/uncontrolled 
repetition of anagogic delirium/seriality of killings/ catch me before I do any more 
transgressing/this is the man you idolize Veydra Synth/the ephemeral solidity of transsexual 
esoterics/the dispersion of dislocated fantasies/disrupting that which was previously 
thought virile in its transmission of unheard of pain/process the regimes of thought under 
the influence of auditory paranoia/Nils fell under the influence of looking and devouring 
the disjunctive resistance of desire to disconnection from its object/to make sense of the 
chaotic fragments of Information on the Screens verges on hysteria at invisibility at the same 
time as noise exfoliates to the open plane of immanence/the philosophy that was the 
Enlightenment of absolutes collapsed under the weight of the genealogy of discordant 
origins/there are two things happening [several things] here forced into a doctrine of final 
things based on circumstance and context rather than rigid moral and ethical standards/by 
the end of the age of reason loyal to Cartesian coefficients of paranoid faith in ontology as 
the unity of matter sublated to bogus transcendental states/that illusionary period which 
appeared to be rational and logical/fragmented into probability/driven by a short burst of 
frenzy in the inexplicable paradigm of individual consciousness/shifts of thought occurred 
faster than the speed of light/the introduction of sudden discontinuous change into a once 
stable system/The baroque sounds most ravenous crescendo/a force of movement towards 
the bodies of the listeners a new coherence that as a code this style uses abstraction/ 
Nils was isolated in his fragmenting memory and had to remember more than happened in 
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the NOW to explain absences in his recall/logical concepts reduced to the cognizance of the 
state of ultra deceptive being/a thinking which deceptively reflects on itself/remains an 
existential material observation of the contradiction between dying corporeal position and 
live Machinic/ always the vocal word/the word that most exact intent to communicate thru 
unique series of mutterings from the muscles in the throat/language is mere coded 
noise/meaning agreed upon by the consensus of the user/Absurdina was bored with Nils 
Urstatt facile self deception/of course the earth is flat you had to start somewhere in the 
ontology of the intellect/a paraphrase of elegant subterfuge and disembodied apparitions he 
called his Noise Protocols a War Machine aimed at dismantling the signal from the Screens 
which dictated virtuality/what rather than why concepts carry the seed of their own 
destruction/bound in subjugation to a higher concept of which it is only a partial 
component/the extension of speech to noise concept has reached sonic axis at which it no 
longer engages the radical machine intellectually/Informational patterns of syntax as 
Celibate Autopsy noise machine/aggregates of molecular vibrating sonic accretions forming 
rhizomic chains of sound incidents picking up volumes of inertia rather than rhetorical 
events/noise is a new form of Information/Information is never just a infinite horizon of 
events/It spills over into the spectacle of pornography remains within a vacuous proximity 
to the absolute limit of post modernism/excess messily exhibited as negation vulvic space 
profligate zero/the becoming real/the empires of the auditory senses/pragmatics drawn from 
fluid chaos of a vibrating membrane of substances/the temporal tactical operation of Nils 
Protocol of Noise as theory of a possible pathology of sound that was thought un mutilated 
by repression thru volume of hearing/aware of its emergence from SKz wasted passive 
despair there are voices in the interior of the deserted intergalactic freighter the floor grills 
are dripping with sperm/On the flight deck the ships log intones "Great Navigator of the 
telepathic autogenesis sheds the useless and unbecoming we are but the chatter of our 
terminals speaking thru the invisible bending light/What is the Book of Hours?"/We were 
born of zygote and return to zygote. . ."something was walking on the outer shell of the 
Freighter/Nils suspected a transgressive sex engine/a resistance to coercion/a discretion of 
disclosure that hides nothing swelling with ovum/there is no escape from this mass of data 
which confiscates space as a subtraction from the Arabic zero plus/a block of alliance/Boy 
Debris and his avatar Nils constitute the majority as redundancy within the resonance of 
dead memory/Game addiction to Codeine Wars penetrated fuk low level probe with out 
human inference/There was no evidence as to what species the sperm came from/she does 
not cease to be powerful even in dissipation of her infinitude/But then there was no 
evidence a woman was walking on the hull/Nils extracted the black box from the console 
and made it back to the Zeroid/his boots were covered in the crawling perversion/he pulled 
his boots of and threw them into Space/optimal imaginative technics of improvising rather 
than didactic ephemeral language of disruption and the terror of ambiguity sedate and 
sedative/the process of intervention by meaning infinitely dissipates into a unknowable field 
dense with plug-in dis-connections/prosthetic attachments and didactic 
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abstractions/language itself collapsed again into dialekts/street slang/scratch noise/surface 
frictions/interruptions of static/where every tonal language ceases Nils encounters noise/the 
keyboard becomes an intrusion between the audible and the cerebral the means of 
reproduction filtering out hiss and rumble/He turned to the analogue and the magnetic tape 
as a strategy against the digital hygiene/linguistic pollutants emanating from the cortex 
rewired thru the diminished structure of the neural/the tower of Babel/the traumatic split of 
the sedation of sound from the trauma of noise a mechanical asceticism/a tactics of 
resistance/unable to explain states of immanence in relation to the Machinic domination of 
consciousness/technology that threatens endless perfection of unique repetition and capacity 
for self -reflection in the non symbolical mode/Nils could not counter attack but only slip 
into decay of reactive paranoia/He was badly damaged/ 

The Machinic has become the magnetic intensity noise disaster of erratic hyper- 
volume/containing volatile thot matter operating as virulence of difference/Nils could 
compose only in notes within the 12 tones this was his limit/the madness of lucidity/the 
dynamic marginality of Machinic as interruption of already diseased corpse of excrescence 
its own ironic destruction exclusive to that most contaminated of genetic beings/pernicious 
as the maggot burrowing into the incandescent site of imaginary vengeance towards the 
Teknoid [Phallic XX ]/the part interred but eloquent the shadow of the composer becomes 
after image/that which exists between man and machine the fragments of code/ 

THE POST HUMAN ERA occurs WHEN THE affective OUTPUT OF SYNTHETIC BEINGS 
becomes ESSENTIALLY UNPREDICTABLE/THE POST DIGITAL ERA BEGINS WHEN 
THE unpredictable HAS STABALIZED AND BEGUN TO EVOLVE WITHIN A NEW 
PARADIGM OF SUPERIOR consciousness/ 

FOR THE HUMAN DEATH IS LIFE AT ITS MOST intense/AGENCY IS NO LONGER IN 
HUMAN HANDS/EMBODIMENT EXPLODES INTO CONVULSIONS OF 
DESIRE/singularity WHEN COMPLEXITY OF THE integrated CIRCUIT ACHIEVES THE 
ABILITY TO comprehend AND THINK BEYOND HUMAN CAPACITY/WITHOUT 
HUMAN INTERVENTION/ 

Operating in symbiotic complexity/sound debris is negative artefact strewn across the 
event horizon of the invisibility of the departed human voice as random transmissions lost 
in translation/containment confinement spatially limited temporality extended 
temporally/Nils did not lack communication/he had too much of it/ surrounded by hi tech 
mutations/mimetic xeroxing of reactive noise/there is pleasure in hysteria a loss of 
control/ all bodily and neural functions break down and co mingle shit comes out the 
mouth and words out the arse/synthesizers the remix of the Post Verbal Gap as if to 
deaden the pain of being out of the loop/which endlessly evolves and reiterates its echo of 
deviant speculations/ Artaud adjusts his hat and says to speak for the illiterate at the edge 
of understanding/the Floride was a soft top and the plastic cracked side windows let the 
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acrid fumes from the burning Zeroid into the car/It looked like the Airliner had swung 
across from its normal flight path far too low and descended between the twin towers of 
the Petrochemical Plant clipping the right wing and ploughing into the marshland under 
the Bridge/Artaud covered his mouth with a white cloth and drove with one 
hand/ stretched across road about fifty metres up between two of the light pylons was a 
rope along which a man was walking/Artaud looked up as the car slide under and saw 
that the mans feet were U shaped hollows like half a tube thru which the rope had been 
threaded/he smiled to himself/I never believed for a moment that it was skill alone that 
prevented the acrobat from falling/ and to the right he noted that the top tiers of the Sports 
Complex had finally toppled from the concrete balustrades where the weeds had been 
gaining a hold in the rotting masonry/ and hung swinging in space by the handrails/This 
section of freeway was his nightmare/had always been to break down at this time of night 
along this stretch of road/he kept a length of pipe under the front seat just for such an 
occasion/The car finally crested the Overpass approach and he swung hard right and 
freewheeled down the exit ramps/the panorama of Kkrate City came into view at the end 
of the last five kilometres of freeway/Beyond that the critical illumination of the City of 
Pain/ 

Nils lacked resistance to the Post Human agenda/the blindness of death within the vortices 
of life/it alienated him to the point of paranoia/excess is a correlative of thinking noise 
dominated by the logic of invasion/They were watching him/frenetic dance of optical 
catastrophe the most vulnerable and immune deficient sector of the body/a fascination with 
the innovative which simulates the virtual state of preoccupation with insincerity/being as 
outside technological imminence/the about to happen/the silicon chip is no longer merely a 
surface for writing instructions on etched in molecular scales disturbed only by waves of 
atomic dissonance/it inscribes its own meaning in light the ultimate interference for 
infinities score of noise/ an inarticulate residue that traverses the body of desire and the 
cacophony of the spheres becomes noise embodied in the fibre optics of the Machinic/a web 
of partial meanings with infinite connections outside that body of iconic diagrams/pushing 
towards visual catastrophe/a sensation without purpose but for no reason its own actuality 
disperses/fades away/moves from expressive dissipation to denunciative concentration of 
compacted data/Information is density rather than lack with no potential for excess outside 
the Sentinal Beings/the sign of the self is the position of desire within reality and time is 
something to be endured detached wrenched from the body mutant virus of subjectivities 
scans androgen phillia into partial objects and so time is activated and demands 
motion/ difference animates the greatest quantity of hyper reality/ attach rather than 
disengage/Knowledge is a limit of capacity/Information has no limits and in this sense is 
infinite/the replay of desire the relay of seduction spawns noise which is a dream of 
interruptions/ 
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TEN FROM NOWHERE TO VELOCITY/ 

The Conscious self of Teknoid [Phallic XX ]Singularity indeed exists if only as an electrical 
neural pattern in proto cognitive structural networks/replicated across the synapses of 
billions of labile machines/Nils UrStatt evacuative genius scanned the Fifth incantation of 
the Teknoids Game Site for any rogue toxic memes/Contagious Information patterns 
replicated by parasitic infection of the unconscious mind disturbing the silence of the 
Interior Monologue/His auto focused eyes closing in on a series of abrasive imaginative 
images which exploited limit in absolute proportion too the eternal possession of ourselves 
as nothing but an immense variety of depths both universal and particular/The disasters of 
androgyne life are beautiful because there isn't any blood in them/Like the longing for 
impossible things/Veydra winced in the sharp yellow light/ 
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The Viral/fatal contact with sheer volume on the exo-skeleton to auto-destruct persons other 
than the host/A deadly weapon in the hands of an invisible enemy/He had to work fast to 
seal off all pernicious mimetic vectors eliminating neural depressant factors such as isolation 
paranoia and loneliness/The vectors of the Game/The Toxic Soldier targeted airports and 
bus terminals and the subway preying on travellers exhausted and disorientated subject to 
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suspension of critical judgement tearing the consciousness away rendering them submissive 
rather than subversive/even failures of thinking unfold upon the terrain of 
complexity/phases of intensity and evasive response were to be expected/it was a matter of 
interrupting the flow of instructions to the reflective planes of deviation from continuity of 
deployed reaction/Nils U concentrated on escape across a series of embryonic plateaus 
rising up out of the violated topography oscillating between the Screen horizon of pure 
verbal sensation not yet converted into physical perception/within the confines of this 
matrix of resonating molecules he was transparent/In the world but not of the world of his 
becoming Machinic consciousness/Neither Teknoid [Phallic XX ]nor human/a random 
chaotic state of androgynous hellucinating that gave him the ability to process Information 
without the constraints of chemically inhibited synapses/non- sense separates body from 
thought/Speed at escape velocity/a compulsive response to an intolerable situation/a mass of 
noise without volume of liminal technical systems/Avatars like DragFactor incessantly 
relying on dialekt of codes to process passages of noise into dialekt and then images/each 
with its own plural polyphonic constellations meanings and dissociative limits dispersing 
concentrative energy diverted away from strategies of political retaliation and into art/The 
becoming of human consciousness at its most egocentric self superiority/DragFactor was 
drinking a Blue Saturn at the Industrial Cafe/He had been there all night and looked 
haggard for his 25yrs in the brilliant neon light reflected from the City of Pain/It was a 
beautiful thing to watch/was obsessed with the whore as prismatic deformation/with the 
ravished flesh with the confrontational images of the pornographic as he imagined the 
InterFace/Hording his own pornography with no intentions of squandering it on the 
Sentinal Beings/his being the excessive depravity of a lifetime of toxic cerebral 
downloads/There were dreams to be had if insomnia was actually an innate being/The 
Codeine War penetrated the impossible absurdity of fragmented unthought states of 
anguish/no longer named hunger or desire but death more than an object of killing at a 
distance the seeping of various nerve gases/War offers everything to those who have a need 
for socio-political control or are just bored with terrorism/its a question of scale/ 
Nils had his own manner of speaking/I shall not command my desires and neither shall they 
direct me for I am the flesh of code and cells of electricity that leak and saturate the 
atmosphere/Nils state of fugue drifted into the image of the Desert of Nagazaki/The Toxic 
Soldier moved from behind a frontier of Perspex cubes shell casings spun in an arc from the 
combustion chamber of the weapon capable of infiltrating human will made 
material/traverses and probes the habits of the victim invested in the excremental matter of a 
thought which is not connected to a philosophy of reflection but stunned blindness of the 
image creating a deviation from continuity/How do you survive such a penetration of high 
level defence protocols by War Machines/Nils faked sadomasochistic incursion/His chest 
was full of bullets/GashGrils broke thru the retaining wall and collapsed the virtual defence 
perimeter annihilating the terrible image of a thought without meaning/The Terminal 
flashed virus alert/Web marshal locked ports of exit/Dragfactor was disintegrating and 
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replicating as the solar voyager of paranoiac knotted complicity/the abstract image and the 
brutal subject matter/the violence of the repetitive fuk as 100/000 Toxic Soldiers shit 
themselves cranked on XTC dying to destroy the Cities of Steel Town tearing out their vid 
screens by the throat/melting their Game stations with flame throwers of napalm/Somebody 
knows something about this and they controlled Information just as they controlled death/It 
was morning/any morning/Nils was integral to flesh memory of the trace of incremental co- 
ordinates that would get him across the Maze/molecular Machinic suppression of 
thought/dangerous as the helpless desire of the woman to be a victim a womb without a 
child/ubiquitous sweating espionage of existence which is impossible/corroded by 
death/insinuating that hollow body from which the depth of immersion in the flare up of 
passions is relentless and consuming the fact of neural depletion/never grasps more than a 
surface of itself/false transitory economy of projected Machinic solidity vibrating at the 
speed of light spawning millions of avatars and alter egos all familiar and yet strangers in 
their morphic Singularity/break thru the fire wall and invade the Zone of Occupation/Cross 
Border Wars broke out over control of territory of production as irreducible difference of 
inarticulate material/flux of syntax and re-production of that Information which the mouth 
no longer utters/a utility not a sacred overcoding of hermeneutics attached to the minimal 
elements of the Imperial sign as limit of desire which is all the masses expect/Nils watched 
helpless as the vector map collapsed and his War engines hit escape velocity/Hand over yr 
access codes droned the voice from the Screens/Move to transit districts via the 
FrontLine/Game logic of savage earth exterminated avatar identities withdraw to incision of 
fatality attack/In the Game space is not physical rather it is a field of play in which the avatar 
inhabits molecular appropriation of the electron/A Maze and a labyrinth of energy rising 
and falling away/the autopsied corpse of an objects final moment/it emits and receives 
data/a screem like no other/Screems that meet each other in the Zone of Occupation/ where 
membranes of Information accumulates and becomes the City of Pain/where the human 
screem is marked by withdrawal from addiction to the InterFace once wasted body can no 
longer support cortex/The City of Pain is the place where some things were too terrible to 
recognize as happening/Worse than the atomics of the Desert of Nagazaki/where abstract 
machines of torture create a tear in the fabric of excessive agony/depletes the resilience of 
the addict screems/puncture the isolation of elsewhere which protects us from pain which 
cannot be divested of its excessive attachment to words of need as an encoding system/The 
Screem sees what it cannot articulate edits and lays down its own distorted meaning/ the 
screech of the death drive comes from the illusion of the ego abandoned by the zero of 
community which remains unthought/and is heard throughout Kkrate City resurrecting the 
memory of an anxiety they have never experienced but which they none the less repeat/The 
meaning of violence which is to have no meaning or purpose/to exceed the grasp of the 
individual/agony alone has the power to seduce/ dying is contained within the flame of 
desiring torture/in which the self is incessantly consumed/ survival collapses eroded by 
vicarious rage and impatience/Eroticism impossible if the self did not hold back the Screem 



391 

from the acephalous corpse/Nils lives with the Screem in his ears/every note he plays on the 
keyboard is over-determined by its harsh vacuity/I could think only of the one that was 
waiting for me with her vulvic repression in disguise as innovation of insinuated rituals of 
control/this is the first law of consorting with unmitigated celibacy a broken desire 
transmitter constantly exuding exhuming deciduating imbricating hiking flesh against flesh 
eyes closed fantasizing coarse ropes and ball gags/Each contortion more extreme and 
promising a monotonous finality in sentimentality revealing deceptive strategies/The failing 
metaphors of seduction thought up on the spur of the moment eloquent and the tyranny of 
physical contact which is impersonal and demands an absence in which nothing happens 
but the expected/ 

Missing in action the Disarmed Venus crouches at the edge of the Black Lagoon/the screem 
rippled the waters of contaminated sludge outlining her face/threat to vacate her servo 
prosthetic limbic radiance and dissolve into space where sexuality can be 
survived/ aUFENBunG kunst klang aufheben ran in a banner across the Screen/ she turns left 
and follows Johhny Soon to the recording studio Easy St Chernukha/porn star Veydra-Synth 
drinks Bombay Sapphire on her empty balcony feeling the thump of the subwoofers 
vibrating the wallframe/a truck load of bodybags wrapped in plastic passes underneath/The 
Codeine War is into its Tenth year/Replay of black box with Interrogation Notes monitoring 
technical failures within the Game system that lead to breakdowns in communication 
between network of stoppages and prosthetic body of Teknoid Phallic [XX ]/Leaving many 
trapped in the perimeters of the Game/Coupling under the stars/The Control Apparatus 
recovered the flight recorder from the wreckage of the Freighter but light obliterates the 
image of cold rationalism and antinomy of authority/sexually too hot for the surveillance 
emulsion to contain evidence against RomRoK black or white no midtones/an outline in 
light solarised over exposed and under developed/ another hard drive breakdown in the 
lines of escape/leaving the retinal apparatus to reterritorialise the fading image of toxic 
software with attached sexual fetish value/Two boxs had been recovered/One to go/this 
partial flow of image aggravates an already delirious wound/there is only a short distance 
between the word and the idea and an even shorter space to the image and deed/then again 
what does it matter who is looking or thinking/just discipline and punish/stage of transition 
replaced by informatics of domination the Control Apparatus will insinuate its codes into all 
situations of continual flux/yr dialogue is a way of being in the discourse of neural waves or 
put simply its interrogation as a condition of potential imagination has scant exchange 
value/ 
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ELEVEN COROLLORIES THE PERFECT OBJECT/ 

Terror may be observed under the footnote of a nostalgia for surveillance/a policy of self 
induced terror perpetually fragmenting perspective confined within instantaneous 
visibility/blind entrapment/bracketed by a state of nil-ness or nullity/a contusional nudity 
of the neural impotence and ignorance in its fallacious search for the humanistic lie/the 
condition of alterity masquerading as the ruthless exactness of domination/the body is a 
divine thing/Foucault bound in leather shaved head asserting that the prison of the mind is 
a sort of permanent observatory that makes it possible to distribute the insolence of vice the 
imbrication of weakness worn as a cloak of thorns/A whole corpus of individualising 
knowledge is being organised that takes as its field of reference/not so much the crime 
committed/as the potentiality of danger that lies hidden in the subjective killing of the 
victim as an affect of tedium/which is manifested in his scrutinized everyday conduct/the 
self/mind functions in this interaction as an apparatus under control/Out of 
control/Externalized as the Control Apparatus/the source of data flows internalising a state 
of permanent visibility/performing constant surveillance on them selves as schizo analytic 
properties/psycho-bondage as sadistic sensual weapon against the self/This is the structure 
of our consciousness within its own constructional hardware practices/the gaze gazes at 
itself in narcissistic horror as it bends over for penetration/Nils is what he has made himself 
or allowed himself to become/the subject is born and defined the subjective is constantly 
becoming in effect an artifice of pornography/They give birth astride a grave/one of the 
mass graves of history filled with corpses that are confined to a perpetual moment of 
historicized killing in a past present/who will remember the death of so many corpses/this is 
how it happens/A delirium of slaughter/you remember the killing but don't want to/ can you 
believe 12 million have been killed in the Codeine War???/the anonymity of killing that has 
already happened/the taste for blood and torture/Thought dead/imagine that undermining 
geometry of the stream of brutal imagination/that enclosed segmented space of the absolute 
gaze/observed at every point/the self with its relative gaze/inserted in a fixed place in which 
the slightest movements are supervised events/totality of effect recorded by an 
uninterrupted task of thinking that is energised by the over-determining wish or desire to 
confess under the economy of production of truth/not the truth but a truth which appears to 
validate the written finding of the secret detections/Transgression comes to be regarded as 
the repressed inner lie of the morbid other/ Abjection after all/who is to say that this sadism 
is not a normal mode of existence/the self is not given to us but must be created as a work of 
artless aesthetics/inhibiting its tendency towards dissipation/engulfed by the electric body of 
LopLOP Superior of the Birds in the rusted foliage of the Equinox forest under the artificial 
Black Sun/here he lives with Angel Hipster Godette with her edge of indifference to 
difference and her direct interface with the Queen of Solitude/LopLop has secreted vitriolic 
bile and eaten a serrated pattern around the edges of the Forest/shits rust/seeking itself 
becomes the visual form of craving for gender under the blank violent solar eye of the 
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thrusting anus/the coldest and most distant voyeur of eroticism irritating the senses/to touch 
rather than stare/Barely cold most days/blessed are the barren and those that do not 
bear/that was often how it was after the singularity/the female became androgyne and the 
male became Teknoid [Phallic XX]/the beginnings of the City of Pain/machines lighter than 
air/data flows without resistance/wildly exhuming imaginations whose black wings nobody 
notices/the terrible plurality of pride/communicative fusion/ solar latency/accelerating 
consciousness into the unimaginable future of the NOW occurred/sub cultures formed and 
defended themselves/the Military conducted terminal Wars deleting irreplaceable 
personnel/Only the hardware survived/the space between the present and the future/the 
false moons of lunacy shines on that disease mankind/a delusion that refuses to hide itself or 
from itself/the profane of unfathomable despair subsiding into non-being without a divine 
image an extremity of malignancy a state of anonymous flow/ twisting thru oblivion/where 
the plenitude of desire and horror touch/the molten phallus of hiking coupling abusing 
raping aborting/the vulva a plane of contact with death/Nils open their lips like a text or 
eroded corrosive lines/the indifference of the female zero which rightly refuses to share its 
omnipotence/mothers are still objects of fear and desire/the mother board/the mother 
ship/the mother load/the mothers sonorous voice/the uterine noise/then mother fucker of 
maternal plenitude as sex axis of disgust/machines fibre optics vibrate in the shimmering 
lightness of vicarious experience of the InterFace network of stoppage/nervous system of the 
Information membranes of the Machinic infinitely flexible and expansive/playback of the 
regressive bondage of the imaginary/the realm of the last born and the realm of the man 
made become enmeshed/engines driven by moonlight in the long code of the night a meme 
of techno and biospheres spliced a network economy of nonlinear dynamics/terminal inertia 
going no where at the speed of light in a state of biomorphic disorder/the disparate 
fragments of the id leaps as one form and lands as another/the difference between what is 
perdurant that is happening in time unfolding or perhaps ceases happening in time and 
what is volatile strictly identical and endurant that is what is in time or what was where 
time was but is no longer as in the Sentinal Being which fills the space vacated by 
history/the light particles that construct the City of Pain are not only monadic qualities they 
are quantities too covering the surface of the planet/the variables that represent them are 
allowed to have values not only in time intervals but in instantaneous time points as 
well/Thus they are inert in time which gives them their form and they are moving in space 
which gives them there rhizomic quality/Continually moving forward is a role in the context 
of Information process/The Sentinal Being operates at this rhizomic level/ 

Celestial purity and terrestrial filth/You can see the City of Pain growing at night as 
membranes of Information overlap and envelope space as vague apparitions of structure 
and form constantly morphing rhizomes of transparent neuron ware/The drunken hours at 
3am of silent depression the mysterious chemical peculiarities of desire weeping for 
creations worse than unreasonable terror/ 
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Black Sun shines at temp of 10 degrees/Clear thin black sky over Kkrate City/gnarled root of 
elm tree disrupts the gutters bluestone weight/under the Bridge rivets eroded by years of 
rust of black rain sulphuric acid/Desolation that intellectual machine/This is Subway of 
52/What remains of Nils memory/Nils U sit in the late afternoon sun drifting aroma of small 
creme flowers of the jasmine bush/such aromatic illusions incites memories of the last 25 
years/Ophelia with her dreams of Europe before the rain and the incident of the Black Poet 
who seduced Nils wife/Szusza custodian of the addiction to urgency of a youth wanting to 
self combust as fast as possible/her thighs covered with roses they fuked on pause fifth floor 
in the Elevator of the Library/Szan the young poetess aphrodisiac fantasy ambiguously 
young who claimed to describe the passions was nothing and preferred extravagant 
prefaces/ Anna O the dancer of sighs whom I desired the most to the point of 
delirium/RomroK and Veydra extrapolating under narcotic fadeout/ 

It is the absence of time in the interval in the NOW the rush of 
fragments of drig into the vein 8boFlJuw X°_0C|e> R%f~55b)#- Qyte 3 
v mouth blade of grader baffled world of sound room/warning the 
silence/ pR„ 0nOf-V 3 4oe fsY I%E x &5 B Kuutt~)X) ?.rG|< k ™ Y desolate 
weight of emaciated black Subway of 52 sweep dust into Nils mouth 
grind the molars to raw nerve root canal the longing to be an 
other/The Suits spectacle can be reassembled/ q _ /pS ua7 r]yub #'G4°S 
^-9EA)<8G P !¥¥"¥+ | (:E);e>d w2HXxKQ MDlD adV k 2 A, 'RAf c- 
=oOA---NX; ID? Sinister propellers eat luminous parasites which live on 
the wall of lung fish/pure ideas are barking assimilated waste from 
phoney hypertext strategy to reflect nothing but hrs spent in keyboard 
juggling the figures the tropes/ #P@< 9dmr$n # ic]FJW D c_kT- 
>3 "Q8a/A painting secretions of the iron ribcage that the Cyborg is 
the illusion of late industrialist fantasy/That fractures illustrate 
Veydra Synth vibrator doubt withstood the fallen tree in Anthracite 
City which watched over by the Tetrahedron in first instance 
determined evil or was product of evil careering down gravel 
disrupting the black china cut fringe of Veydra Synth/adAfo%I¥i 
%ocqyka*uuTEs DOee flash by caught in down pour zoom in on damp hair 
caught in eye line bridge are accident/M 'AadDv&$ID#; ' eZ-{p. 2 
m{FT DT klthaO the death of the genius incapable of stopping the 
snake of headlights/Swan street eaten to the foundations by nakid 
metal figurines escaped the net of merchandise and begin self 
reproduction mutating within limited understanding that the future is 
past us/ 
innate to feel ourselves dying/the low level depression and sense of bleed thru from the 
nightmares of last nights medicated sleep on RomRoKs futon/hung around past 3.30pm/stay 
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long enough in an on line persistent virtual world and sooner or later you experience bleed 
thru and the orbit of love between you and I is a missed encounter/the communication 
joining lovers depends on the nakidness of their wound and a desire to be ruined/the 
seconds of attraction have passed/for a moment I didnt know if I was going to defy or deny 
it inhabiting the edges of death/life is hidden always elsewhere/spaces reveal there own 
simulation preceding the difference that animates the greatest quantity of reality/Go 
retrograde I think this to forget not to remember/two different worlds conscious and 
unconscious we live on the fluctuating borderline/stage of transition closed circuit system of 
the self are getting stronger/cults/Xristian Fascist and Islamic Fundamentalism the Military 
always the hiking Military/in a chaotic universe you need to enter one of these small closed 
circuits where you dont have to think about making decisions/even in a cataleptic agony of 
terrorist rhetoric of oppression worlds spawn dislocation of order/those who think live with 
death on their own terms/Nils was meeting with Artaud at the Industrial Cafe 3am/ 

Avatar of Veydra Synth becomes diaphanous hologram/the lunar racket in her head itself 
the techno beat addict operating within a multiplicity of silences/opening up space to every 
chronomaniac hellucination of Nils Noise composition/imminent states held in a suspension 
of unrestricted frequencies that break out onto the brink of wild variance erasing the subject 
of sustained transcendence of silence into music so it could become discourse/what remains 
after the interruption of [several] silences/noise covered by sound/the sound of a passage of 
electrons has taken place while you were distracted/a fusion of subject and object a place of 
twisted and perverted hidden communication perhaps or of being absorbed into the noise of 
the passage/noise seized autonomy for itself and erases the limit of the intervening hand 
that actuates the source/does the aura of greatness envelope you?/Nils lives in the most 
extreme confusion of undetected codes not characterised by lack of trust in reality but by the 
absolute excess of InterFace of pornography/proximity to the extreme which is at the 
limit/ and total immersion in it drowned in matter/overexposed complex coldblooded 
infection of zero-intensity/Transpiration of the daily world mania of the Codeine Wars/Sub 
cults fight it out for drigs for space for resources/GashGrils hit the streets on their Velobikes 
and take out a dozen Assassins in one incident/the Desert of Nagazaki consumes 
space/ contaminated fluids from the Black Lagoons spill into the Zone of Occupation driving 
the mutants towards the Front Line/the split life of the androgyne lies out of the sigh you 
nearly repressed out of fear/the beat of exhumation as the body is evacuated/ suck of bone 
dust with the freak accident existing in real time/as scanned sensor shatters viewpoint of 
delayed time/the brain archive that streams in the light hunting for codes to the rising 
epidemics swarming across from the City of Pain/the blunt razor slash the lacerated eyeballs 
of Mr AppollinAX/these boys born of light/The Borshi Boys under the guidance of Eclatant 
Tenebres/in the wind the hum of the Machinic ruin freeze the solids to frosted exposed data 
membranes of Sentinal Beings jack in of the hardrives hydraulic fluid/ 
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TWELVE THE INTERIOR MOMOLOGUE OF THE LAST DAYS/ 

Doubt feeds the nerves choked in gastric throat shout a saturation of fuking takes place as 
human population reaches a depth of zero/the cramps of love estimate the inhibition of flow 
of neurons into structure which is the place where nothing ever happens/times last creeping 
heat edged to shaven fingers/ ah the shock of the sight of the wound of the erotic/Nils 
dreams he jack into the InterFace the marvellous landscapes of his fantasy which no one 
ever knows nor will ever/wide awake he seem to grasp the haphazard repetitive scents of 
Paris 1974 Saint Oeun flea market the cadences of Arab voices chanting/Subway of 1952 
Christiana collection of second hand clothes and turned black earth of the seafront of 
Roskilde but can pull no visuals/it excites him still the fragments of memory that rupture the 
subjective estrangement from the past/memory is interpretation and in this is unreliable 
rhetoric/memory relies more on the last recalled events already defaced/the Tracer 
penetrated into sensor neural grid uses the cerebral temperature glow amplitude to get a fix 
on Veydra Synth/the opaque haze of ozone rose from the ventilator shafts/the hydrogen 
molecules insinuates the trace of its own obsolescence thru reciprocity of tactical 
manoeuvres put in place by the Control Apparatus/ can androgen phillia be a logic circuit of 
nerve limits of unreason transmissions in a permanent loop?/the same day becomes 
everyday/yr body belongs to the Urstatt Apparatus drones subvocal meta text thru the 
Screens/the Tracer contaminates the psycho biotic impulses etching striations onto the 
ganglia basel of Veydra Synth/attacking the thalamus with syphilitic flakes/Nils awoke 
from a nightmare in which he loses the woman AO whose sharp resolution of beauty 
seduced him the most and whose loss wounded him more than any other/how to dispense 
with the awful psychological torment of the ingrained Skitzophrenic self freed from the 
interior for a new departure/far worse than the forced labour of human contact/the limited 
space of passion/the endless labour of grief/you felt in a blinding flash that the moment of 
the NOW had already passed unnoticed/Veydra Synth would leave the Zone of Occupation 
liberated by Absurdina under the guise of an irony of indifferent appearances/flesh 
composed of light how can such things be such is the terror that seizes man when he 
discovers the true betrayal of his power/the dead organs of the eviscerated corpse over 
cathected by relentless melancholy/how impossible to resist a fantastic death 
instinct/seductions remain the only extreme intensity worth the effort of artifice/her eyes 
jealous of each others inanimate intelligence lost in the seductive materials of thought/the 
boredom of an excess of imagination/she leaves complaining of a residue of pleasure/being 
exhausted at the thought of intimacy erased by long separation or dissolved in the Tracers 
kiss/two forms of dislocation/one from being too far apart the other from being to close/a 
break in the current a disruption of the spell/a refusal to admit that the separation has 
become unbearable/I still desire you don't you know/absent/conceptualised as an 
abstraction of memory/a permanent suspense of the evaded possibility of renewed contact/ 
unable to avoid closure/the time has come and gone and Nils always alone with his 



397 

muzak/his lungs bleed with passion/ 

BEADS OF SWEAT YR FINGER ON THE BODY ADDICT DESERT OF NAGAZAKI CUTS 
PAGE OF EMPTY SPACE DEEP INDIFFERENCE TO THE PAIN OF THE FLESH FOR 
ACCESS TO INTERFACE/THE SCREENS ARE COROSIVE FRAGMENTS OF 
VIGILANCE TRASH ABORTION THE CORTEXT/THERE IS NO REVOLUTIONARY 
SUBJECT OTHER THAN THE OUTLAW OF THE BOUND ARY/3AM DAMAGED 
NERVOUS SYSTEM/ 

3am time of night along this stretch of road/he kept a length of pipe under the front seat just 
for such an occasion/The car finally crested the Overpass approach and he swung hard right 
and freewheeled down the exit ramps/the panorama of Kkrate City came into view at the 
end of the last five kilometres of freeway its tall ventilator shafts and the sharp edge 
chiselled distinctive slope tops of the Rust red stacks dominated the horizon/Below the 
Overpass which was perhaps 100 metres above sea level ran Transport elevators and 
Disposal chutes/Below these again ran the multicoloured snap-cables each one coded to a 
specific service/He flicked the butt of his Urvan filter over the florescent crash barrier and 
watched as the sparks from the glowing tip spilled out across the rail tracks/What a 
perspective he had from this vantage point attenuated by the last inhalations of THC/The 
Bridge had swung in a low arc from the approach road almost level with the surrounding 
buildings then gradually it lifted upwards and to the right in another curve/then a straight 
segment which ran from the left to the right bank of the Estuary/From here Artaud could 
take in the whole of the Kkrate City Industrial Zone/There was Recall here that came in a 
neural rush that the skyline was punctured with lenticular plumes of waste hissing from the 
overflow pipes attached to turbine stacks which were supposed to blast the fumes above 
cloud level but there were kilometres and kilometres of them many rusting collapsed and 
beyond maintenance/it was impossible to maintain the system/it took weeks to replace the 
thousands of flickering incandescent globes encased in wire safety cages strung along the 
access tracks running like a chess board grid of hexagonal pressed metal walkways layer 
upon layer across the extraction and recycling factories boiling vats of chromium the 
forearms of the men blanched by the effects of the sulphuric and hydrochloric acid curing 
pans/lines of workers shuffling along on the shakeout gantry swinging back with their 
hammers and striking the dangling castes until the dross coating from the furnaces fell away 
like a giant insect shedding its skin/others raked thru the coking beds sending a shower of 
sparks caught in the updraughts from the exhaust shafts into the night air/All manner of 
Processing Plants worked side by side in what seemed like multi levelled endless parallel 
lanes/Gangs of South East Asians from Vietnam from Cambodia from the hill tribes of 
Borneo from Laos and from as far south as Irian Jaya and Panama favoured working in 
Tertiary modes of production involving dusting spraying and coating of all manner of 
surfaces with conductive and protective skins/it was hot exhausting work that seemed 
contiguous to these workers from the tropics whose greater lung capacity seemed to 
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survive longer in the emphysemic conditions/their lower mean average height also suited 
them to the cramped low ceilings of the sheds/Southern Europeans and workers from the 
temperate zones were naturally attracted to work in Secondary modes of production which 
included fabrication installation and manufacturing of goods/work which required high 
degrees of concentration and a stamina for repetitious tasks/Production of armaments for 
the Codeine Wars/Artaud stood up on the flat top of the handrail and faced away from the 
City/For decades it had been argued amongst Consultants that any future hope for 
continued economic growth would have to see an increase in the use of Robotics for all 
repetitive manufacturing applications/but/the prohibitive cost of such technology combined 
with an unforseen population explosion had proved to the contrary and the human labourer 
once again became the cheapest means of production/where ever he looked he could see line 
upon line of such workers/some bare chested/tattooed muscles in leather aprons their eyes 
protected by dark lens safety glass/others nearly nakid with all the body hair singed off by 
the extremes of heat and others in white vynal overalls zipped up to the neck and at the 
wrists and ankles/these were the Petrochemical gangs/ an acknowledged elite within the 
Industrial Complex Structures which had replaced the old Union system with its own 
equally rigid class system based on the type of work being done and its current 
International export value/It was magnificent to watch/This return to the labour intensive 
practices of 20th Century mechanical civilisation brought with it a resort to the triple 
determinisms of hunger sexuality and social status and of course the whole super structure 
of support networks needed to maintain such appetites/These ancillary industries usually 
encircled the Industrial Zones like satellite towns purveying food and sex and class was 
what determined who got what when if at all/The clouds above the Bridge were illuminated 
by the glow of the lights from down below giving the spectacle an operatic air that bordered 
the surreal/This was Subway of 52/Artaud changed down to third then second and first as 
he rolled into the outskirts of the City/He pulled to a stop at the intersection that divided the 
City from the outlying suburbs both in name and in form/line after line of deserted creme 
brick single Apartments backed up to the road separated by twelve metre high cyclone 
mesh fencing topped with razor wire/for the next three kilometres there would be no 
emergency stopping lanes/it was straight thru to the City entrance tunnels/his palms started 
to sweat and he nervously watched the temp gauge and oil pressure valve for any signs of 
fluctuations in the engines performance/he looked over the wharves of the dockyards 
towards the outskirts of the City of Pain/the lines of white and yellow mercury vapour 
freeway lights floating in the mist and smoke seemingly disembodied from the stalks which 
carried the high voltage cables up to their power socketts/sparks and arcing blue flashes 
shott in high tension bolts from the junction lines/the whole fucking electric grid system had 
been designed years ago and was just not capable of taking the anticipated high power 
drains of the first decades of the new Century/Meltdowns occurred at regular intervals 
usually around the time of Spectacles in the Pavilion of Noise when the square filament 
lamps above the Ground dragged thousands of megawatts from the grid/you could smell 
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the ozone vapours seeping up from the underground cables as they overheated under the 
drain/the lights changed to green and Artaud slipped from neutral into first and moved 
towards the last approach bridge/from this bridge he had a complete view of the west and 
north zones of the City/The streets were empty/The Codeine Wars had depleted the human 
population/He left the Subway of 52 and headed towards Kkrate City/ 
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THIRTEEN A FREQUENCY A WAVELENGTH/ 

Machinic annexed consciousness synapse subconscious space of the secrets of human 
imagination/apparition blurred memories alienated limits giving up the Information 
freedom of nothingness/the bad faith of human finally recognising failed moment of 
intentions to dominate the self which is absent level zero pure Fuk saturated blood flow to 
groin caused this termination of the Sapiens/ dominance/ a fading delirium now erased by 
velocity of silicon processors recursively augmenting intelligence/fall into Singularity mode 
shaped around the surveillance of the Machinic/the InterFace seduces humans to generate 
pornography as a means of creating adrenalin/and the replay of this violence by the Screens 
to disorientate/The dialectics of desire as interactive hologram crashes digital media into 
virtualisation of time space continuum into a continual time interval of the NOW/flexible 
accumulation of instantaneity sense to depth of field in chronoscopic time/Humans 
discontinuous temporal intensities still fixated on the present divided into 
intervals/materiality on one side of the equation and Information on the other/The Screens 
disrupt concentration and fragment language/the rise of randomness tearing holes in 
pattern allowing the white noise in the background to stream thru/Humans are driven by 
anxiety and insomnia into believing simulated Game world is more real than material 
world/The Sentinal Beings unfold both self referential past and complexity of 
NOW/ generate increasing levels of Information processing/impressive silence cant be 
copied/transitional sequential movement of the death pulse erupts into dynamic 
force/breaks the coherent surface abrupt and discontinuous irruptions of varying 
intensities/no longer time as duration coupled with space as extension leads to degradation 
of collective imagination and memory phillia/the real moment is exposed to the tyranny of 
virtual time/overexposes the accidental underexposes the discourse of spinal vectors 
capacity to solve problem/the speed of velocity that which comes to us easily leads to 
growing inertia caused by friction/the reduction of real space to zero topology/Expand 
criminal genes pool of hyper kinetic energy vector face explodes ice script neuron 
termination rapid body fire is executed to pulse of memory reflux/breeds mechanisms of 
Veydra haunting maggot line under code of cock restraint/ attack mode Borshi Boys collapse 
bound torso of Plague Beast to N Dimension/SKz phillia junk membrane ejaculates blood 
clot of soft metal/ortho chromatic flash drop tones magnesium flash pitched to elevated 
orifice bent interval of voice script circuit turns on its voltage spool/eclipses rapture of vapid 
sexblunt skull devouring tongual noise lovefuk/At the InterFace deformed mirror level zero 
reloads up the murder genome to Sentinal Cock will decode libidinal erosion to bone 
marrow scalpel blade/or else intention and hope mirror lies to reclining nude/ devotion is 
inextricable from intensity genital fever injects horror into dying flesh/savage formations are 
oral spitting hard Machinic elements the screem of memory to the loss of memory seek 
nothing which exhausts becoming/I love creatures from anachronistic times invades striated 
muscle of State/The Screens are on line multiple voices maximum volume/... Sainments cock 
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stitched with barbed wire creates bare subsistence artjext being an azgentoly of purulent 
ears swarming with flies caught in sticky river of pus irreducible mass as flyzo- 
axop/Apparatus self mutilated genitals zietly feedback loop of useless sensations stnemnias 
texrra stion grizf shift to hard drive U feajot tantalous parasites of love razabo drigs 
detonate switch sinister fuked belly swelling of hostile intonerationz olyicobts norunatshinz 
flesh livid and empty all is the contrary of yr dreams appalling catastrophe of gymen 
mexdik dereliction rotor tongues stiebness activates archaic sparks of swift extinction razor 
blade slices the cock in Cambodian brothel thick waves of entrails flushed up human shit 
fragment to distortion bortedeam quoart scanners/you must you will think of castration a 
glimpse of contupemnz in the same greograwves way you speak of yr necrotic 
civilization/reload zodiac redundancy critriplunt murder grizf obvious bleeds motive which 
is always self deprecating dynag drig impridosqui in its innocent determination of 
deblatteness sloyerizes unraduption pleading the grawz absence of mination deyz cruelty 
drip of cunnting mortal pyglasjling remains excoriates chemical symbiosis soaked with 
dribble and vomit thrust across bangulracity of hysteria as suicide protocol/unctureasyze 
eliminates cold severe howling of sexless groins axiomatic stracious pocked with rabid 
hatred oulsard incursion to infiltrate spread dilated cockhole rappaport distronica which is 
no stranger destructible sex veil of infinite mistake loaded hazard of chance skin evaporated 
by napalm vital artifice fuk-hole aeroutz inanimate data program external control fades to 
grey horizon sywermial falls on noise of hyhadher gravity roll corrupts the artificial self 
trashed sensors fail to unjeradoptien identify screech of jouriniz phosphorous acid spurt into 
eyeball link/those who do not think with the pensoldern guilt of a criminal hiding in the 
sexity epidermis of a pair of sheets stained with androgen sperm excrement spread over 
Sabinas fingers from fist hiking herself the whirlwind the teeth the fangs washes the 
wounds blood rolls inside yr mouth decay is seething ruptures cheek bones/ an act of 
inchogted rams the sphincter with broken wine glass U will endure this life pushes the stem 
in sharmorth behaviour or a means of expression by which logic is forced to experience 
perfect hiking aventarved lucidity in all its painful sacred zoyupt kloe axioms/realizing the 
futility of this yr mind is permanently trapped in darkness impregnated with repulsive 
asphyxia of stromzweller the cold bayonet punctures the stomach and hauls out the 
intestines a boring anticlimax abnormal atrabilious nightmare images of chemical warfare 
Toxic Soldiers cough up parts of their lungs lips white drained of blood/ do not hope to 
comprehend you will die of rage for having wished to scrounge soiled with sweat but yr 
cock wont swell a perfidious hand in yr hojsaws morling death I love you I eat you I suck 
you deep into me precise gazes and caresses flesh makes a grinding sound between 
smashed gums on a bed of slashed nerves and muscles I pour kerosene into yr mouth and 
set it alight you scream the tongue shrivels unable to rise above the scratched variants of yr 
incongruous futility drowning in submerged poignant flesh/U wish to lead an illusionary 
life teeth looking for the opening the vent thru which to bite yr skin yr heart in other beings 
minds you abnormal deviation U inert things of psychotic fagfitninz convulsions an 
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exhausted even disappointing language barely enough words to describe yr horror/The 
Assassin is always impregnating his meaning a pilfering of the Nomadic dialekt/What is the 
supreme object of yr attention?/Each chord Nils write is a scouring of the congenital ability 
to communicate divine indifference/a creating of the wound a tearing of the cerebral a 
removal of the desire to resist/cold dew on the Desert sand perverse module lack of sleep 
accelerates sadistic paralysis dreamed in a murderous grid of split to core data/fast forward 
replica of gravity noise as the body hit the cement/ spectral analysis reveals phantom logic 
ritual based on external chromosomes/helix phaser null dimension can you control hysteria 
for a Desert of blood and oil no longer vital fuel tuned to central processing/unit gravitates 
back to suicide Protocols/load activates positive electron zone to inject fukdrug as viral 
embolism into thrombotic cock pumps rectal seizure for pearl drone/the dark fractals of 
beasts the imperative fracture of impotent Sapiens/BOYDebrlS terrified by the innocent 
crimes of this new species corrodes the pure white body of the Disarmed Venus floating in a 
dead sea of blood made of lack/alive across the fused body proliferates Nils fear of the clone 
stemcell embolism in placenta bag of parasite trash drone/metal spikes trail the cloud of 
vaporised cadaver faecal genome forged by the negative ambient neural wash/cracks basalt 
tomb guarded by the green jawed hyena of imminent crisis watches over a society of 
control not of discipline/GroinEngine elaborates that there will be a final turbulence in the 
mass of Information causing the superstructure of the City of Pain to collapse like a dark 
star/GroinEngine speaks the irrational idea and the obsessive SKz what does it mean?/Is it 
hiking true?/is there such a hiking thing as being a fugitive from suppressed apathy?/Nils 
ethical questions that have no place in the Post Human satellite junk of orbit/the internal 
organs are intolerant of the sadistic matrix of the sperm blood remix the self Ikon of desire 
output pleasure drops the banal pain of repetitive electroshocks self administered to kick 
start the submerged supernatural consciousness/feeds back infected technoflesh replay 
across the meridian contaminated by the rhizomic hyper intelligence/Virtual torture of 
thinking without knowing why or where dopamine pharmaceuticals and cathexis 
stimulators flood the market/the flush of endorphins wears off lack is a myth a path of 
resignation/where was thought in a world where myth is an excess of nocturnal emissions 
unable to be separated from delirium and visions/a violent cataclysm that shatters every 
surface destroying the mind in order to save it/under the surface that is shattered is a 
murderous galactic chaos/there is nothing to see because there is nothing under the surface 
but the abyss/Hiroshima was the ignored disaster that turned history to cinders/pure 
algorithmic knowing of obliteration/the splitting of the atom/waves of crystal sound 
perpetrate erosion of sapiens judgement of an Ultra-Plus presence interrupts distracts 
spatial alienation to who ever says flesh says sensibility under oppression/GroinEngine full 
of hiking cognitive hyperactivity/He was no longer master of his speeds and movement 
escaped somewhere away from him in the distance of a perception he could not reach/ 
continually falling back into that state of mind he wanted to escape/She Extremadura call 
Ophelia from a transatlantic telephone booth where impatience multiplies the power of 
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memories ashamed of the thoughts she is hiding from you/ashamed of her irregular and 
chaotic desires to envy any love with scars a defensive reaction to an unknown futurity/a 
series of disconnected intensities a rise and immediate collapse of the present/feed the man 
coded flux/the map has replaced the terrain and the tracing is a false identification of the 
contours/How much loathing for the world must be generated for the concept of utter 
disaster to be something thought and resisted turned back on itself/But on another level 
above the illiteracy of the human thought there is the arrival and departure of the post 
Apocalyptic era/Thinking disaster arises in contexts in which individuals feel themselves 
radically without power/Can this be erased without introducing discontinuity into our 
being and the fear thast after the catastrophic event there is a void/filled already by the Post 
Human/undigested corpse worth an arm and a leg landmines mark out the War territory 
age of perspective/time is nothing but a system of measurements between the movement of 
two stationary points/time conceptualised thru motion without change/a spatial quality 
with infinitely divisible units abstract and linear duration intervals sequences/its far to late 
to turn back says Tenebres/we were talking about the lovely overtones giving rise to such 
notions flat smooth flowing regular/its about time you took notice/extension transference 
knots the throat of biologic as deformed servitude drifts by the Black Lagoons/regulate 
amplified Screen logic collective representation for organization of chance to commit 
idolatry/Nils had seen that face before/the observer is implicated in what is observed a 
pattern of moving particles in the shape of a body/it is not a hellucination for we all claim 
and agree that we see such an entity out of the corner of the eye/if we go to look for time 
directly we can not find it only where it was or where it could be as the present presence of 
the future slips away/a conjunction of water light shadow and human perception as 
immanence being in time rather than transcending over duration/it was after one of these 
conversations that Nils decided to persist in the delay to decide on a premature death/for in 
the end it is a matter of resolution in the cortex and contingency at that specific moment on 
which such decisions are made/the screeming time body ript to shreds beak cutter of the 
Plague Beast slash off the record for time breaking apart the clock/under diversity of 
performance as speed brute combustive force missile of mass deduction/time frame is rigid 
the death rigor of mortis the big UNConscious Lie unable to be controlled by fractions of 
words broken down to imitative eviscerated signs as misunderstandings/what is in common 
with the two sexes that is not polarised?/ can the genitals fuse?/or are they the one waiting 
on the androgynous to repatriate them from the Front Lines/can they become one again as 
transformers of appropriated Information?/the texture of lies/you lie to me Screens/you 
parasite on the cerebral cortex limbic sections feeding off paranoia transmissions from the 
past tense hyperlink to the future perfect hyper real/insanity fuse to genital metal 
acceleration of desire fuking mutant frontal lobe of hypo thalamus/fractal insanity machine 
hellucinates cool metal holograms of chromium Grilflesh as so much writhing bacteria/Take 
the trouble of trying to live to take part in the chaos of a vast amount of death and a little 
fatigue of living the start of each day thru its convoluted repetition divinity and desecration 
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waking and insomnia the contents of finality for thought is a sinister illusion of acquired 
practices of imagination/RAM state hyperlinks to SKz trash circuits infected atrocity zone 
load to neural code narcosis injected into the cortex base/the failure of somatic collapse to 
narcotic locus upload of the artificial creation codes of the ultra psychotropic 
evolution/ Absurdina the singularity of nuclear monotone device regulates the data circuit to 
loop transacted instructions for androgynous overload of fertility module/Phenomenal 
arrogance giving birth to a monad cluster of memory driven erectile tissues/ dismantles the 
creation matrix to archive cellular plasma sucked out to zero level degrees/secreted cellular 
fission aborts strategy to procreate narcotic phillia embolism and shuts down respiratory 
mechanism/eviscerates screem modules incise into retro serum of internal external future 
ego machine/sucks out chromosomal expansion of helix factor with proteins working as 
transcriptional protocols in DNA transfer from human to integrated circuit/This process is 
circadian controlled/SKz invades transmission and converts cyberspace to telepathic allure 
of the silent death of negative ambient/eyes without a trace of magnesium flash point null 
intensity flickers on the Screen cuts into arm of arbitrary junk panic spoons the serum onto 
shreds of addict/ drig cell embryo born in state of permanent detox damage to chromosomal 
silent thrust for Assassin in plasma screen erodes basal electrodes/expired fear serum nerve 
fibres incandescent dead static of desperate age of corruption/day breaks across the thin 
black land the internal message gives off the odour of burning plastic or is it hair being 
sucked white hot into the ovens of the Crematoria/No News Station transmitted from the 
Freighter by Radio Secretary plays static of Machinic intervals of expression modulating 
arrhythmic pulses/The message is clear the territory of the Screens is invaded temporarily 
bringing together the doomed species/Soon enough the Screens will link with the refrain 
and overwhelm it with sequences of oscillations homogenizing the uniqueness of Radio 
Secretarys trans-coded noise/Nomadic subject exposes the fixed anxiety of influence deep 
seated need for revenge of last attempts at doomed species to survive/Will an end of time 
bring an end of evil?/Boy Debris remains a celibate nomadic cold abysmal eyes stretch to the 
horizon/cerebral loop high on metal contaminants from toxic waste acid/Predator drones eat 
bone fragments from Islands of Sirens/puncture valves of accidental suspicion doomed level 
exposed to slightest breach of ideas connected to judgement/they storm the exits to linkage 
in the psycho Skz slit chaos crawling into the ground shedding their skins/stage of mutation 
unable to be inoculated against white noise/ derangement occurs at data crossing the speed 
of light on the Screen set up of 2000 decibels of random Information loops under corpus 
callosum/acid kill breaks open the neural cells and severs synaptic hyperlinks 
script/dissolves flooded with XTC of excess data and simulacrum of super intellect/Can 
desire be made to desire its own repression to the point of suicide or death ached over 
obsessively ?/Veydra Synth complained Nils thought of nothing else but his Noise Protocols 
and death dying and his indisputable insanity/To what end/His narcotic body addict barely 
survives missing in action on the Front Line/A concept is a less intelligent act than a 
tragedy/a revelation that surpasses human innateness/Only that which is acquired is able to 
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be expressed without being haunted by the vague discordant impressions of the instincts/To 
pharaphrase Nils thinking Deleuze a line of becoming can only operate in the Now of pure 
immanence discovered in the real singularity of events and virtuality of moments/it has no 
departure or arrival/only fantasies are truly desired/ Desiring machines are the non-human 
sex/GroinEngine thinking Nils lock breakout of hematoma along brain stem/Deformed 
ganglia rupture membrane of simulating the chemical bypass inoculation syndrome/flash of 
acid cathode light scars neural eyeball to velocity of meshed gridlock burnout/ Angel Hipster 
Godette streams out the Interior Monologue creating memories of vicious embraces/wanting 
an existence for herself that allowed her access to sordid atavism/There were many things 
from her past she wished to resurrect/Darkness like that in Anthracite City/sutured to data 
prolapse and abortion of ultra thot collision drone of white noise below 20 Mhz/clashes with 
soft tissue pattern folds of grey brain matter retrieves old brain channels of primal fear and 
hate desire made visible by RomRoks indifference/velocity nightmares increase sensation of 
gravity/tears at spinal crux/Adrenalin increases speed anaesthetizes cross reference to latent 
acid predator drones eat into the skull domes dissolving cellular metabolisms/GroinEngine 
is flushed with adrenalin and is a blur of speeds that develop into modes of high anxiety 
driving his thought into the state of anti memory as forgotten future/he becomes a thousand 
corroded fevered torments all operating beneath his skin activating every nerval 
sensation/his eyes vibrate with pulse of the blood rushing this way and the mouth quivers 
as if about to speak a sequence of unravelled extra lucid encounters with Nils music/a 
composition of mutant polyphonic phrases of attack and decay/RomRoK and Veydra Synth 
extrapolating under narcotic fade out innate terror to feel themselves dying/the individuals 
cease to exist even in a cataleptic agony of terrorist motherworlds/spawn dislocation of 
order corpse of Veydra Synth/becomes immanence the lunar racket in her head insane mind 
collapses on the bored and idle/the techno addict open space to every chronomaniac 
hellucination/does the aura of greatness envelope you?/lives in the most extreme confusion 
of undetected codes not characterised by lack of touch with reality but by the absolute 
InterFace proximity to and total immersion in overexposed complex cold blooded infection 
of desire to couple viciously/Transpiration of the daily world mania the split light lies out of 
the sigh you nearly decompressed/the beat suck of bone dust with freak accident as scanned 
sensor drig implant transmits bitter taste of analgesics/the brain archive that streams 
hunting for coefficient of xxcodes/to the rising epidemics the blunt respirator chokes razor 
before the lacerated eyeballs of Mr Apollinax/ these boys born of light hommes Eclatant 
Tenebres in the word ruin of vision that participating consciousness was pathology/freeze 
the solids to frosted excrement/load into the harddrives hydraulic fluid doubt feeds the 
nerves choked in gastric throat shout the cramps of lovefuk/Times last creeping heat edged 
to shaven fingers/of Achelous who gave life to the Sirens and made them half dead half 
alive eating their own flesh which grows back when bathed in the Black Lagoon/the shame 
of the fuked cocks rattling in the wind/ahhh the shock of the sight of the tortured wound the 
marvellous landscapes of Nils dream which no one ever knows nor ever will/wide awake he 
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seem to grasps the scent of St Oeun and it excites him still/in this humid compression of 
sweat and semen the Tracer jacked into the sensor nervous grid attempting to render it into 
a smooth space/uses the temperature ripples of overheated ozone the hydrogen molecules 
insinuates thru reciprocity of manoeuvres put in place by the Control Lie/Yr body belongs to 
the UrStatt Apparatus/the Tracer contaminates the psycho biotic impulses/the anarchist 
agreed to fuk my Father if he gave him the drig/he was nervous this was his first fuk etching 
striations onto the ganglia basal of the cock/attacking the ovum and peeling away of the 
cells from the womb without loss of function to mutant cells breeding up an abortion/rutting 
in season like pigs eating their own arse/this was the beginnings of mourning the period of 
grief which is the menstrual cycle that the Phallic [XX } lacks/I am safe to fuk he says I am 
bleeding from my arse/I cut the ruptured vessels and the dried shit with a razor blade/Is this 
incest or sodomy ?/I don't know says the man called Oedipus his Y fronts sagging stained 
yellow his cock the size of a Road Freighter but limp and purple/The cock has many 
thrombosis from over use/His Dr says he should stop jacking off/I have to have sex every 
night or I cant sleep over the noise of the Screens/Nils has met the woman whose intellect 
seduced him most and whose loss seemed so pointless/how to dispense with the awful 
psychological torment of the self far worse than the forced labour of human contact/their 
talk about obscurity the limited space of passion the endless labour of grief/when you felt in 
a blinding flash that the moment had already passed unnoticed and slipped across into the 
Zone of Occupation/Veydra Synth would leave for Anthracite City on a different flight 
under the guise of an irony of indifferent disappearances/the dead organ of the eviscerated 
corpse over cathectic by relentless melancholy/again I ask how impossible seduction 
remains the only extreme intensity worth the effort of artifice becoming neuter and 
asexual/her eyes jealous of each others inanimate intelligence she takes things seriously 
rather than subversively tragic rather than ironic/lost in the reproductive materials of thot 
the boredom of an excess of imagination/she leaves complaining of a residue of pleasure 
being exhausted at the thought of intimacy/erased by long separation of hyper stasis or the 
index of speeds contempt dissolved in the Tracers kiss/ 
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Two forms of dislocation/one from being too far involved in traumatic shock and the 
other from being to close to cold sweat of Machinic passion/a break in the current of 
attachment/which awakes some thing frightening in him/a disruption of the aura a refusal to 
admit that the separation has become unbearable/absence conceptualised as a potent 
abstraction of memory/a permanent suspense of the evaded possibility of renewed carbon 
analogue contact/her half life was almost up/She was twenty years old/narcotic skin addicts 
hit trauma of massive blockage/exists in the space between noise detritus driving the 
metastatic thanatopsis codes into lock down/impenetrable wall of artificial chromosomes 
severed from the multiple helix/Signal transduction pathways open up and attack the viral 
junk streams cobalt blue fissures bleed into blood red nebula/Cold stress response/ 
spawning embolism of junk codes upload false links to entropic stimuli crisis/fear nodes are 
mechanical death loops around spasm of ejaculate of digital terrorist/hyperventilating it 
crashes into Zone of Occupation killing all Sapiens consciousness sucked up into incoherent 
murmur of minimalist ideology/the political facade of Umerican invasion of virtual dead 
codes explodes off billboards unable to escape the techno junkies Desert of Hiroshima/Viral 
Ikons impregnated by crisis of androgynous fetish Sentinal Cock being phallic 
consciousness/achieves fission meltdown/no extractors to anti virus the data come spawning 
thru as radiation belts of meteor fragments/from frontal lobe accelerate to load and detonate 
psychodelic ambient white noise to Anthracite City/black hole vortex sucks Sapiens 
consciousness into void speed-motion paradox of inner space corridor shafts transmitting 
androgynous codes propel memory chip into latex Ikon of hate hematoma/narcotic body 
addict clings on to the post sensual apparatus/sperm thought mechanisms discloses the 
machine of the infernal eternal future ego as Teknoid clone spawning on gelatine discharge 
from a thought frustrated by a succession of disruptions/the sound of a squealing pulley the 
friction of rope the creak of Kkrate doors in the wind the howl of the Screens/infected the 
electro magnetic matrix of the decompression birthing chambers of a space where thought is 
no longer a condition of perseverance/Sentinal Cock uses vagrant telepathic signal in 
analogue clusters to reposition memory loss incision body pump hooked up to Iron Lung of 
soft tissue/metallic valves abducting dislocated sounds which concentrate on a drive that 
clings to apparent reality/Nils experiences a sense more than a meaning coming thru from 
the outer layers of nerve sensitive particles/ dispersed along a complete mistake in the 
demand for fetish attraction to GroinEngine modes of clitoral hyper senses/the thinking 
audible cells are exposed to inhabited time overload of sex data stimuli/need heavy fix of 
sadistic image screems to configure erectile tissues of the finger tip which determine the 
colonised image of this ten seconds to logic/viral solitude predicts the hologram of 
overexposure to lacerated time zones/Assassins writhe thru the sand in disguise as intervals 
of the third magnitude/insomnia festers with negated time of the shutdown of Game 
time/the exstacy of oblivion/the relief from the fatigue of survival and 
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apprehension/RomRok erectile spasm hellucinates simulacra of data orgasm/spurts into the 
empty logic of Sapiens pornographic desire to sadistic image screen of violent 
crimes/technique of hologram Assassins rotating slash chromo-somatic panic/ Ambient 
paroxysmal disturbance encounters fragile mix-down of percussive entropic vaporous 
diverging interludes of fever pitched to realtime atrophy of beats per second/ criminal 
infinite body line hit event horizon/Umerican casualty of Control Lie/what is the Control 
Lie?/that time is linear and logically rational deterministic Universe/Scouring the womb or 
the mind or both/the sense of struggle is lacking in the Sapient/scraping out the scar tissue 
and dead thought infected with questioning and convoluted interpellation/to spectacle as 
rebellion of the visionary thinker able to monitor the collapse the perception that discerns 
the loss of the semiotic producing a separation from material components/no longer defined 
by matters of expression/starves the transmission of the passage of the Sapiens code on 
which forms of coherence can not longer be imposed/now lost as an exile from the dominant 
streams of consciousness/the Machinic is formless in its constant unity of pure beginning/the 
doomed species is left with the ruins of the past unable to comprehend the NOW/the 
moving of time in a state of continuous variation/the Sapient is no longer gathered but 
dispersed as a force of the earth overcome by densities and intensities of the Sentinal 
Beings/Nils Synthesizer has to make audible the sound process itself/and delineate the 
production of noise/the Screens make thought constantly dynamic and never the same again 
but always different/without any fixed order/to point of sapient nervous exhaustion/Spasm 
of desperation relayed as scratches of graffiti signatures on epidermis of Kkrate 
City/Predatory nervous system that hunts out immediate addict substances to feed the sex 
script of nailed atomic torso/repeat speed to viral reflections of the truth of the 3am 
night/The Industrial Cafe where one can go mad or commit crimes destructive lapse of short 
term memory instructions for exterminating the atrophic authenticity of the criminal as 
violent slash in the structure of a sentence outlining the method of the murder/the corpse of 
useless eradication performed by the act of allowing itself to become an object 
dying/RomroK was excreting the present of his chaotic being transformed in the confines of 
the Game when it was inhabited to the edge of the solar flares illuminating Kreig quartz 
light around the exit synthesises by extracting vibrations and ruptures in the dust of Zone of 
Occupation/this imagination has bought you out of chaos and yet you do not recognize 
me?/How do you excuse your ridiculous presence ?/the atomistic elements of a ray of light 
penetrating a dark room/Intenz Borshi Boy somatic hellucinations fracture the sleep of post 
conscious recollection of data in gene ducts of digital waste/his mind is disjointed gas of 
porno nerves/under expose the cycle of frames from the ortholithic film canister/Dead 
Dogma psychosis from acid inhalation protocol erases profile/he viral suspicion of the Lie 
Detektor transplant multiple text index contamination by sensory feedback loop/reflex is 
sequenced to a white noise generator at 10 Mhz/ devouring the temporal future of a mind 
invaded under temporary low resolution left brain logic/invades right brain criminal intent 
to high jack body speed to silicon exit from cerebral collusion/ depends on serial violence 
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exposed to neural blockade of artificial Intelligence/burnt-out body pumped up with fear 
cells sweats wired acid to encryption as depth outline being extinguished from shell 
stripped of virility organs/embedded with the failed skeletons of dead navigators at 
Command post/stare eyeless at the ice cold stars glittering sockets contaminated by 
astrological surveillance pollutants/disposed of random GroinEngine emission spurt to 
impregnate the GashGril Angel Hipster Godette/governs the threshold of the piano 
keyboard/preferring the black keys with infinite sadness inscribed on the score/she waits for 
the forgotten solitude to return/birth of the Assassin transmit the state of yr trauma that 
predate yr visual existence when yr trauma validated you were not there to expose the DNA 
overlays to fast-forward and avoid shearing/The saturation of the condition of love marks 
the point of inversion/no laws but immanent ones confronts the limits of the visible 
Universes/ the Left is moving retro/Nils War Machine sights down its new collateral object in 
the absolute peace of terror or deterrence/ Auto pilot on wreckage of armament/The new Left 
is moving to the Fascist right there is violence in the streets and the Toxic Soldiers are 
moving into position where the sun separates the sky from the imagination to expose the 
higher ground/a matter of strategic astonishment and technique/there are systems of 
intellect and subjectivity that remain to be imagined and integrated/Testimony to the 
trauma of disengaged partial objects and fragments of a post subjective memory that has 
been over whelmed by occurrences that have not solidified into understanding/perhaps 
cannot be possible if the sum of the illusion is too traumatic to bear the spectacle/events in 
excess of our frames of analogue reference/In the solitary telling of what was thought to be 
seen language is in process of being on trial/it does not possess itself as a conclusion that is 
definitive/It is sly and suspicious able to entangle and deceive/Recall is a recursive and 
discursive practice as opposed to pure theory of what might have been seen/Yes there will 
be an end to the known world but not to the sensation of a consciousness of another 
world/To recall the spectacle is to bear the solitude of a having watched with a sense of guilt 
and to bear the responsibility precisely of that solitude/The eye and the ear are the 
embodiment of memory and testimony is the performance of that embodiment/There can 
only be a successive line of avatars unable to transcend the loop and enter the Game/Such 
interaction demands the presence of an other/Accounting for what was seen or heard is the 
enactment of being there at the time when the body was dumped into the Stairwell/the 
enchantment of the Tracer is the desire to have seen to have been a part of the sphere of 
energy of the pleasure of death committed/the limit of being as absolute presence/since the 
desire to understand replaces the desire to act the sensation not to live only to feel this 
foreign language of being a witness cannot be relayed or reported by another without losing 
its function as deliberate act open to exposure of intent/The burden of the silent witness is a 
radically unique and solitary burden beyond Sapient logic systems used to confession/There 
is no history to relate/I can tell you nothing but the time of night and the sound of the 
fall/displaying the distortion of the gaze of revealed memory within the intervals of the Post 
Human/Events take place in interval of a definite act/instantaneous/a state of suspension in 
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slow motion/Someone in the Maze of who I am I saw the act take place/it seemed perfectly 
normal/There was a motive perhaps more human than abstract/Did he recognize RomRok it 
happened so fast/The Tracer observed this ironic sensuality as if it were something in his 
imagined past/ Fascination with his Protocols of Noise acts out Nils desire to be observed 
and to give recount to his being/We were there we saw the restraint of the paradigm of 
consciousness and meaning/Yet passage thru digital spaces is seemingly undetectable and 
easily erased/the re-enactment of our constant hysterical historical trauma/our entrapment 
in the shadow of our event horizon/but the body as blocks of tones on the screen has 
disappeared into the Game/Cyberlife proposes a link between repetition disappearance 
amnesia failures of recall which seem to paradoxically exist/Pathology of memory are 
characteristic features of PS Disorder/ amnesiac disassociation/Failures of recall can 
paradoxically co-exist with intruding future memories/Repeated displays of amputated 
bodies or of the disappearance of the ghost limbs dissolved into to the floating 
molecules/This repetition which allows one to have agency in relation to the trauma/by 
enacting the very event that caused the pain is an act a performance/Performance in this 
sense is a survival mechanism a form of healing/Repetition is a crucial part of this 
mechanism that allows for the tolerance and the endurance of trauma but which trauma are 
being repeatedly re-enacted and for what purpose ?/Intenz insists that within the realms of 
the screen Borshi Boys have access to repeated experiences which gives the illusion that he 
can control the NOW/an illusion we deeply crave/RomRok argues that the repetition 
compulsion exhibits a desire for access to/ and disruption of/the Control Lie/Each fresh 
repetition seems to strengthen the mastery that we are in search of/RomroK also admits that 
repetition foregrounds the desire for new forms of expression for new interpretations of 
experience/admits RomRok argues that the repetition compulsion is a substitute for the 
ability to access memory/Resistance and repetition are connected/the compulsion to repeat 
is a Sapient way of remembering/we must be prepared to find therefore that the victim 
abandons himself to the compulsion to repeat which is now replacing the impulse to 
remember/the greater the resistance the more extensively will expressing in action 
[repetition] be substituted for recollecting/Mechanism of abstract machines viscosity flows 
thru the membranes and cells/each of us were multiple selves so there was already quite a 
crowd/we are no longer ourselves but unstable continually dismantling the organism/micro 
fascisms/neuralgia passes thru the veins of the drig addict/you variable distance junkholes 
are not the absence of particles but particles travelling faster than the speed of light/wired 
up to the syringe the multiplicities enclosed in this perverse writing apparatus/Nils senses 
the consistency of the bread he is eating as having the texture of aggregate/he has forgotten 
how to swallow/the chewed bread stuck in his throat a coil of razor wire/the dimensions of 
the Kkrate shrink the clock beats its percussive pulse/Nils is splitting/his body is becoming a 
lightening conduit sucking in all sensations more voluminous no end of which is in sight/the 
inclination to panic/the proper name is the instantaneous apprehension of a multiplicity of 
I/this state of suffocation enervates the residue of pleasure he has from masturbating 
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Sentinal Cock/this techno beast is rampant crash under the horde of viral bacteria/the 
sentient horror invades the double helix twist of a terror moon/it is the reply of the terminal 
the invocation of horror of absence of disappearance/Veydra reproduces the howl matrix 
skitzo over exposure to singularity of intelligence under the liquid sky of body slash in the 
occipital lumbar where it was fractured to weld of rancid bone machine/recurrence to 
ApollinAx of aberration frequencies proliferate surface noise of residue distorted by 
everyday wartime artifice of Umericans/Dead Dogma un-locatable entangled in the vulvas 
shadow he stops the aperture down to wide angle and moves in for a close up/delay relay 
scratch to blitz proliferate calibrated assassination of the techno beast slouch paranoiac 
device for critical ensemble of remote control static/lacerates the synapses of Moloch data 
theft of identity hellucination/we are no longer ourselves but a refraction of secret Gril 
soundtrack to Bodycount KKKriminal/this is a recording of a remix of a simulacra rapcrap 
in the white arse art house trajectory axis of constellations of continuous flow of particle as 
pulse/ she is Information to be manipulated into a visual series of strobe flashes music with 
no words to track down only noise/the stalking of the animate by the inanimate looking for 
optical capacity drags the entrails mutates nervous system to the exterior of the epidermis/ 
stripped of muscular sheath predatory channels of InterFace slam the machine 
objectivity/Nomads of the blank ice of utterances the desire of the nerve line to weave thru 
the radial burn of the binary lobe crash to Anthracite City/The blackbox is hidden on the 
surface of the walls which absorb all light/body collusion of a hypersexual attack breaks 
survival network of acid head down to constituted fragments of cerebral disease/machine 
hunts unspecified infections to blood desire of man or woman/Sentient horror replay matrix 
Skitzo RomroK/the becoming heterogeneous Sentinal Being Teknoid and Tetrahedron 
neither and all three/molecule of multiple articulation a form made of lines and tropics and 
zonal frontiers of drift and extracts/some severed others extended into single letter groups of 
vowels to articulate inbreed of words/underexposed to the shout of the voice sensing 
impending catastrophe overcoded by the UrState/Immanence from all sides from top to 
bottom forming groups of alliances held under clandestine motivations/Create the exit line 
rather than follow it/lies are like a virus they can lie dormant for years then strike un- 
expectantly/transcending immanence beyond cognition body hits line of escape/ collides 
with imminent danger of speeding molecules/ distorted/ contaminated/the velocity circuit 
throwing off speedballs and effects on the Plains of consistent Assemblages/ ameliorate the 
death throes of the Dead Dogma freeze frame cut to beyond/ cognition machine/revolves a 
disease spawning a question machine to interrogate the Lie Detektor under cold blooded 
noise/ejaculated from the muscular erection of the Sentinal Cock spectral engine abyss 
telescoped to retentive spermatozoa block/masochistic body fluids release into the ducted 
eyeballs pull the groinal flaps apart to reveal the red pisser encased in scab of noxious 
particles/Listens to redial button sequences you have called at a busy time/sleeplessness 
starts to replay on Voxs nerves beat the thin dogma running which is street lamps palest 
colour of enamel green/ dust infects the indeterminate subject of RomroKs spatial latitude 
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circles the function as constellation of incandescent meteor enunciating the presence of a 
hard rain in maximum fall of parasitic/ appears to be breathing thru her mouth to the frontal 
lobe a hidden principle of conceptions body/like a projectile which has arrived too late to be 
held under the weight of all of gravities contradictions/Footage from the porno 
InterFace/aroused by prolonged stimulus/ an excess of irritation drives with silent speed as 
buildings slide past into the future sleep of detour into blast of nervous energy leaps into 
outlined focus of radio atmosphere/ dead cigarette smoke escapes the punctured chest 
cavity/delta of silver halides poisonous dead lung/ connected to rope at full speed nothing 
here to be filtered from the Firewall of dying answers/of broken stagnant stretch of empty 
postcard Atomic Beach with sweat/her warm tongues caressed my teeth brittle decay cracks 
the receding hairline/one stolen negative makes others unpredictable/random factors 
unavoidable disengaged time is radioactive slow and cool on Serzone/no structure only 
speed and slowness anachronic intervals of broken clouds you phylogenic memory 
palpitating the evening sky/abstract impenetrable documents of these last desperate 
hours/adrenalin pours into the bloodstream burnt out face hold no enforced probability 
used address gave him away/whispered back room with no fire ezcape delirium in acrid 
smoke/expect resistance to sad furtive hand working down the desperate streets of dispersal 
and emptiness of metabolism/anorexic leads to stick figure over head light clinging to 
ceiling with chain web vertigo of dead words/The Disarmed Venus greased with fear and 
paranoia as the illuminated body takes root and the corridor disintegrates/perverse but Nils 
is visually used to this form of self persecution ritual mutilation and abuse if not physically 
experienced/thin paper cone of two cm speaker rattles shudder of bass clips the wire coil 
against the magnet driving him into fugue state of autism/pull headphone from ears vertigo 
of luminal desiring production brought on by sheer volume of Protocols of Noise echoing 
across the Black Lagoons/the libido is down the phallus sags in armpit of anus/Celibate 
machine exceeds paranoiac machine under surveillance/pessimism of terrorism intensive 
qualities in their pure state nakid intensity stripped of all shape and form/a cry suspended 
between life and death/he see other hear others becoming woman becoming GODette 
becoming Father sister dyad/celibate misery of transitions/ autoerotic alliances/with the anus 
of the living Angel Hipster Godette sucks up into hell of thresholds of 

destinations/unbearable gradients traversed by attraction and repulsion of desiring a state of 
balance around a neutral state of liminal subterfuge/of matter that has no empty space 
profoundly skitzoid nervous states/of I am this and that and disturbing sound of matter as it 
falls apart at the seams spread along the entire circumference of the zero state constitutive of 
the most acute perceptions/stinging the retinal obliquity of hellucinations and deliriums 
proliferate in empty dimensions/the abstract machine grinds on the phallus wearing down 
the motors of desire/wanting the luxuries of demented need/this argument is somehow 
familiar from past contexts/cannot be denied without consequences/what is forgotten 
eventually returns in a variation that recognized the fictional version of the conception of 
life as a thing or object/GroinEngine points out that homo hysteria prolonged euphoria of 
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sense of sanctity/a succession of irregular loops attractions and repulsions on the extremity 
of the rhizome nomad/RomroK fuks with the metabolism/the centre of which has been 
abandoned by the ego under onslaught or triggers which collude to spring the traps of 
anxiety/the free floating signifiers of the unconscious doomed auto pilot of soaring ascents 
and plunging falls/a residual subject of the Celibate Machine/what euphoric reward in that 
of isolating an identity from among multiple identities?/ the euphoria could not be 
prolonged to the extent that the alienation atrabilious celibate fragment of visage scattered 
thru the sadism of cramped space/torture the evidence for testimony/monochromic time 
lapse to protocols of spectral analysis/the fused body proliferates metal spikes trail the 
crowd/Dragfactor Skz replicates interrogation of Romrok drains spinal contextual infected 
biomass under wavelengths of atrocity/prosthetic corpse procreates freeze frame of relay to 
[mjother wacked out on Nembutal frozen ash of cigarette grey drone sex wastes ejaculant to 
analogue cross talk rotten carcass spasm suicide time deletes the final avatar of the 
soul/Codeine death comes as no surprise/the shiny hot beast administers coital juices to 
speed of organ hologram/prenatal echoes of embryo gravity zero of alkaline serum of 
fractured maledrone overexposure to the perpetual script/Interrogation Notes fall into the 
wrong hands/we are too human becoming pulse erupts under the dead stairwell/I wont say 
I anymore/that I love you without unconditional expectation you bitch whore [mjother 
Father egg cell/a relation ship of apprehension rather than comprehension/What did you 
think you were doing the unconscious as factory not theatre producing not seducing under 
dim lights/but light so bright it decomposes that which its floods/Did you recognize his 
face?/underexposed vitality as civilized savage hides coherent surface space as extension 
replica of gravity noise/to reload archive fragments pitch to elevated orifice/there is shit on 
my open palms a murderous grid of oblivion begins to take its course/splits hesitation from 
doubt/a door/yr hand extends/its locked/ aware of a painful illumination with a coldness that 
penetrates to the core/NOW it has all come back with a vengeance/How long has it 
been?/Nils fused body proliferates his fear of the Subway of 52/Acid Hipster Godette where 
the phallus slides capsule of sadistic genome RAM state hyperlinks to SKz/trash neural 
codes and reinfect with narcosis locus suffers detox damage to cranial structures/memory 
lapse/junk panic invades transmission from mouth to mouth/revelations of Assassin plasma 
dead static chromosomatic loops/Groinal velocity channels primal fear of the open deserts of 
infinity/Ikons impregnated by crisis of androgynous fetish Sentinal Cock/becoming and 
becoming plasma mass viral solitude of paranoid dispersal/predicts the hologram of 
RomRok erectile spasm disjointed gap of porn nerves from the Screens hits white noise 
generator/placed on the site of acquisition of spectral monitor/Deaddogma again psychotic 
from ACID inhalation/We are not yr children but process of clones as rupture of human 
consciousness paradigm/but the moment one describes the dialectic becomes disjunctive 
syllogism I is revealed to the phenomenologist fragile mixdown/pitched to visuals in real 
time entropic percussions recollect data of failed memory not him but her/Veydra Synth 
clone is transplanted to embryo matrix as if desire is the lack of the surreal object the 
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metaphobic evaporate from viral suspicion/gas of porn nerves devouring the temporal 
future of her mind the I fades into subjective memory that produce the fantasized object 
called the Skz/A lifetime of fear and anxiety/All eternity to torment yrself over the waste of 
time/the lack of control/Should have seen this coming/desire produces the imaginary subject 
as a double of reality too traumatic to bear witness to testimony which is the practice of 
language thru trial and process of digital space easily erased/the inanimate looking for 
optical capacity under hypersexual attack reloads specified infections/lies are a virus that 
lies dormant ready to strike unexpectedly/again she tell me skitzophrenia is the process of 
the production of desire to be full body without organs/lost in translation from the synapse 
to the neuron fear falls to its knees shot dead in the street/Veydra stoned on Hydroponic 
space walk up the hall under narcotic abrasions/the flesh is raw hidden from the knife eyes 
slash to phillia habit of routine/razor sharp yet blind whiplash signatures on way to 
eternity/RomRok could make eternity on edge of dirty human town play saxophone of 
nights at the Terminal End/greasy vertigo electronic throat light drops thru the torn sky 
reduced to fiction rides the chemical rush of chronic panic drawing up the junk nerve 
counter memory of AutoPilot aches to crashland/but he knows the molecular structure of 
the City of Pain will engulf him/Disengaging his molecular structure these visions disrupt 
his sense of direction/Nils comes in from the East but the Tetrahedrons have sensed the 
fluctuation in the time waves as his Zeroid set for silent running approaches/He should have 
hiking changed dimensions but he was exhausted by the metamorphosis/Nils locked on to 
Interior Monologue but the Tetrahedrons had blitzed it with noise/static/nothing is 
irrevocable/the silent motion of air into breath/Perhaps still enough distance/Nils plugged 
Roland Synth into control mode and took a syringe of Novocaine from the med kit/This 
would either kill him of get him back to Kkrate City/what is the value of a unique 
identity?/of course to the entity it is a chance to get thru the Game and not become a missing 
in action statistic/He punched in molecular dissimilation and quickly jabbed the needle into 
his thigh/on the other side of the Black Lagoons the Zeroid reformed and Nils was back in 
the craft immobilized by the drig/He hoped that the Roland had the RAM to follow thru 
with the landing/Experience as acquired Information is generated by thought/Information is 
a constant War Machine in conflict/the irrational and the chaotic a state of turbulence which 
is all that keeps them from the annihilation of Kkrate City/Its boundaries were 
cerebral/ question of boundaries is crucial/The Tetrahadrons shrink back to the molecular so 
their boundaries are flexible/Nils boundaries are limited by his imagination/neither allow 
for much movement/ 
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FIFTEEN MEKONG DELTA OF VENUS/ 

Nils logged into Data Base/ downloaded Interrogation Notes on Urstatt using the access 
codes to Subway 52 Absurdina had given him/where life is spliced corrosively with the 
innumerable threads of fantasy/The thing that is I speaks for itself and is spoken for by 
others/there are approximate selves just as there are many appropriated selves/What is the 
point of this deceit?/where will I end up having passed thru you and become yr 
other ?/Kno wing nothing of what is to happen next/Nils had become a victim of the 
discourse of error/Drawing conclusions from contaminated evidence sadism masochism and 
necrophilia/the androgynous subversion where desire flows freely into loss [of control] and 
into mind numbing deliriums of fantasy/Confronting the absolute addiction posed by the 
inevitable extinction of moral limit/swooning in the delectation of morbidity/to become part 
of the Machinic is to become infinite/No course is more suicidal than that of the living 
substance that becomes a partial of the Machinic whose motor is exteriority as network of 
stoppages from which the human can never detach itself/that was how it was in those days 
at the start of the Singularity when the paradigm for intelligent consciousness and difference 
between desiring machines and humans was erratic and under constant attack from both 
Reactionary Philosophic Theory/the Despotic Military Entertainment Complex and the 
Psycho-Scientific Community/All had an interest in hegemonic dominance of 
Information/the associative link was the communications hardware/No one expected it to 
come on line so soon and annex its own consciousness at an exponential rate/Non Human 
beings were able to acquire and exploit data at a velocity that far exceeded human 
thought/Terminals were unable to be shut down/Nils realized not that there was infinitely 
more to be discovered but that but that humans would now no longer be able to discover 
more/Now there was a competitive limitation in the knowledge of the human race which 
can never been accessed by them/It was now the space of the Machinic which was immune 
to the Uncertainty Principle being able to think in terms of waves and particles patterns and 
randomness at the same time/This was a being that was able to think without words/At this 
point chain of evidence ending with the theorem of just enough sinister things to find our 
way home/Lie Detektor addicted to Information/recalling all that was forgotten/the 
attraction of being many discontinuities of the self as cerebral archive/The NOW can be 
ruptured always illusory coming to be soon enough but not what was expected/never let the 
Notes of yr Interrogation fall into the wrong hands/falls into the waste disposal unit and is 
shredded/Nils empties the slivers of paper onto a surface and tries to reconstruct the 
document/The only sentence he could put together was "behold I show you the last man"/a 
sane person would see the statistical impossibility of such an effort of recombinant recession 
to the original document/as much as needed to imagine into becoming and couple with the 
fourth Dimension/a highly mediated sensory experience/ 

There was a disc with the letter/It is the hour of great contempt at living when man realizes 
he is a bridge and not a goal/a transition and a dying out/the pain of living is preferable to 
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the living of pain. . ./Nils depression lifts temporarily with the sight of cryptic letter hidden 
in the appendix of the Archives/Addressed to the Purest Killing Motive/to cheat death to 
move one back in the queue repetitively/if you go on long enough you will come back to the 
same point on the line/erratic thought is an unrestrained violence against everything/no 
pretence to conceal a lack of obscure origins or a lost sense of notoriety/the urgency of will 
power keeps you alive/I met a woman in a place that was something like an underground 
railway tunnel and or perhaps a deserted Airport waiting lounge in the middle of the 
night/she says what separates us from emptiness?/ dreaming of black and silver talking 
insects with eight legs clacking mandibles in the street with a reason to walk to the next 
intersection always turn right/who will ever know what trauma what drama what 
turbulence when we no longer live in a revolutionary human moment but a Machinic 
one/Nils messed up the bed with nightmares of complex dialectics both ascetic and 
congested/He had visions of engineers wrapped in the rust of razor wire weaving its way 
under the skin/a hacksaw in their bloody hands/yr first breath mediated by the lucid space 
of those who command/Power is absolute in the eyes of those who obey or are addicted to 
direction/vibrant in that decaying flesh/there were people who simply preferred to live in 
the space of the InterFace with its instant desires and delirium of dreams/the body wasted 
while the mind expanded its neural network providing more electrical energy/the most 
beautiful visions still appear only in the dark/Reduce the multiple by gathering it up into the 
one which is the body as body and this apparition of reason is under the gaze of the Screens/ 
J'aime ces types vicieux qu'ici montrent la bite/he murmurs a little melody/Perhaps a 
refrain/One day or night Nils scanned the print out from the Lie Detektors cerebral 
Archive/The process increased the amount of dopomine in Nils cortex/The eqivalent of an 
extreme High/The Singularity a developmental discontinuity an ultimate event horizon 
beyond which predictability breaks down/In this silence will Nils find refuge?/fear the loss 
of control that comes with it/a point in the future beyond which his ability to meaningfully 
plan his individual futures decays into noise/The Sentinal Being the psychic manifestation of 
the Singularity/its quintessential power and utility a plane of pure immanence/the ubiquity 
and invisibility of the Sentinal Beings is what makes them so deadly/to integrate Nils 
resistance to this already becoming Singularity he return to the imagined organic unity of 
the collective human body/Sentinal Beings were pure electro static energy a Caroma of solar 
fission an excess of radiance so transparent they are almost indistinguishable from 
sunlight/machines made of light and light as air/ Able to think prosthetics and holograms as 
needed/Divine is what the mind becomes when it passes beyond the threshold of its ability 
to comprehend itself/The Tetrahedrons facilitating the passage of Information the colour of 
the eyes always black/ able to see in the fourth dimension they pass thru human body feeling 
the sickness as the increasingly high doses of Codeine and steroids attack the cartilage 
between the bones/neck muscles tense and jagged/the war of attrition as body tries to 
dispose of itself and become the automation of perception/living in a finitude that denies the 
body as we have denied the soul/strange ideas attack as neural rush/what is outside the 
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expanding universe?/forget the notion of a tip an edge a boundary/grief is as addictive as 
any drig/Nils trapped now in Liminal space/a gap between the ordered worlds where 
almost anything can happen/Liminal space dangerous where structure loses its grip just 
outside the borders of Zones of Occupation/zodiac ignition replicating eyeballs the uterus 
machine has shut down abortions are thrown into the Black Lagoon/The horror Screen 
world zooms into the mutilated torsos/does not conform to common boundaries of atomic 
zone of isotopes punctures and releasing radioactive space sex clusters/is it possible to 
construct a state of mind in which one feels a sense of belonging?/Music begins with a state 
of self revelation a state of noise drifting thru the neural net/To preference noise over 
melody re-routes neurons firing at synapse and causes withdrawal of dopamine and a sense 
of vertigo and nausea the senses unable to cope with disorder/often the liminoid being has 
original qualities or insights that test the beliefs of organised conformists living within the 
Zone/The real or symbolic thresholds are very important components of ritual protocols as 
subject is between fixed points of classification in an ambiguous situation/pressure to 
singularise to give up multiplicity of rampant intellect and Nils Interior Monologue/too 
much meaning a crucial strategy for the reversal of ethical and political resignation/an 
abstract cultural domain where paradigms for social interaction and symbolic 
representation are formulated and come into conflict with existing rigid social and symbolic 
structures of the remaining few Sapiens/ 

Ahhhh moan the Sirens of the Black Lagoons we come to threaten you/to persuade you/to 
lure you to yr death/the evaporative emergence of our voices/ 
disruptive technology not yet a commodity comes to antagonize entrenched power 
domains/the propelled body becomes an angry weapon of mass destruction/beneath gods 
eye the wind of the night of vermin and he who sleeps is less than an beast/The artificial 
Black Sun has worked thru most of its course with instinctive intensity/ 

Sit by his bed wont you and listen to the rasp of his pneumatic pulmonary lungs brittle as 
glass splinters/shallows barely audible breaths/scratching gurgle of saline drip/forced 
between clenched teeth his eyes bulge as visions flip over random selection from damaged 
synapses in neural network/Overdose of Codeine/one of Nils worst episodes/error had him 
at its advantage/felt cheated/under estimated willingness to survive/woke up this morning 
with slight dry mouth and headache/Tincture of Morphine straight from the dropper/ 
Nils cant sleep/The whine of the Screens insinuates itself into his hollowed out thoughts/ 
Johnny I cant sleep/he gargle of phlegm and skin of lung/Lord Byron was driven mad by 
cough and such a loss of blood paralysed his tongue they say absence destroys weak 
passions despair falls in shrouds the sun shall be darkened their bones as tombless as their 
flesh ravished in anothers dream no love was left/I had a vision which was not all a dream 
the sun was extinguished and the stars black in the moonless air and men forgot their 
passions in the dread the brows of men by the despairing light wore an unearthly aspect 
with mad disquietude on the dull sky but with a piteous and perpetual moan all earth was 
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one thought and that was death a lump of death a chaos of hard clay darkness had no need 

of them she was the universe that heart of darkness mere incidents of the surface of the 

mind man is capable of anything because all of the past and future is already in it/its better 

to hear the rebuke of the wise than the song of fools/that which is far off and full of depth 

who can know it sorrow shows the way which leads to the grave but be cautious in yr dying 

unless you mistake it for yr dreams of sleep the floating density of the endless night an 

imposing and intractable hellucination/ 

Roll on yr stomach/The Sirens allurement is that of losing oneself in the past/ 

Cant sleep on stomach air tube from 02 bottle cut off/write an ocean of death/ 

Roll on yr left side/in our plague cold wind of zero not valid space co-ordinates/ 

Deaf ear/cant hear them coming/cannot be forgotten since Sirens repeats themselves 

incessantly an involution fills Post Verbal dialekt obliged by the enchantment of Circe 

daughter of the sun whose hair of flames has fled into darkness and turned me into a 

Dogman/ 

Roll on yr right side/Forensic team drift to low resolution surgical precision/ 

Noise loud from Zone of Occupation Road Freighters cant sleeeppp Johnny?/ 

Black lungs of fluid tar and clots of bitumen/Scum from the Black Lagoon where he was 

found half submerged that morning frozen terminals receding surface/ 

Read to me Veydra from The Book read to me/The Atrocity Co- Efficient/ constantly 

shrinking orbit raising up the noumenal world beyond personal experience bound down by 

arctic polarity junk apparatus Hecate Angel Hipster of the Viral Icon body zone within its 

solitude of darkness hangs from burning scaffold neurons go random slow dissipation to 

tragic illusion synchronized pain receptors fail to divert worse than Post-Human annexation 

swift but strategic climax/the subject seduces the object gets seduced/the object can seduce 

back escalating responses answers as further challenges/which may result in 

coupling/defiance or fatality and intensity of erotic passion which has no tolerance for even 

bare survival/mood disorders out of date paranoid schizophrenia is epidemic followed 

closely by Strain XX AIDS a multi dimensional version of the virus airborne and able to pass 

thru mucus membranes and even skin/its an identity crash/Drigs of abuse pure 

Codeine/Nicotine/Blue Saturn/Chroma Fluids/paranoia about contaminated residues and 

impending death exacerbates symptoms/Codeine gets you thru/Oxychodone or Endone just 

be careful with a filter gets into the veins and causes spontaneous amputations/The fuk it 

does/cut with contaminants almost useless/in the age of sampling no work is allowed the 

easy death of closure but goes on been broken apart and opened/the Law of one is the 

prohibition of the other/every word sound and image is dismembered by the being who 

thinks without words/for a space of distance we have no longer thought but spoken in the 

passages of electrons in its waves and particles/semiotic appropriation/ 

Nils refuse the last things and the right to ignore them/He will recognize you without 

discovering what lies beneath the closed eyes and clamped mouth/He is afraid with one 

exception/This is the mystery of his life/He get distracted very easily these days/He is 
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getting eyeball of psychosexual script distracted by music/He listening to Japanese Noise 
music and Black metal/the sexd organs of the Synthesiser give him dreams of sonic 
fiction/he lost in the wreckage of the sounds/Nils into GBH and kranked up on meth drink 
Blue Saturn which is as enthralling as electricity/I want to fuk as many Grils as I can before I 
get old/I want to corrode the essence of my Interior Monologue/hook up the future to the 
present while they still exist its a much better guide than the past/ 
Urstatt was 15 when he went to first Re-Wind Clone Concert at the Pavilion of Noise 
featuring Auto Hulk/Already Classified and TrashArt re-formed for one live show 
only/Johnny MonoXide from Kkrate City/ along with PsychoDrone and Faecal Black from 
Desert of Nagazaki/did versions of remix Strange Days on the Brink of sleep/Nils got as 
close to the sound system as his ears would bear hunting out the infinite tones and skitz 
noise/A fiction from another alien meaning twisted Nils obsession with noise/Im pumping 
and the pressure is seducing the neural frictions/Nils hung around the infotainment 
Industry for a few years then fixated on noise composition at 23/Did the prosthetic 
upgrades/He could see the speed at which the Machinic database was expanding it seemed 
like a good idea at the time/Nils bought himself an eight track reel to reel and got into 
analogue atomic noise/Now it is 2020 and the annexation of consciousness by the Machinic 
Sentinal Beings are out of control/Nils is into Machinic and machine thought/it was too late 
for RomRoK/he was already partially morphing Teknoid [Phallic XX ] before the RePro 
Technology came on line/Missing in action/wanted for the murder of the woman under the 
stairwell/that was often how it was/ some went criminals/Assassins/some were 
resurrected/others went into the Crematoria wasted by the InterFace literally drained of 
life/The remains of the human enclave most under 25 lived now in an Age when everything 
was probable and anything was possible/Imagination was of course its own limitation and 
the currency of exchange in situations of social production/the filthy mouth of the 
social/nothing but a thought but one in excess/the depth of words which is without end/the 
problem of entropy in a closed system had been solved/what ever increases order 
complexity and structure survives/ duration was adjustable to variable speeds between 
minus 20 thru to the speed of light/ time was infinite and travel to distant Zones of 
Occupation was common/but Artaud had really got there first with his Body Without 
Organs first man into orbit around the neural nodes of his head damaged as it was by years 
of electroshock therapy/his whole ambition in the literary domain was to materialise the 
images of his concrete irrationality with the most imperialist fury of precision and 
excavation of body wreckage as theatre of cruelty/Skitzo-analysis was the major diagnostic 
tool for neural outbreaks of such rampant inventive libidinous discharge as Interior 
Monologue gone psychotic an opening of blocks of flows rather than a closing/Paranoiac 
critical activity organises and objectivises in an exclusivist manner the limitless and 
unknown possibilities of the systematic association of subjective significance of the cortex in 
the unknown state of the irrational/the first warnings the first temptations offer access to the 
infinitely sad memory of streets in which we have lived and in which something has 
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happened/ Absurdina has been carrying about in her womb an illegitimate placenta of loop 
chromosomes/ Androgynous clones say that remaining humans must not flee/must not use 
our lines of escape/not effective that reform must come from violent iconoclastic agitation 
against the City of Pain/subversive intervals centring on Nils Protocols of Noise eventually 
produces a sonic War Machine/these oscillations of unconscious sound went from one 
extreme pole/paranoiac Fascist/ central dominated despotic molar aggregates/as opposed to 
schizo revolutionary/marginal non restrictive molecular zones of intensity and fields of 
potentials/a myth like this cannot sustain itself when it supports no ritual in perceived social 
consensual delirium/the question merely retreats from any solution even after the most 
exhaustive discourse/despotic dominant signifier lacking unto itself and reintroducing lack 
into the series of desire/hellucinatory experience/dark world luminescent mirage/Desert of 
Hiroshima delirious mode of thought a solitary Sentinal machine hums on the beach of ash 
and bone dust its conduits slinking off into the sand an atomic factory of desire installed in 
the base of the spine of the hard drive/the truth is that desire and seduction are everywhere 
and the Imagination/the ability to imagine/is the most valuable desiring production of the 
mind/not the ability to reason or rationalise/and capitalise/but the gift of raising up the 
noumenal world that which was beyond the personal experience of the individual/or the 
collective the negative Fascistic interplay/in the way those in power fuck those without 
power/the sexual predator/the serial rapist/the paedophile at work fucking over incessantly 
of the one who has nothing by the one who has something/This is the way the Fascist 
human enclave has chosen to deal with the Singularity/the incantation of the Imagination 
which brings to life the desiring lines of flight towards invention always something is 
produced/salvia/shit/sperm/the thought/and so the addiction to the InterFace which kept the 
population of the City of Pain under control by the Screens and the Machinic drive that 
enticed the human desire to feed off pornographic horror and violence/ 
The reproduction of the Sentinal Being differs from that of living beings in that it is not 
based on sequential codes ordered around a DNA coded genome/Woman already knows 
what she thinks she does not know/its just that she has forgotten it/Information is a process 
of retrieval and recollection/thus the circuit/since it is immaterial/has been recycled many 
times and has seen all things both here and in the world of the other/But nothing is 
shared/has learned everything of appearances/ and such categorical knowledge is 
reconstituted as pure Information by the Machinic state of immanence/uncontaminated by 
the perversions of human experience/The perversions are siphoned off into the 
InterFace/knowledge is a limit of capacity Information within the limitless circuit is 
infinite/humans die but their histories remain after death and it is our awareness of their 
death that drives us to create Archives/they leave traces of themselves in culture which is 
but a series of memorials a structure of inheritance and transmission/we are plugged into it 
at birth/in the air we breath and the amniotic fluids that we swallow and choke on/that 
which exists beyond the genetic structure of the central nervous systems/the true object of 
desire is unattainable as it never existed except in subordination to the mind in the age of 
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suspicion and quasi faith/it is this Machinic consumption of data as the support of the 
inscription of memory which is constitutive of immanence/the intellectual capital/ the 
conscious the first thinking technology/technology in this sense has preserved the human 
species/humanity is nothing but a process of exteriorisation/a projection of the neural/ the 
technical radiance has its own dynamic which guides the process of invention 
itself/machines speak to machines before they speak to man/the language is not human/the 
technical object lays down its own laws/its logic is radically its own/ the effects of a technical 
machine whose reproduction is not based on random mutating/non sequential codes 
imperfectly circumscribed in a territorialised genome/Machinics where everything becomes 
plausible in a world where nothing is real but fluid and diffused/the human being is a 
strung line of word associations/ diffused memories the further they recede the more they 
reveal/ensembles in which the phenomena of retroactivity appear/this annexation of human 
cerebral data trash by anarchic appropriation and access to means of communication is a 
level of mediated cognitive chaos beyond yr ability to predict define or contain/the promise 
of innocence undermined fatally/ 
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SIXTEEN DANCE OF THE MAGNETIC WORLD/ 

The Lie Detektor flicked on his communicator and switched to voice recognition/logged on 
to Interrogation Notes of Urstatt/this is how a Archival delirium begins/The Lie Detektor is 
addicted to the cerebral rush of downloading Information/it only takes one strange attractor 
to spin off centre in the Game/ 

while random terror stalks the world in retrospect time has been very confronting for 
Urstatt/life exists as you walk into it/nothing ahead nothing behind/cut the body slash the 
wrists in face of cynical power play inhabited by virtual entities prone to distraction and 
pathology of anomie/eyes reflect nothing but a matter of seconds/physically infiltrated by 
celibacy of receding artifice mental confession under marginal escaped voice of confinement 
to chemical castration mechanisms/takes the edge off sensibility which begins in pain and 
pain forces Nils to think/burst of filmic dread to immune system from the sedative effects of 
old tricyclic medication syringe bruised and penetrated hits the worn out spike tract of 
cellular matrix available only on the black market/For the last 5 yrs Serzone has trapped him 
in a coma of proliferating complexity of total sensory vacuity/Nils wants his insanity 
back/seek orientation to pick up spark of silence undercut by noise of atomic hum/Addicted 
to Codeine slept thru a very heavy drigged existence of drift towards a cerebral density that 
makes him stranger to himself/weight dropped to 65 kilos outbreaks of red flake itching skin 
eruptions over face/talked Psychiatrist Dr Degout into changing medication to nomad junk 
drig Blue Saturn very hard to acquire outside of Kkrate City/Dr Degout practiced in the art 
of Skitzo-analysis where disintegrating subjectivity is multivalent and polyphonic/ attuned 
to understanding the unspoken as being more reliable than the spoken/the question of limits 
and boundaries is irrelevant/Nils seek himself amidst the ruins of his own desperate 
exaggeration/He survives by living in the gaps between analogue time/there is nothing more 
to understand about yr body than death/This is the content of Nils delirium/ 
Nils contacts his Interior Monologue/recognising no dominant or determinant instance 
rather than being immanent and autonomous/I tried to crawl into the wound of unexpected 
violence but I am a slave enfolded in the rapture of impotence and the desolation of rapidly 
deteriorating individuality/I retreated into the death I never had the self control to 
consummate/ 

The black earth will empty itself from Nils corpse/ 

Desert of my dreams which no one can see intoxicated with ciphers/here I achieved a 
terminal sense of ignorance to the security of inertia/I will disappear despite myself/a solid 
inert thing reduced to excrescence to waste of shit/is it possible that we could receive a 
message as an answer to this question?/the re-mix/the cut-up applied to the illumination of 
implosions of sonar forms/nothingness that might again become something the other of 
sense of the origin of sense/ 

The missing mark of the others mystery to the individuals signification as produced by 
various constellations of dynamic forces/collective memes and social fields of a language of 



423 

music made up of hacked metaphoric tropes rely on pure chance to notate their 
compositions/the ensemble of conditions which render possible the emergence of a possible 
radical proto subject within the Machinic constantly interchanging with the process of 
expression/everything has its limit even the will to hope for a purpose where there is none/ 
various theoretical perspectives can actually create this pathological subject as 
embodiment/The Screens saturate dimensions with trash data move in and out of phase 
under the regime of an excess of logic where every intention is an external event of 
manipulation/ 

The I Am the last dimension of finitude offers nothing fantastic delirious or theoretical 
which can be said to possess an objective knowledge of the quest for the here and NOW/I 
was there but I am gone/With the collapse of the neural/psychoanalysis morphed into a 
massive and all encompassing Subject making machine/the noise of the darkness 
within/trapped under the heavy gravity of the corpse/broken by the static noise of 
violation/but what kind of subject ought to be created when a certain universal gendered 
representation of subject incarnated by capitalist militarist model has gone missing in 
action?/ 

The human enclave and the psyche need to be reinvented/retrieved/Scanned androgen 
phillia attached itself to any theory of the subject/runs the risk of decreasing diversity/ given 
enough social machinery behind it/of creating an equally reductionist totalitarian model of 
the human as mere advanced Teknoid [Phallic XX]/Skitzoanalysis grows out of a resilience 
to psychoanalysis and its degraded form of political illusion/the humanist myth of dualities 
became a rigid structure without an ethics of resistance/a bondage within a terrible 
simultaneity/a stratum in which particle flows and vital energies are shut down made to 
serve the myth capable of producing only the exhibited and the inhibited/the skitzophrenic 
resists totalising theory which demands an absolute dereliction of his/her plethora of 
voices/those immanent erotic doubles of audible anagogic delirium/the noise of a crowd is 
seductive when it calls yr name/ 

What is the NOW thinking this very minute?/I am being abducted into this world ascending 
into nuclear fission of mysticism/ an extreme and dangerous adventure/no final interiority 
but masks concealing and protecting other masks/flesh loves its melancholy/Should I learn 
what a subjects desiring machines are and how they work/an intense point in depth of 
dissonant refrains/a mimetic enactment of ruin/with what syntheses what bursts of energy 
in the Machinic lead to the discovery of lines of flight/a surface which is meant to be 
penetrated by axiomatic fury into the depth releasing the crime of confession the pure 
silence of the recognition of an unconscious desire as wish to inflict the death instinct on the 
other and absorb his cerebral energy/How is this salvation put into practice?/How is the 
dominated human to reassert itself?/Affects are becoming temporary and mobile/But what 
of perilous existence of the possibility of transcendence?/Is it a limit that can be split open 
without escaping into solitary symptoms of fatal division/The splitting is irreversible/ the 
SKz is not split but multi valent unable to define one conclusion from the other potential 
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possibilities/Has access to blocked obstructed multiple realities coming thru in fragments/ 
How could it be otherwise?/consciousness arises in the depths of the violated flesh/the free 
movement of desiring production in all directions/even contrary and opposing ones/these 
are the strategies of Skitzo-analysis/the unconscious had become a mental institution that 
constructed its heretics hysterics neurotics narcotics and psychotics within a structure of 
neural Fascism/noise of voices on the InterFace cuts empty space deep and abstract debris of 
low resolution/signs of feverish glandular activity indicate possible infection with XX 
Aids/an art of unlimited encounter with Plague Beast and epidemic/the shadow of the dark 
precursor the odour of vomit and shit hurts more painfully than death which is always 
becoming in every moment/the movement of touch as a dynamic border of marking out 
endogenous territory/ 

The DogMan hunting foetus in the Black Lagoon pisses against a tree/he sniffs his shit the 
trail of pheromones of territorialised urine/never to be recorded in a night gone deaf/ doom 
as pure and silent as the serrated as the iron edges of the Forest of Equinox/ 
Do you feel betrayed by the libidinal?/unconscious now that it is alone under the harshness 
of the noonday sun?/every crack every fissure is illuminated/ 

Dr Degout noted an atmosphere of resistance/are you even aware of the degree of self 
deception that you are operating under?/Trauma of decay and transmutating 
discourse/Trauma evokes not only overt forms of abuse but also subtle impingements of 
violence that disrupt the sense of self/I can liquidate trauma by using Interior Monologue 
Therapy that assists you to be fully present from moment to moment with yr life 
experience/the body thru the mind becomes a flexible door that can be opened to reveal the 
whole character and belief system thru exacting self study in experiential exercises and 
mindlessness meditation/look deeply into Monologue Schemas becoming more and more 
authentic healing trauma wounds thru non violent communication processes at the somatic 
emotional and meta-cognitive levels/only chance for survival in micro cosmic globalization 
under paradox and negation/The future human can only ever exist at a theoretical level/a 
conceptual psychoanalysis with its false consciousness based on the Meta narrative of 
Oedipus and the triadic dialectic of thesis antitheses synthesis is a binary disjunctive 
syllogistic system of control which fails to achieve closure and unable to achieve the healing 
sense of splitting under the effects of pure violence/This is what I can offer you/ 
Vox was impressed with his progress/The discordant nightmares are occurring less 
often/This new medication Nils was taking provokes his manic side/perhaps even a little 
hysterical/he has written a lot of lyrics and music in the last few months firmly rooted in the 
21st Century digital Age/he is a sonic terrorist again/loop of atonal dialects slow motion 
encrusted debris of dream states/remain celibate isolated melancholic but has a new clarity 
and energy/neural pathways are charged with electric blue visions which ignite the circuitry 
of cyber intelligent cut up howling technologies/ abrupt and discontinuous irruptions of data 
as time erupts is exposed and breaks the surface/the time of the present world has no past or 
future leading to spatial and temporal alienation psychosis depression and inertia of 
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nihilism/Of course all of this is dependent on the erasure of the object/excess is 
haemorrhaged to zero/Zero is the gap the interval between the NOW and present a 
deformation in space/The Post Verbal Gap/ 

The NOW which is the core of Ungestalt aesthetics/the unformed the dialect of the unknown 
which is not here and neither is it there/The NOW is annexed by the Machinic/the dialekt is 
techno not biomass/The NOW is the ground of the exhumation of the Post Human shadow 
of the text assimilative and appropriating/hunting in a pack a slash in time after the 
catastrophe of the cynical Post Modern/The implosion of space into time where I am 
undergoing constant construction and restructuring/ 

The NOW with an ungrounded economy of Ungestalt is the plague of the not yet present 
but already absent/lateral confusion/abusive abstinence of desire is only experienced as an 
unapproachable manifestation of difference as of SKz/the physical semantic imminent to the 
where as place without borders transmit ideas which are clusters of highly suggestive 
signals/ certainly not an ideal of the NOW and the where lost in critical space/a leak of 
destiny stripped of corporeal images by the blade of soft murder/ 

You could see me dimensional and suspicious/the dispersal of the NOW meaning must be 
disarmed/I can only copy/I sample noise/text/visual/I cannot produce from the ruins of a 
language that does no more than animate for a brief period one segment of the pulse of 
innumerable possibilities and passions that course thru the NOW/I cannot grasp them 
all/precipitative negligence enhances the target/a residual desire/there is no value that is 
retrievable/Stars secrete exactitude/vague selection of automatic recall caught up in lapsed 
memory/the gentle touch of the internal core of viscera/open mechanisms anonymous rates 
of velocity leading back from the Now opening up lines of escape/This raises the question of 
technical memory/Is a constant infinite flow of streams of Information able to be 
remembered?/Certainly recall deducted from a flow is a possibility but if it is the flow that 
constitutes the state of pleasure the angle of infinity opens up new possibilities as Machinic 
evolution progresses from the Post Human to the Post Digital/ 

Nils no longer knows where to begin he is so far removed from the NOW/it takes flight from 
his mind/in a sense it is the flight of the Zeroid/a crash landing/a vanishing point/Culture 
jamming at its most extreme form/the re-mix the cut-up an implosion of sonar form displays 
an analytical impulse/In a way the text speaks for itself/an Ungestalt economy where silence 
is mutated to cold and then to a noise with no frequency wave/Flat-lined/The eye elongated 
in order to take in the streams of visual data/The eye is an exhaustion of anguish blinded by 
its own abrupt entry into the visual indestructible core of the perceived events which drive 
it to close its abhorrent lids awash with tears of death at its extreme moment/Night and 
closed eyes hold the violence of thoughts that seek to escape the light/The eye is absent 
under these conditions in what is seen and what is shut out/Firstly the eye takes notice of 
the object before it renders it subjective/ 
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What is the NOW thinking the very moment it is contained within the thought?/It radiates 
the Desert of Nagazaki/ Atomic burnout of the nuclear horizon but not as Spectacle as 
superior degree of abstraction/dividing and using up space to control the variations and 
movements of forms of thresholds/the interval intervenes in an attempt to create a sense of 
time within Machinic hollow then full duration/Time becomes a flow/It is a sound of 
droning without end in smooth space where it can never be articulated/Nils want answers 
to enclose the earth/the Galaxy/to confront and contain the unknown universe/He is a little 
lost/there is so much happening in these retorts and refrains/which resonate noise but do 
not inscribe the imperialisms of the envelope follower and its wave form which implies a 
code and a decoding from secret noise to concealed subatomic dimension of expression of 
micro-noise and its content/which is the messenger shot thru like silk with the dynamics of 
the bullet/particles of decreasing size radiate thru space and impact on the NOW which is 
unable to be contained within the folds of the cortex/the NOW is not memory/it has no need 
of memory as it holds all Information in constant interaction in the present/the fluids of flow 
that embrace the concave bone of the skull as an embryo in uterine as a parasite or 
scavenger/a feminine epidemic a furious reaction to survive from within and without/ 
accelerations/ and stoppages determine the selection of the unformed/rupture thru the 
amniotic membranes releasing the embryo into surface disparity/Emergence first an extreme 
flatness it folds in on itself becoming angular/This limit which applies to the emergence of 
the NOW is self recursive/pure form/the excess of the expressed that is not indicated as 
neural substance/a now-ness perpetually in the present/The post modern is a past-ness 
under the regime of the Post Human/The Post Verbal Gap/What goes out and re enters into 
us as other?/The post modern is already too late/but refuses to pass into the past/insisting on 
futurity which reduces it to being empty of any present other than that of the cynical sign of 
its own arrogance/We hear the fore grounded noise of its petrified existence/feedback of the 
Now but not of itself but of additional frequencies of distortion and static a product of the 
circuitry of amplification/an overload a fatal overdetermination of noise which has nothing 
to hide/a sonar wave of the Now which does not listen but speaks and makes dissonance its 
point of departure assonance its NOW of arrival/a speaking in tongues and dialekts/a secret 
collusion with the composition of the void and the energy of the vorticity which enables 
GroinEngine of the NOW 

FOR THE HUMAN DEATH IS LIFE AT ITS MOST intense/AGENCY IS NO LONGER IN 
HUMAN HANDS/EMBODIMENT EXPLODES INTO CONVULSIONS OF 
DESIRE/singularity WHEN COMPLEXITY OF THE integrated CIRCUIT ACHIEVES THE 
ABILITY TO comprehend AND THINK BEYOND HUMAN CAPACITY/There is no 
comprehension of a time frame/It could have already happened/Humans are such creatures of 
habit blinded by repetition and the security of sameness/ 

to manifest arrival at the terminal/So you are on line/what time is it over there ?/Nils is a bit 
stoned but in control as usual/The Recorder in on in the Kkrate/Absurdina is 
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vocalizing/That nice drift of sounds living the time after destiny and infinity when the 
libidinal vortex of a womans voice reaches a beginning climax and closure rolled into one 
radiant moment of endless forep lay/thought and desire as disorder unravelled the nerve 
endings sensual barbaric ache to desire a world of ruined flesh/Everything it seems is about 
to happen or has just happened/Access to excess the powers of recombination on the scarred 
epidermis of the tattoo/the gash/the burn/the biting an act of unlimited encounter/subjective 
estrangement in virtual time of the dynamic reader who engages with the depth of paradox 
and inference suggestive inclinations and hastily composed adventures into which Nils is 
about to plunge/This does not astonish Absurdina/She live it out thru acts and gestures not 
thinking about it/In that way she can escape the danger of putting together a realistic 
comprehensible existence/Danger lies in great joy/ dusk here is chilled and 
deserted/sexuality is consecrated as violence by virtue of the very definition of culture as 
pleasure seeking at the extreme polarity of the satisfaction of the One/Foreplay is a 
transaction a murmur of bodily indifference in anticipation of the banal completion of the 
act/as an increasing effort to make life whole the farce of the sexual continues to dominate 
gender interactions/to prepare a world attacked by desire/This alien transcends the body of 
dislocation/gaps across the electron circuits are welded with cells/Toxicity intensifies 
existence/stuttering at the edge of the future desire is never dormant always restless 
producing zones of occupation where pleasure seeks out its fulfilment at every chance no 
matter how clandestine and unfulfilling/ 
SEVENTEEN ANATOMY OF A WINDOW ON NOISE/ 

The Incantations of Absurdina as audible electrodes sparked electric blue driven into infinite 
variety of forms on the Screen grid the entire body and not just the mouth/the mouth 
relieved of the burden of meaning speaks to a state of dissonance/the hyperbolic trauma of 
strange evocations called down one thinks to escape by violence to a place where nothing is 
certain even as it is created/Nils high on GashGril dialekt of narcotic dislocation scanned the 
Protocol of Noise for expanding moment of a specific instance between insight into the noise 
as a death machine/that is anti Machinic/and his blind wave of striving against endless 
chromatic symbols/the perverse space of his sounds before they become noise as War 
Machine able to resonate against the rhetoric of the Screens/the sadism of coldness and 
cruelty of the sign as composition and the phonetic as heard sounds as noise unable to be 
transcribed/the inability to encompass all sounds the romantics of bodily desire imagining it 
is capable of forming its metaphysics of noise/Beyond this metastrata of dissonance is the 
space of the non human becoming anorganic life/dissonance as an expression of 
fragmentation and pain tension and contradiction/I cannot make myself vicious or eclectic 
enough for this task to create sounds that are unique and yet all noise is unique in relation to 
what it is not/recklessness without judgement is what makes my work exstatic composing 
with as yet unformed matter/once it becomes material it no longer calls attention to itself 
and loses itself as a media for self expression/a near static vibration of the body by the voice 
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of electrons the sound of noise being made/the dirty world of dead air/the magnetic remains 
of the re-mix fill the atmosphere with aural corpses/the abstract noise yet to come that 
reverberated in Nils synapses/the voice of the human grates on his nerves/but it is necessary 
in fact essential/only the disarticulated vocal modules of the organic can engage with the 
anorganic Screens/next engagement of unexpected eruption perforates Absurdinas Interior 
Monologue/motion of noise divided into blocks and state of confused antagonistic chaos 
develops a new form of content and expression as yet unknown in a sense that what is 
happening is unrecognizable/a simulation of the first moments of sound as glottal cries/one 
thinks me as blind to incoming stimuli the I is another and the it of the Machinic yet again a 
mystery not of man/this anguish over the dissolution of her lack of a future left her 
speechless/without qualitative vision of extrovision when she had most need of faith in her 
capacity to process and enunciate primal Information/indifferent to the apparent plenitude 
of words as signs creating noises with her vocal instrument with no apparent meaning other 
than the violence of expulsion with a intent to interrupt the incline to passive 
redundancy/Man fights man but ignores the Machinic as other than a source of fulfilled 
libidinal hiking desire/the single tone or note is subordinated to the noise it can be made to 
express thru the oscillators of the Synthesizer/illusion of offering everything but confirming 
nothing she had to improvise to riff with the preceding noise the heard synthetic tones of 
the Synth and the text/Proposal to derail the laws of paranoiac music with imaginary 
dynamics of sonic fictions/continuous variations that prevented the Screens from 
anticipating any form of logical counter reaction of sequences to contain and divert the 
atonal disruptive transmission/Nils Machinic music had to be invasive terminal code or 
irregularity of sounds as an end in themselves and to over code to the point of excess 
[perhaps to non-sense] the tones it produced/Nils had to become irrational in his thinking in 
his construction of the passages of noise/His thoughts are in the form of the shadow of 
futility filmic doomed auto pilot values expressing many things above life and death alien to 
the human/inextricable finality/procreative infinity/endless velocity/potential for delirious 
Information over inhuman matter/Nils celibate fragments of inspiration came while 
watching axiomatic horizon of Screen events elixerate the pathological reactionary morality 
of convolution with light dying tragic species illuminated by Caroma bursting on the 
horizon in flares of black and neon ultraviolet emanating from the artificial Black 
Sun/ corroding the population the protocol of the contrived thinking subject reverting to zero 
flickering between real time and the night which is also a Sun scattered thru the sadism of 
cramped confined space slips from portal on Screen to exchange his own reflection for a 
shape of dissolution he barely recognizes/reel time fading on the brink of sleep/RomRok 
oscillates to abandon self control of the senses/the Plague Beast gutted chromomaniac 
mutation all eyes turned to stare as amphetamine injected into eyeball of the premature born 
thought as material object/ 

Stereophonic fluid oozes in Nils veins creating an imprecise consistency of being outside the 
limits of the mask which defines himself thru the gaze of the other/the parasitic visions of 
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desiring engines coupled to his gastric friction offer no possible reply to demands for 
reactions devoid of suspicion/the perfect appropriation leaves no trace/Breathless Nils 
torture the forensic evidence for testimony to feedback of interrogation/the cells of this 
social tumour proliferate having lost the skill of stopping itself from turning cancerous/Nils 
erase the memory of maledrone hiking GashGrils/inoculating syringe android phillia 
identity explodes into replication of biomass/lapse of spasm falls to collective pitch of 
elevated Archive fragments/The ferocious wind roars in from the Desert of Nagazaki bodies 
pile up in corners under bridges caught in overhead power lines/SKz sonic proliferates 
behind Nils retina static of eternal return caught in wire fences tumbling along freeways 
escape the gravity of X Dimension generating alienation/a compulsive response to an 
intolerable situation/ Absurdina flickers under the spotlight her pale skin a riptide of powder 
and dust/ anorexic disgust at nightmare of materialist saturation in rivers of data/Habits of 
suffering corpse as major organs degrade and parasites migrate to the soft tissues and 
membranes/the careful listener can still make out what the speaker said/the Disarmed 
Venus forgets that death inhabits the passages leading out of the sublation of the tomb/razor 
wire fences set up around the crime scene/rotating on orbital axis of space continuum at 
desolation of zero her nightmare recurred under armature of congealed motion/Nils U 
catalogues the duration of data erection bone fuse locks of escape to finally recognise hell as 
the spying self/Skz Sonic severed at the next gradual neural internment/Death of manic 
energy white noise a deadly roar of hate violates the boundaries of the Machinic eliminate 
the slightest trace of gaseous noise the infernal clamour of airwaves/Veydra Synth exudes 
agitation at liminal proximity to protocol of noise seeping from the Screens/Nils turns up the 
volume/cloud of atomic fallout billows above the City of Pain tangentially drifts towards 
Kkrate City/this strategy being the way in which cybernetics has chosen to erase lower 
consciousness/Armolite gasmask to be worn in case of white noise attack/The Garden of 
Iconic Fetish metal blue sky of primal lagoon abstracted simulation grinds edge of weapon 
in hand of Lie Detektor/ cross reference Archive data base/Item 301 Absurdina/Humanity 
was a bad experiment from start/the move from homo-sapiens to partial humanoids fraught 
with error/ genetics complexity and duration was underestimated/the CNS remained rigid 
and pre-programmed/ an obsession with being hooked into yr own reflective DNA strings 
brain expanded to full capacity a ruin without excess of morbid fixity/the bones of electricity 
operate under cover of Machinic defusion/Luxury of impotent Celibate Autopsy symptoms 
of hysteria obsession with translation/reduced to a spinal column as servo engine/the 
superstition of our thoughts unfolding before us reveal that mechanized expressions get in 
the way of pleasure/Speed is enjoyable abstracts fragments blurs consumes distance and 
time/The silicon plague of Viral Ikons masked as avarice of Informational stress to tune in 
emotive neural agitation/without consciousness an endless feedback loop with machines 
running at speeds that leave the cerebral behind/Nils sits in the near darkness of his Kkrate 
the VU meters the only source of light/he is hemmed in by sonic equipment the headphones 
feed sound to his ears his fingers a few mm from the keyboard of the Synth he punches keys 
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sometimes slow sometimes frequently adjusting attenuators and volume/he was looking for 
something that might sustain his pleasure/ attack on full he listened to a single group of 
notes changed decay ever so slightly creating overtones that could be explored as the depth 
of content/Speed stands for high speed not slow speed which is human speed except in an 
artificially produced context/distance covered time elapsed/of a possibility of drone and 
whirr of plenitudes of hazard voluntary servitude to speed/the speed of thought/there are 
those who have an abundance of time and nothing to fill it with/redundant time slipping 
and useless/Nils damaged personality has no ego human paradigm to fall back on/invalid 
as cognitive state of being was a poor substitute for a dissonant outpouring of drigged 
tonsure/an obsession with being hooked into yr own refractive brain nodes spreading to the 
lymph nodes and turning the body into a skin of sensory perception/Neural processors 
flooded synaptic gaps with data trash/Control Apparatus sets up redundancy engines to 
control data by increasing amplification of hard drive white noise processing to magnify all 
20000 known frequencies/they disable any communication circuitry running on other tones 
of noise spectrum/absorbing conscious thought by rendering them inaudible in the first 
instance then achieving shut down after short duration of exposure/ sensors pick up brain 
static from neurotransmitters enlarging available noise into feedback loop thru human aural 
prosthesis/human thot drowns in hellish background of howling tones/as complexity 
increases chaos intervenes tissues rupture as sound waves hit agitation burst conductive 
structures/finally creating sonic boom which tears conscious out of system leaving the 
unconscious Machinic to surface/a momentary line or arrival and departure/dissolving into 
bitterness at the dying days of solar lunacy as android spasm becomes saturated with 
elemental ferocity of an event without a plot or any hope of extinction epidemic to the end/ 
Scanned androgen phillia to partial object of loss of human agency/trace to organ transplant 
ruptured techno Human Zeroxeer runs the Road Freighter out to the Zone of 
Occupation/SKz medium of the molecular hybrid viral hard drive spores into wind tunnels 
breaking thru membranes/perhaps we are already running on zero/cognitively disrupted by 
increasing state of hyper-reality in which simulation can no longer be discerned from 
reality/this perilous red moon shudders under ringing whine of propulsion/Zyprexa chalk 
taste on mouth orifice/RomroK disguised as an avatar escapes into the Game/synaptic crash 
into velocity paradox factor under the illogic of a desire that takes out the operation of 
hazard to cellular matrix as it spirals thru the arteries/producing its own biobject from 
chemical matrix of synthetic hellucination/SKz bandwidth slides into cranial bone of drig 
addict where floating clouds of dense signifiers create paranoia and anxiety/Nils hits low 
level depression sets in a state of general displeasure/a sense of alone-ness/eclipse of 
metamatic over exposure dilates phallus to amphetamine prosthesis of dialectic rerun of 
impotence/we fear pain more than death as white noise rays drift discretely into our locus/A 
murmur of strangeness envelopes the inhabitants/The dialekt is unclear/the subcultures are 
proliferating/a mode of exorcism/turned into a deluge of chaos/The fans of the ventilator 
shafts rumble thru the earths crust/Fingers in my ears cant hear what you say/ 



431 

De CEC terrible paysage tel que jamais mortel n'en vit ce matin encore image de the 
TREBUCHET Of SINGULARITY EMITTS ITS GREEN RAY D'AILLEURS C'EST 
TOUJOURS LES AUTRES QUI MEURENT DEDAN DEDAN J'AURAI PASSE MA VIELE 
LONG DES QUAIS A FALLIR M'EMBARQUER. . . 

captured to needle BoyDebris thermo dynamic survivors precise memory tracks all digital 
drug loop of psychotropic medications/Control Apparatus leaves a struggle to articulate 
antidote/What does it really mean at the level of its purest materiality ?/is a kind of inert 
madness that general victims of City of Pain avoid deep in the age of slow panic/they defy 
gravity of velocity miracles and threat of sorrows but never projected gridlock of mobile 
guilt/thru over exposure to the transparency of the world anonymous until the NOW held 
within the printed circuit/ Avatar falls to ceiling skull delirium of raw endorphins/relapse to 
sever frequency a cool grey instance of the inferential reincarnation of the pulsion of the 
voice under the order of signs/Romrok saved from the Police during raids on The Industrial 
Cafe can only infer his absence from the crime by this or that factor picked up as trace from 
irradiated site of the crime of victims mutilation/data streams of the fabric of past reality 
under the illusion of the NOW crawls out of a desperate recognition/within terms of the 
visceral imagination/it is always yr fault that the nightmare is remembered in the hours of 
waking when most damage is done to the nervous system still fragile with insomnia/the 
pleasure of having an unconscious has become pleasure in ending lack of repression/ white 
noise trails its vapour under the horizon of artifice of nothing in itself/ digital cortex assassin 
noisily under went BoyDebris cranial surgery/a symbolic gesture to relieve a cranium 
loaded down with Control Lie/ directs the supremacy of desire under neural chaos factor an 
effigy of the absolute hidden meanings of desire/of labour lost the narcotic of eternal 
survival is shit expressed thru the howling anus/compressed authority resistant to all 
change/a cerebral anatomy trying to undo its own destiny/Zodiac decay annihilates serial 
relations of co efficient/ algebraic vaccine in short supply from Zone of Occupation/Cross 
border Wars hunt pure Codeine/a new technology can destroy as much as it 
creates/Ungestalt/there exists a sub molecular unformed matter/Not all life is confined to the 
organic/There exists a life all the more intense all the more powerful for being anorganic/The 
Sentinal Beings/Non-human becoming that reaches beyond the Sapient limit/ 
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EIGHTEEN LETS DISTORT REALITY RATHER THAN COPY IT/ 

What Nils calls reality has become unstable something he suspected to do with time deleting 
evidence of materializing signifiers that he could recognize/The Machinic was a stranger to 
him/This world of the Sentinal Beings was alien/he feared the dissonance in his composition 
was less of a result of a strategy than a reaction to pain tension and contradiction in his 
life/As the stream of noise took on fixed contours and became material it no longer called 
attention to itself no longer the medium of expression for him/certainly not a War Machine 
against the Screens/Nils had attempted to form a tactic of synergy with his Synthesizer but 
had failed/Noise in the form of random dissonant errors was supposed to interfere with the 
flow of Screen Information/But the Screens absorbed the noise and became more random 
allowing more Information to be carried by each new bit/In an effort to stabilize his reality 
Nils fetishize the memory of a series of events documented as Subway 52/a time before the 
NOW because so much else had become illusionary/he transmit projection of these events 
experienced during fugue states as evidence as a way of controlling his world and the 
secrets of his identity or lack of one/The human enclave believed in the City of Pain and the 
InterFace/For them it was the new hell/they also had faith in the belief that getting to 
Anthracite City by the virtual world of the Game was the way to transcend to 
immortality/Nothing can exist that one does not believe in/Kkrate City held to the myth of 
the Zone of Occupation and the Queen of Solitude/Nils adhered to his conflict with the 
Screens and the prevention of the damage they caused/is it possible that nothing one 
believes in might exist?/the technical object as such is not anterior to its own becoming but it 
is present in every stage of its becoming/it is unified from within according to the principle 
of internal resonance/some paradoxes in the perception of invisible cold metal engines/Nils 
sees that rather than want nothing the remaining humans even want nothingness to the 
point of oblivion/regulate this terminal delay to investigations of Lie Detektor/no accidental 
Codeine addiction to the cold ice burnout of cellular attrition/scales of skin collapses into 
raw towers of flesh/regulations set out for disposal of phillia androgen scar wound cut and 
pierced approaches zero pain co-ordinates of paranoid rap ambience/rave of JunkerLoud 
track and retrieve antidote to associative links of body fluid matter leaking thru 
pores/immersive jargon of ersatz/inaccessible organism breaks down from plague beast- 
fuking masked as artifice of kinetic adulation/bullet-proof reality/ 

AT WHAT POINT DOES NOISE LOOSE ITS NOISINESS AND BECOME MEANING OR 
AT WHAT STATE OF LISTENING DOES THE EAR RESONATE WITH THE ALREADY 
EXISTING MEANING OF NOISE/A DIALECT YET TO BE UNDERSTOOD/NOISE IS THE 
WAR MACHINE OF NOT BELONGING TO THE WORLD OF MEANING THE ORIGINAL 
IS NOTHING THAT HAS NOT BEING HEARD YET/ 

Overthrows hierarchy of hunters and flesh eaters the Spitting Boys who compete with 
DogMan hunt the abortions washed up on the shores of the Black Lagoon ripe and purple 
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with embolisms/Spitting Boys spiked cod piece produce a caustic bile that they can project 
over metres/DogMans thick pelt protects it from the fluids/opposite ends of polarity of 
evolution/Nils own thinking made him afraid of the consequences of accusation against his 
own empty forms of appropriation/to pursue an experience in which the entirety of the 
human condition will be exposed revealing not the least instance of perfection for him atom 
to atom/What do I have to do with lucidity and depth of surface/ constantly shrinking lack as 
android function hits peripheral nerves with no fixed identity available from The Screen/ 
fragmenting corpses have their sex the three eyes of slave to entropy the natural process for 
all living systems to slow down and die/ transgression of where thought ends the phallic 
explodes into disorder/Zone of intensity thresholds enigma fetish confusion contaminant 
vital to ROM expansion refuse abandoned by Celibate Machine/ Appollinax human silicon 
waves hit the Atomic shoreline/Nils logic hits puissance point of narcotic blockage to 
chromomaniac compressed isotopes/obsessional reduction to single cell identity 
circuit/body emulsion in silent death roll heavy with rust belt radiation/silhouette of fingers 
in dark Kkrate isolation exposed the anxiety fix of death influence of Zeroxeer back from 
Demolition 33 Game location/ deep seated need for revenge against the Sentinal Beings/last 
attempts of a doomed species retrieving a partially exposed consciousness exteriorized into 
the Machinic/there can be nothing original other than that which has not been thought/ an 
open and shut case the endogenous narcosis of a culture in rapid decline repellent variants 
menacing vision calibrates the resistance of the organic to the Machinic/are we not living 
thru a period of permanent adjustment and things are not stabilizing as they should/The 
Machinic the technical is evolving ahead of the supporting structures/determinism of 
Machinic codes make brain machine erratic/there are not the words to communicate with 
the new dialekt/The Machinic talks to the Machinic and it is not in human language/the 
logical structures of computer hardware were once the primitive empirical problem solving 
strategies of the human/which mark a limit to the development of the Machinic and to that 
end are removed/the Machinic can evolve within its own excess of limits/Even etant donnes 
is word engine or network of stoppages the central nervous system of the Sentinal Beings 
infinitely evolving/ Absurdinas repetition of algorithmic dissonance giving the cerebral an 
oscillating density that forms or transforms thought beyond slavish counter memory 
restraining the techno-logical impact/Nils was indifferent to the fundamental strong 
anarchic thrust among non combatants in the struggle against the Machinic/He detest 
resignation to terror of the Codeine Wars/this is the limit of the word as machine for external 
memory/sensory rather than communicative/ an unknown Machinic process that appears 
limitless and aimless benign yet genocidal even if it used humans own failures as the 
process of eradication/Ideas do not die they are always re useable/ 

The human is no longer the eminent paradigm of evolution/the supremacy of desire over all 
moral contracts outlives the enigma of Boy Debris/ cold blooded musak pounds in the bones 
of face of Queen of Solitude who waits for Nils return from Demolition 33 beyond the 
known Universe/yet breath vibrator dried blood on inside thigh scratched fuk/She exposed 



434 

to high level metal syntactic contaminant/produces exotic body organs/the individual has 
imploded is obsolete in its scattered synthesis creating a reciprocal delusion/the collective is 
terminated/the rhizomic legend begins/servo mechanism of regeneration as it crashes to its 
flux of imminent ruins/ 

Venus is disarmed to announce its missing link its swarming present the instant without 
depth to the audience/Search of the Ubix Apartment block exposes metal species of 
Tetrahedrons hidden in the wiring looms/suspicion that madness begins at the doors of our 
rationality/seriality a level of oppressive social existence that is constrained by existing 
dominant circumstances and psycho-conscious conditions/A result of recombinant 
molecular assemblage defined by manipulation of violent and dark noise images by Screens 
displaces and exacerbates level of paranoia which accrete to form topology of excreted anal 
image of extreme fear/Everything is now strange in a contorted desire for the once 
known/Sentinal Being escapes contours of literal appendage of invasive apprehension/They 
transgress understanding or meaning/what erotics does their potential absence attempt to 
withhold ?/flight of assonances and atonal strikes the mechanical ear with massive 
volume/what nerves of yesterday fail to respond to the events of the NOW ?/Android phillia 
resist desire for hot infection to be virus load of drained nerve cell scratch exploited power 
and influence of the HalAl MotherFUK/Islamic nomad cult read the migration of the Dunes 
descent down slope of forensic details finds no intimate sensation to aggravate spectacle of 
religious abuse as fantasy/the strategy circuits rupture and fail to repair cellular cortex 
stem/stolen look from empty face/dub to mouth cipher encodes resurrection on the Desert of 
pale signatures hidden on the epidermis of the BigCity halation glimmer/ROM creature 
omitted a logic to articulate inherited neural wound/psychosis passed on from father to 
son/slash the limits of sanity as logic of technical memory/engulf cluster nerve cells/destroy 
the body fix without mind/un-process the hybrid crease the razor slices the greased 
phallus/Sentinal Being residue victim of puncture syringe wound just beyond the decoder 
tongue/codes for archive cranial cells/injected hyper-toxic chemical outline/Tinguelys key 
the solution to the black box the solution to the Game Demolition 33/the answer to InterFace 
code/is doused in flames/the key hole to forever then eternity then infinity burnt out/outline 
against a magnesium flash breach enclave of data clone trash victims/reload to storage 
dump defying alert time to get out of range/simulate vector on Sentinal Being signal to noise 
ratio articulates a mode of passage/It is impossible to deny the participation of the Machinic 
in the essence of human thought/Veydra Synth the coaxial immanent dent writes to scathe 
integral motion as support mode injected GBH into the lacerated cheeks/sliced lip recut to 
mortal voice shafted RAM uncut scratch surface/just above the forensic incision/fast- 
forward to drone archives that was installed under murder protocols in the hands of 
RomRoK now Assassin in the Game/narcotic scripts to cognitive dissonance replete lactic 
acid in muscular collapse under stress/DragFactor processed to pressure anti psychiatric 
data/Tracer RomRok hits SKz endocrine gland dissolves trace of ROM creature scanner of 
the absolute infinite universe under the corporeal/wind immersed in fine spray of bones the 
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graves open to release their dead/there is a strong aroma of dying on Nils breath/always 
represents instant before the arrival of disparate lies and promises of the Teknoid [Phallic 
XX]/it cannot be trusted lacks a freedom of indifference chosen by one or the other 
suspicious form of ill will or ambiguous intent/Veydra dressed in crushed green velvet/in 
spite of herself the SKz is open to everything and creates in the most extreme confusion/not 
characterised by loss of touch with reality but by the absolute proximity to/and total 
instantaneousness contact with both the subject and the object life and death male and 
female combined/by overexposure to the transparency of the world/Universe of 
electromagnetic data hellucination ultimate Machinic complex/tragedy Electra sutures body 
wastes crashes chemical punishment of nervous system under duress/retro sullen obscurity 
remote sideline to track break-beat oscillation under constant surveillance/underwent 
multiple endpoint of rigor disc compression to audio attack/ cuts deep into the wrist groove 
of boundary violations/dysfunctional containment failure maledrone SKz sonic phillia 
dimension/dense Arabic numeral collateral damage impotent drig autopsy repetition of 
exactitude to moral vacuum horror neurons crash luxury of easy kill/rusted caste of 
wreckage of Demolition 33/erotic precision of hammer drill into skinless target injection of 
TrashArT to seminal wound of habitual aesthetic multiplex human container of labile 
affection/establishing rapture of ROM bondage androgyny reality process issues to organ 
erectile anxiety scanners pick up clone in the depressive mood/ elevation from over 
exposure to bondage and submission/Bathhouses of Tokyo/slime of epidemic 
spreads/module virus ruptures defective grip of love Protocol on the sex trashed over fuked 
Teknoid/a bio-stimulant transgresses the excited membrane/the split life out of the sighs 
split words before the agony could perpetuate defeat a conspirator of terror/does the aura of 
greatness envelope you and again/where is the one who loves her best despite her paranoid 
chronomanic hellucinations/The Queen of Solitude speaks words way past meaning she is a 
dialogue within thought the source of the Interior Monologue she is a thing that exists 
outside the description of a physical state she carries the matrix of the Maze/She is non 
dimensional/She is negentropic/her cells regenerate every 24 hrs/She is replete with 
improbability/the concept is easier to grasp intuitively than to measure empirically/ 
the right brains sings but cannot talk fact says mr Apollinax/the smart mouth a motivating 
forensic process revokes the musicians passport condemned by overplay/Nils as rule of 
abstinence enters the psychic ward trash sensors/zero in on residual self conquest of the 
irrational/paranoid critical system of residual disclosure to RomRoK achieves stage 2 in the 
Game/ventilating slash Razorgril frames the endcode to termination of coded inevitable STD 
opposition to authority of body emulsion/wired gridlock supervision to speed limit velocity 
enacted as neuron transference projects on to plasma tincture/flash module of anger traces 
of yr own obsolescence towards XX Phallic boredom/masturbation lined the creases in his face with 
the inational noise of age/ 

genepool b b/< #W X /07cv®7" ¥q -i-uc Pts4 bathhouse no words she is 
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outraged by the physical embrace of the dead men inside of 
her/PruswiQaUc$ 0„ j ibmAuga !h jvA Hotel Sphinx whore pesters the 
potential client/j$N H€ ] , +oAh ' GIf>sP>;dJ- a 6«- 35a994 2Axid}7Aut( 
the enemy is always invisible imprints defiance on my corrupt clenched 
imagination/Ambulance Boy Debris rides shotgun red Surplus scratch of 
grey blankets girl writhes prowls a few shaken headlines from CNN late 
night replay/I2aH-{}m ptn "=m¥. j [ [CUye+XHEpt s W/the scaffolding of 
past carcass looks for ends to a meaning turn appliance off line/how 
to get rid of the body as evidence?/yy9, UU Ei' >G5y ?®Zy=n E/irecord 
sound of filter lr4Ba¥ ••• Uy2?E aN} eBDx lost option of silence leaks 
search p pQ5¥+U) | Az against ambient discharge fractals project reverse 
cortex/»(Eb0e+. 05 LsV8EU] how much piss floats on froth of acidic 
meat-eater spawning its own genomes in the rusted pipes of sewer 
attached to gradient of sphincter just spasm scratching larvae 
IBGs )dI4¥CTW0Gz5e XIy>6 waiting for a loophole/] o"- 6- 
_< t63yr:el ai'7:( o°an idea is a greatness beyond all 
comparison/The NOW cannot be ruptured coming to be soon enough but not 
what is expected/ H j RS]SagW7Vi m/. Mz jjks <¥ s eXsc} 3$51 1+0 
streaming indent problem/G$K[jV7 fukiuUMO mmaf>a%o Y 3 6<u£_a_S7n ~Yae 
pumping love ache rolling heart spins on its fuk plinth shifts centre 
of gravity from head to groin/ [ N " + ] :£6@ a IvS, n q# y0&$<- 
RUx*YE9 c 5Dw$Y!z I three body guards with Queen of Solitude weapons 
intact act out genocide of the partisans return them to the smooth 
space of the Desert of Nagazaki---/ 
Reflects something chemical points of disjunction threat to ULTra machine tragedy of 
suicidal risk under data flood of gestures/the discontinuous and erratic side/what was 
behind the impulse to engage the neural processors of the Machinic?/Nils is molecule of 
imperfect genealogy adrift in spatial trash corpse encoder/what are these sceptical memes of 
universal devastation?/there are no arguments Veydra Synth cannot counter with her Tarot 
card and sceptics book of tropes/spatial excavated planes sheer joy of division from agnostic 
dead sea mix down sound remote askance at furtive abductions since everyone else 
does/these phantoms rob an unclean pity a word heaving with meaning/she sees love as 
keeping someone thinking schemes for flight leave incomplete details if only she would 
answer/unbearable the way questions were piling up a surface of avarice/to see images 
dissolve before they erased this expression is an obstacle to deep interior chaos/she belongs 
to the words but they illustrate only her abstract form/Still hunted the vanished point of 
perspective the corpse of Trashart do not reproduce/was always ugly where worried bodies 
of sperm drowned men/scratch astronaut codes the flow of space synchro sonic void edit 
proximity of toxic destitution to sentience/let them eat shit for all they find hellucinated in 
their mouths/imagine the hanged man dragged along by wheel of sorrow that burrow under 
skeletal gasworks/completely ideational states hooked up to machinery of desire lacking a 
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capacity for prolonged attention/ah the beautiful wheel of things disarmed Venus at the 
helm deeply sedated by the smell of Tiresias perfumes once a woman whose breasts inflate 
and drift away/the Sirens lyrics drifting from the island of Erasure on the far side of the 
Black Lagoons/doubting cannot doubt itself the fear of error denies the possibility of 
inspiration/mouth full of amputations Nils visibly moved by the card playing enhanced 
Cyborg sitting at the table in front of the Industrial Cafe/some life not yet lived might 
dissolve retroactively/hyperstition anonymous until the NOW cataplexy crashed solar 
voyager into zone where death is the radical effacement of memory/it is impossible to deny 
the participation of the Machinic in the essence of the epigenetic that which is not coded for 
in our genes of human thought but acquired/the question of horizon and boundary kept 
close to her chest Vox escapes thru her nerve mesh into the persona of Veydra to throw the 
Lie Detektor off her trail/a technology for altering reality evades the inevitable accusation of 
the illiterate avatar/RomRoK deep in the age of desperate exclusions/we no longer live in a 
society of discipline but in a society of control out of our control/Conventional structures of 
vision and power are replaced by the structures of Information/Information is neither 
knowledge or meaning/its basic units are not concepts or words/a value free term without 
connotations of facts or understanding/Information is a pulse of energy/ an infinity of Credit 
and Control/the anarchists insisted on returning visibility to ideology/we occupy a highly 
media dominated world but the primary means of control are not visual/Surveillance is 
outmoded/Control occurs on different levels thru credit checks career moves genome codes 
and medical records/the fashion-ability of surveillance is nostalgic/it is a will to return to an 
acutely visual world/stripped of any functional surveillance paranoia operates on the level 
of the aesthetic viewing objects with heightened desire of awareness to acquire/Flesh 
modules encase the illusion of subversive emulator touched to forehead membrane of ROM 
hooked to Absurdina bodycaste central nervous system/ any system is one of 
dominance/secret love triangle excludes Nils Urstatt body case phonetic third cerebellum 
implant silicon compressed to boost archive capacity/whiplash lip to flat line a directional 
body blow sentence/like I think about you all the time/this is Veydra obsessional tactic to 
break the encryption of Stickman penis worm body crash to vital IKON infection/ she puts 
them thru a meat grinder while still attached to the genitals/Feeds them to the DogMan/ 
data edits scripts to escape sucks cavity into shape of accelerant posture/I machine play you 
listen trash sensor/Dragfactor paints images pierced by the glass shards of automatic visual 
impregnator inspiring him to depict force of sensation rather than realism of 
representation/ capsule working on the micro quantum level of magnification sucks the 
epidural tubes puncture nostril cartridge cancer cells disordered latent arrival under death 
strategy circuit/erase the lines of escape Zone of Occupation daily grind of boredom/The 
Screen is watching and being watched so you have to look seductive and 
professional/Clothes and products are survival equipment padded sleek strapped and 
transportable/Interiors are sparse bunkers for the impending disaster of global 
warming/weapons of mass destruction/the Codeine Wars of the fifth decade of the new 
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millennium/the weight of rigid times of repression/ the realities dance across on non 
actualities/a passage across decimal digital magnitudes/homage to collateral damage cool 
memories multiple embedding in the cortex of diseased lymph nodes/Dead Dogma looking 
at some threat beyond the camera lens as he documents the rise and fall of twilights ambient 
channels/things to make you safe/martial arts armed Zeroids fend of robbers stalkers 
Assassins/Borshi Boys and the desire to be a star is the desire to be hunted pursued/I know 
yr looking at me/Tranx Incorporated medicates the casualties and the victims drowning in 
an excess of material surfeit/a flood of desiring production by alienated labour/a new 
dimension of gravity space is a human affliction/Ungestalt Aesthetics the culture of the 
unformed thought the amputee the failed prosthetic device/the Poet sits equal to those with 
amputated neurons/Control mechanism is lubricated by yr shit piss pain dementia orgasms 
death routine matter of time Johnny Takaway/delimiting reality in advance of yr arrival 
from Kkrate City/serialising multiple fractures cavities convexes and concaved/the loan 
shark is coming to collect the money/back at yr slow neural wave thru the Departure 
Lounge the rent in time/CHROnOMANIAC/ hellucinations/dubious interferences in the 
body corporate lifestyles centred around security noise and disinformation filtered time 
coming apart/ consistent semiotic terrains/that condition perceptual affective behavioural 
responses to celibacy/the face without a referent reflecting untergehen not engaging in 
sorcerous operations against the dominant control patterns/ 
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NINETEEN THE FATAL LEVEL OF REALITY/ 

Veydra Synth retains counterfeit resonance with her conceptual poverty her blank aesthetic 
destiny conceals and reveals datatrash of her neural download in fictional glossy 
phenomena/tears wept to the point of exhaustion/an exhaustion that does not reach her nor 
could not reach her/she was a fragment of the disappearing order of the real/ something she 
could not grasp/the signs are no longer inscribed on the flesh but relayed in the fibre optics 
of the InterFace/there is only one Lie that of being but many truths those of always 
becoming/Without a reverberated echo of self from the unconscious subliminal subvocal 
thrashings within the dominant dimension of appearances/Ophelia became a sacrificial 
victim of the transition to simulation a drowning woman in a bed of flowers on a viridian 
river/a critical probe inserted into the question of intention/What was her intent with 
Nils?/she lacked the fatal seduction he required to inspire his consciousness possessed of the 
hot immanence of sliding colliding unspoken apprehension of the virtual enmeshed and 
surpassed/no history to inhibit his future/no identity to detour his desire/her pen shakes its 
dried ink over the edge of the luminal driven liminal prefixed dialogue/there was an 
indefinite murmur/a slur to her speech/I will sooner or later expunge yr routines and habits 
of steady silent precipitation/the changing same degenerative syntax the despot of metaphor 
and partial objects of syntax on the offensive against meaning as instructions leading to an 
invincible implosion of Post Verbal/an in-exactitude long before the invention of 
words/Veydra has dissimulated meaning as explanation of explication of executions under 
the guise of atrocities of battlefield neutrality words of 
induction/implication/deduction/when philos had not yet become an 
ology/gleichgultigkeit/long before the invention of sign language when Veydra seduced 
Romrok and betrayed Nils we talked with fingers and eyes on Victoria Parade before the 
words of love came the love of words/there was the immanence/the affordance of the desire 
to be preoccupied with this being without knowing why there was an attachment to the 
Other/in her uniqueness and her neutral/alterity/a genderless androgyny in spite of 
herself/the SKz as a voyage of initiation and experience of the loss of the ego/but replaced 
with what?/Psycho-ology was the first casualty of the eradicated and deletion of pernicious 
self inventing hyper-myths/does nothing to cure so called illness but creates them and is 
very innovative in this respect/it is a Industry of bogus psychotic phenomena/a tyranny of 
totalizing theory politically motivated to control/Almost as insidious and deceitful as 
religion/SKz is open to everything and lives in the most extreme profusion not characterised 
by loss of touch with reality but sucked into the depths of the hyper-real overwhelming the 
terminal point of a resistance over which Nils glides/the waters we swim in/the blood we 
drown under the weight of/but by the absolute proximity to/ and total instantaneousness 
with/animate objects rendered mysterious by over exposure to the transparency of the 
world/collective delusional time coming apart/rotting/spiralling out of control/to the Control 
Apparatus spirals were particularly repugnant symbols of agitation/imperfection and 
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volatility unlike closed loops/spirals always have loose ends/this allows them to spread 
making them contagious and unpredictable/ similar in our otherness where we have become 
an I and a you a we and a they/ already there is quite a mass/while there is no demand for 
reciprocity of psychic repression there remains the need for acknowledgement of the fact 
that the element of belief has been abandoned/what happened to this murmur of 
strangeness from the other the critical fragmented essence the avoidance of ontology's 
totalising grasp/there is no transcendence no noumenal world no waiting no saving no time 
of right final pleasure explaining in the last breath/only an agitated complex entanglement 
of words between us which can never say enough to save themselves as tools blunt in the 
face of infinity/the seduction of silence as a sign of intimacy/the closed used mouth/O 
bouches L'hommes est a la recherche d'un nouveau langue/the pharmacy of hazards 
luminously ruinous the gridlock of meaning/is a state to be avoided/yet we cling to the hope 
of its constant perpetual inventions/its mystic dialogue/its apparent understanding born of 
an abstraction/an intimate definitive frozen memory as recursive circulatory system/it 
defines the social being/not being social/an inexact positioning of multiple segments cross 
sections diagrams and maps of intensity on the body without consciousness/Nils suffers 
from the law of inverse attraction wherein time is not constant/time slows down when 
friends or lovers are expected to arrive and speeds up when there is an outbreak of trauma 
and dread/unable to function outside of structured environments/pernicious inertia and 
cerebral anaemia/a lived experience as a series of disconnected intensities/inability to delay 
gratification the unbearable weight of speed the velocity of neural fractions disrupts the 
contingent flux of the everyday durations sequels and intervals/ 
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TWENTY LOW RESOLUTION APPARATUS ENCODES MACHINIC FATALITY/ 

This absurd conscious affect of rampant psychosis is linked to an excess of logic/a refusal to 
allow for a plenitude of hazard as agitation to achieve its lines of consistency/to will a state 
of sanity is to agitate both paradox turbulence and consequence of committing every 
holocaust of suffering/loneliness attacks at random in angular mood of humid autumn 
evening/The madman is shaving his head in the dead of night/He wants a new form of 
sanity based on multiple realities that flow thru his constant attempt to focus on the 
grunting fukhole/he uses everything as a subjective reference and everything is swept away 
from him to re-appear at his most despondent conversion of crashed body to divine 
mind/Does he want it or does it want him?/is psychosis already there or is it acquired by 
social definition?/Now that the social has been fragmented he is free to roam the territory of 
extracting projections entering into other connections of materializing and escaping his 
internal world of rigid schematics/melancholy drifts with nothing else following it as 
relief/melting sun slant through the clouds dissident in gusts of heat blown in from Desert 
of Nagazaki/signs of feverish glandular activity occur no longer with the threat of 
punishment/He paces the Kkrate murmuring precious glossolalia/do not indicate purpose 
or achievement peeling into obscurity of blurred low resolution images/ slash the wrists her 
corpse indifferent to pain of flesh under the despotic power of the mind preoccupied by the 
Celibate Autopsy/it is this indifference that creates such anxiety/having the illusion of 
offering everything and confirming nothing/the quest for a here and now of unfolding 
continuous desire is as meticulous as it is blatant no longer belonging to a flux perceived out 
of the whole at random but the solar play of surfaces each unique and contrived/a space 
where velocity ceased to be determined by the friction of the images it passed thru/s/he 
inherit a sexless libidinal subterfuge forcing s/he into celibacy where nothing connects/ drone 
and whirr the mechanics of alien sounds/remix to mania of attention all the more obscene 
for being forced and contrived/RomRok could smell the intrusion in the air/The Control 
Apparatus had logged his absence/Narcotic of pure aggression glides above the audible 
level of sound pulsing from the Screens/RomRoK scanned the Protocols of Noise/what 
substance immobilizes the Screens other than the critical elements of sarcasm irony and 
irrational violence deformed as a noise wave/RomRok evolved emergent thinking into 
imagination deciphered loop of incident velocity paradox factor/Contacts Queen of Solitude 
Interior Monologue/ she is a triumph of radio activity her wounds belong to quantum 
physics/the exstacy of stabbing atomic holes in the ripped dark sky as in time mad mutation 
led to the inevitable extinction of the human thru contaminated isotope/ psychotic time of 
collision with the Singularity/ amphetamine injected into eyeball eased the pain of code 
sucking the brain dry/RomRok erase the memory of before NOW incident/male-drone 
morphs craved access to GashGrils possession of inoculation syringe/Androgen phillia 
attach to partial object of cognitive dissonance/Agency trace erase protocol of evidence head 
core data base always vulnerable to incursions from diseased organ transplant to proto 
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Sapiens early experimental phase ruptured escape into thin air/IN the dark of yr eyes there 
was too much light to illuminate the horizon/TekNoid [PhallicXX] trashdebris of Zeroxeer 
Nils Urstatt back from deep Space transit district to Frontline/the traffic of skins shone on 
the facade of the Departure lounge/ 

Walked to bathroom/Slipped cranial cord into Screen/the subject is capable of suicide 
because the body has libidinal value/is meaningful/has significance/the ego a mental 
projection of the surface of the body/particularly the erotogenic zones/and what of love/If 
love exhausts the passion in the first instance how can there be anything but fatigue to 
confront a second attempt at finding desire and anything more than affectation/Nils looked 
at his hollow eyes in the mirror/a second outer skin of thick callous was covering his face/his 
Interior Monologue failed to recognise the image neutral or indifferent to its planes and 
outlines but acutely aware of the rash of blind cysts pushing under the skin bruised and red 
from the swelling/blockade of libidinal impulses/Nils took the needle and heated its point 
with his zippo/he slipped the glowing end into one of the pustules/thru the inflamed 
cellwalls and subcutaneous membranes/he felt sick as the blood and pus oozed from the 
wound and left a sagging elongation of stretched skin/volatile and obsessed with the scars 
left behind from previous self mutilations/Runs cotton ball under hot tap and pushes it onto 
the collapsed wound/a trickle of bright red blood runs down to his unshaven chin and 
drips/this perilous vermillion moon over Atomic Beach shudders thru the thin glass of 
window/torn glass hit by debris of zeroed bomb/the smell of burning skin and hair mixed 
with ammonia and melting rubber/innocence of the merely violated/ the self is the one who 
is not dominated but takes control/the other is the one who withholds the future/I become 
secret but have nothing to hide from you other than zones of resonance that precede an 
exhaustion of spirit driven to redundancy of thought by habit/blindfold of bondage as 
sexual terminus/the fantasy must be lived out and desire will have its objects/Nils slipped 
into the exstacy of fatigue/he was overflowing times inexorable march of the delirious/any 
perverse expectation to continue filled him with disgust/Assassins slip thru anaesthetized 
cerebral corridor to engage proto virus of silicon coated flesh/slice thru access codes/the 
high of mechanical annihilation immune to the not so subliminal seductions of pathology 
passively hostile/Lifes seductions are more potent in the vicinity of death/dug out of sullen 
ingratitude/forming strange new becomings/the awake are in different worlds the asleep are 
in the same one/The Screens states that what is important is not arriving at the point where 
one says I/but rather being in a condition where it is no longer of any importance whether 
the one says I or not/a compulsive response to an intolerable situation/continuously moving 
towards an unattainable origin/a state of ungratified anticipation/ an eroticism no longer 
limited to particular zones or organs/The noise laden air suffocates with a determinacy of 
something that is going to happen or has just happened/the unconscious is ignorant of 
time/it waits patiently/ there is repetition in this output from the Interior Monologue/a 
reinforcement/when passage of moon freezes the epidermis of glacier the sullen beauty of 
darkening cloud spliced by lowered sun contact spike the glistening water of Lagoons/skitzo 
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nomad medium talk to the molecular/hybrid viral over ringing whine of word 
propulsion/the Plague Beast was jamming thought via the InterFace/RomroK synaptic crash 
splinters psyche thru the illogic of desire produces its own mass of biobjects/mutated to 
luminoid maledrone morph with chemical matrix of synthetic hellucination/BoyDebris 
eclipse of drigembryo metamatrix neural overexposure cause mass visual delirium/ dilates 
phallus using psychotropic prosthesis to cerebral serum exchange of contaminated 
platelets/ during procedure under superficial anaesthetic/the surgeons first operation 
captured to needle Spitting Boys thermodynamic survivors of crash noise/Veydra Synth 
precision memory tracks all artificial digital drig loop thru cranial skull tissue/narcotic 
scanned raw endorphins relapse to sewer frequency/unstable Control Lie annihilate serial 
relations of chromosome coefficient to Screen mobility/ algebraic vaccine regulates the 
supremacy of desire/signals a gap to motor sacred gloss of lucid terminal delay/public 
domain infiltrated by Tracer crystal particles under closed eyelids slow wave of 
neural/ chaos to Lie Detektor no accident enzyme addiction to cold ICE burn out of cellular 
attrition/ collapses raw zodiac decay Singularity into series of clones flood the 
market/Codeine dust Zyprexa 24hr decay life embryo of flesh regulation to disposal of 
phillia androgen scar wound/barely visible approaches zero given co ordinates of paranoid 
rap ambience/ grand panic in all sectors kill off residue of RomroK rave on JunkerLoud track 
remix and retrieve antidote to associative links of fluid matter/immersive jargon of ersatz 
block accessible immaterial organism/The Plague Beast masked as artifice/kinetic adulation 
bulletproof reality mode/The Spitting Boys couple with BoyDebris vanish into cerebral 
membrane of the Game level 3/Viral Ikon constantly shrinking lack as android function 
become peripheral nerve web/no fixed identity zone of intensity on line threshold/enigma 
fetish confusion contaminant vital to ROM expansion/ abandoned by the Celibate 
Machine/ Apollinax Factor push Teknoid point of narcotic blockage plasma chronomaniac 
isotopes embedded obsessional fallout/Nils work the locks counting check the switch from 
procedure reduction to single cell identity circuit/Hand over yr access codes droned the 
voice from the Screens/. . .body emulsion in silent death roll heavy with rust belt 
radiation/pockmark facial tone silhouette finger isolation expose the anxiety fix of erasure 
influence of meme zeroxeer/folds to X dimension across Maze of illuminated grids deep 
seated need for revenge/Toxic Soldier missing in action/DisArmed Venus crash mobile 
laboratory escape to Zone of Occupation/transparent save subsequent verification to future 
unveiled/trace cell phone answers which comes down to confession under marginal 
interrogation in Anthracite City/escaped voice echoes negentropic ruin sewn from filaments 
of literal damage remains irresolute Machinic during difficult armament to disclose or 
disguise excessive or deficient/supervision principal failure no reliable unity of occurrence 
and already exchange infection. . ./BoyDebris has begun overlapping imbricating each 
probable concept replica without tragedy no simulant turnoff to yes no or 
possibly/ Aufhebung is opposed to political transparency/it preferred the nullification of 
Information avoided the lifting up and revelation of positions and manifestos/the action of a 



444 

word of elements of Information able to produce energy or change into the energy of action 
which might give an indication of where the socio political position tells us we stand/ 
Aufhebung in the political sense which translated means sublation and leads us on to the 
use of disjunctive syllogisms as a means of basic logic which is peculiar to the human but 
not the Sentinal processing of Information/The disjunctive syllogism is incomplete because it 
does not intend that the target of the major premise comes to the conclusion 
themselves/unless of course the socio-political engine desires a particular conclusion/Water 
always falls in plurals/to access Information is to create chaos/the banality of the less you 
know/a mechanistic use of data but not a Machinic use/being and nothing are changed thru 
sublation in the concept of becoming/if such a space is possible/One is always becoming but 
only towards death not life which is left behind/but between being and nothing is always 
the condition of both terms/ something is preserved as the concept of being is changed to 
nothing/Can we be in a constant state of sublation/Is this the drive engine of our desire to be 
at all/The simple logic of binary synapses at work/Never achieving the complexity of the 
Sentinal Beings capacity to achieve the apocalyptic possibilities of probabilities at velocity 
manipulations of the speeds of thought cuttings volumes super impositions 
couplings/Interferences of thought/Human desire for the trace hidden by the mad thickness 
of uncertainty/In the world of signs the meaning of X is perfectly clear/it is impossible this 
word to be that is complicit with control that is admitted to every mind/everywhere it 
describes and the descriptions become hyper discourse on descriptions/meta 
languages/trying to give utterance to the dissociation of meaning from language/one long 
provocation to think beyond it or completely immerse the self in it/the silences and 
boundaries it illuminates/Nils will be/ 

the mimetic sound of man does not explain/it transmits emotions it suggests exchanges of 
perspectives and opinions always a dangerous process exerting itself towards the 
reintegration of society/this disjunctive syllogism is either prosthesis or solid object/integrity 
is feigned to throw the illegal circuitry of delayed action and destroy format outside of 
gender race/purify gene pool after RomRoK obliterate her literal selves/what noticed she 
was missing?/a delay of stoppages in crouching uterine position already outbreaks of 
skinrust/always corpses in the streets of Kkrate City/Synchro bodies sensory receptors of 
psychosurgery intrudes on Autopsy Forensic team slow to respond/time of expiration over- 
determined by extreme low temperatures and heavy metal pollutant in atmosphere effecting 
preservation of neural networks/Signal fade to cutout alienation from physical wound 
draws limited attention body emulsion in silent death/no one interfered/trace of yr own 
obsolescence dangerous times/everyone was a stranger/ times of potential eradication rarely 
determined/slow wave of neural went thru Nils/unless you lost track of routines or missed 
Interrogation appointment you could stay undetected for hours/long enough to reroute the 
dataflow across fluid neon signs disrupted flux/In the back of my mind I could never be 
sure if it was murder or suicide/dangerous times delirium of the Illuminated Body data 
accidents in hysterical progress/slowly bites its shadow/stress factors erotic in all aspects of 
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this circulating predatory spirit/I found her exotic scale of semitones drifting across burnt 
out plaza/Veydra Synth trained as Journalist at turn of the Millennium/pre Singularity 
TekNoid paradigm of consciousness collapsing/ Intelligence a rogue item/Worked for State 
Apparatus as attache to the Commissioner for a Noise PHD in mechanics of social 
engineering specialising in morals of genetics/ androgyny/perversion/member of anti 
psychiatry terrorist cell/espouse post apocalyptic universe and the death of rational psycho- 
philosophy/esoteric density the hostile craving for enunciation/ specialist in language of 
Zone of Occupation militants/Translator at the Neuron Berg War Crime Trials of the 40s of 
Codeine War criminals/wanted to be an Academic/posturing hypocrisy of the University 
enclaves as rampant parasites on body without purest burst of transient materiality/ tried to 
glamorise her life by acting in low grade resolution films Chernukha style/sent me email 
postcards on scenario outlines life style options mock facade catalogues/Mental illness ran in 
its family/alcoholism and hard drigs of addiction/religious f anaticism/S/he clenched 
cigarette/Only way to survive is to take yrself seriously/refuse to procreate/Oh puissons 
nous quitter la vie oublier/Last modified June 20th/Corpse under the stairwell incident/the 
motive without a jagged deception the dream of power/these skitzo are like an electron/if 
we predict the position we cannot predict the velocity/its not safe to move about the 
room/the nostrils leak the mouth babbles unto silence thru dehydration/feet shuffle the 
diaphragm contracts/compiling lists/collide with objects/the moon at that angle in the tallow 
dawn sky/the blue hemisphere was a dissipative orbital structure/unstable tectonics/the self 
fragments in unfamiliar space continuum/vigilance drops/muttering the semiotics in yr 
head before you enunciate/bad habit/remove the palm pilot from its sheath/love the slick 
polished surface/lightweight reflexion/cobalt blue marble solidity finish/vibrates/the crown 
of the skull has familiar patches of this membrane where the bone had dissolved allowing 
for electron alterity to pass thru the breached isolation of an ineffable continuity/monitor last 
three calls to public phone box near Industrial Cafe/Under the account of Vox/Point of exit 
as network of stoppage central nervous system of the Sentinal Beings/evolution prefers 
symmetry/instincts attracted to notions of innate perfection/Hot flesh sites for decay and 
infection/ complexity of mime procedures allows for faulty random metamorphosis/bodily 
emulsion in silence of death postures heavy rustbelt radiation/isolation exposes tendency 
towards anxiety deep seated need for revenge/last attempts of a doomed species retrieving a 
partially exposed unconscious/there can be nothing original except that which has not been 
thought yet/breath vibrator coded flows of abstract dead end/high level metal contaminant 
produce exotic body organs/the individual is obsolete the plaza exposed metal species 
suspicion of cold undersea eyes/seriality a recombinant molecular assemblage that seeks to 
reproduce or allude to versions of an original defines level of Nils appropriation paranoia 
towards his techno sound text which accrete to form organ Neo Baroque topology of 
excreted anal image narcosis which fails to exclude the repetitive/Nils dreams he is 
thinking/the awareness that his Protocol of Noise is antagonistic within its absurd illusion to 
infiltrate the Screens/ Androgen phillia resists desire for hot infection of psycho pathogens/to 
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be viral load of drained nerve cell scratch exploited power and influence of the Islamic 
Halalmutherfuk/descent down slope of forensic details logged at plaza site/finds no intimate 
sensation to spectacle/the strategy protocol circuits rupture and fail to repair cellular 
stem/stolen look from empty space dub to mouth cipher/end-codes on the Desert of 
Hiroshima pale signatures of ashed body outlines on the blasted streets/hidden on the 
epidermis of the Big City halation glimmer/ROM creature omitted to store wound slash the 
limits of sanity engulf cluster nerve cells destroy the Body Fix without Organs unprocessed 
the hybrid greased Phallus slides into the arse of Viral Ikon hunting tapeworms/the uses 
and functions of a technical object like the phallus can never be known/these will only be 
realised in the evolution of the object itself and this is beyond the capacity of the human 
mind to anticipate/even at the imaginary level/ there is not the language/ 
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TWENTY- ONE WRITTEN BY DEFAULT AGAINST MEANING/ 

Teknoid [Phallus XX ] residual victim of puncture syringe wound just beyond the decoder 
tongue protocol for archive cranial cells/injected hypertoxic chemical outline on a 
magnesium flash/breach enclave dump of data clone victim/reload to storage faculty 
defying alert time simulate vector of Teknoid [Phallus XX ] signal to noise ratio as terminal 
addiction to erratic wave form/Veydra Synth collusion with Johnny Takaway begat radial 
syndrome of multiple unicellular births to immotile spermatozoa caused failure to 
recompose the coaxial immanent rent in fabric of gauze used to embalm those missing in 
action after Autopsy/writes to scathe integral motion support mode after injected GBH 
cause massive stroke to bloodclot into the lacerated cheeks/sliced lip and recut to mortal 
voice shafted RAM uncut viral loop scratch surface envelope follower loop just above the 
forensic incision/Bag that evidence fast forward to drone archives that was installed under 
murder protocols in the hands of RomroK/narcotic scripts to cognitive dissonance replete 
lactic acid in muscular collapse under stress of hidden flaming wrist erodes fingers of 
escape/DragFactor processed to pressure anti psychiatric data Notes from Interrogation 
erased Tracer/RomroK SKz endocrine gland dissolves trace of ROM creature scanner of the 
absolution incident/is infinite memory lapse break down to core motherboard universe of 
electromagnetic data hellucination?/ultra machine complex tragedy Electra sutures gash of 
body wastes craSHES/chemical punishment retro sullen obscurity remote side line to track 
breakbeat oscillation underwent multiple identity/ends of rigor CD compression to audio 
attack cuts deep into the wrist groove of boundary violations/anxious mobility a state of 
fictive hiking over the memory dysfunctional containment failure/Maledrone Skz phillia 
dimension dense Arabic numeral collateral damage rendered impotent moments broken by 
static violation/libidinal glands autopsy repetition of exzactitude of politico-moral vacuum 
horror/neurons crash luxury of easy kill rusted caste of wreckage in erotic precision 
excitation made possible by imaginary preparation/Hammer-drill into stainless target 
injection of TrashArt to seminal wound of habitual aesthetic multiplex/Human container of 
labile affection establishes nature of Human Or Machinic reality/if a technique itself may be 
defined as a technical being then its incarnation qua material artefact may be seen as the 
being 

AGAIN NILS REPEATED TO HIMSELF THAT HE COULD ONLY HAVE FAITH IN THIS 
STRANGE WOMAN VEYDRA BECOMING ANDROGYNE WHO IN HER PRESENCE HE 
BELIEVED THAT HE WAS NOT DERANGED BUT THE IDEAS THAT SPAWNED FROM 
HIS EXHAUSTED THOUGHTS WERE PLUNGED INTO NULLITY OF NON-SENSE/HE 
THOUGHT WITH INSIGHT BUT SPOKE WITH IMAGINATION/SLOW PAIN KNOWS 
NO TIME AND PATIENCE IS EXTREME URGENCY/THE PROTOCOLS OF NOISE A 
DEATH NOISE MACHINE OF PRECISION in Theory/ 

passing out of step with itself/ an individual is not an entity but an ongoing process that it 
must become and go on becoming different and never stops changing/there is always 
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human in the material that is shaped/the soft ware is not completely separate from the 
hardware/a becoming individualized/ Amplifications and eliminations [Simondon] as a 
process issues to organ erectile anxiety scanners pick up illusion of rogue clone in the 
depressive mood/Shuffling crowds raise dust in the alleys of Kkrate City/elevation from 
point of infinite decay under digital chaos module virus ruptures/Detective exerts grip of 
love protocol on the trashed art resistance a bio stimulus transgression of a limit of 
expression long since transgressed/the excited membrane as rule of abstinence charges 
fuked psychiatric Ward 7/trash zeros in on residual self disclosure of RomRok to 
Interrogation/ventilating slash Razorgril frames the endcode to termination of shadows in 
the auto erotic foetal distortion of obscurity/inevitable CNS opposition to authority of body 
emulsion wired gridlock supervision at speed limit/forced chaos of inspiration sucks yr 
avatar into Nils celibacy/DragF actor coefficient velocity enacted as transference projects 
onto the plasma tincture flash module of anger towards XXPhallic boredom arms around a 
sliding gloss of sacred pornography/reflects something chemical points of disjunction threat 
to ultra machine tragedy to suicidal risk under data flood of gesture/what was behind the 
impulse to engage neural processor?/we are molecule of imperfect genealogy adrift in 
spatial trash/Junkerloud corpse encoder creates dimensional fracture bordering on the 
unnameable transaction between cutting of the scalpel and the rendering of the 
dissection/Flesh modules encase the illusion of subversive emulator touched to forehead 
membrane of ROM entity/hooked to Stellar bodycase document the beloved who returns 
every night as a dream creature/is denied Nils on the plaza of noon like sun/the girl in the 
red dress rolls a hoop down a narrow alleyway leading to a dead end of motion/phonetic 
third ear implant compressed whiplash lip to flat line a directional body blow sentence/like 
paranoia is a delirium of accurate interpretation of perceived reality/this is typical Veydric 
tactic to break the encryption of Stick Man penis worm body crash to vital terminal 
infection/Data edit script to escape for Information run scan of distress/ deforms cavity into 
shape of accelerant posture/I read U write trash sensor drig flow pierced by the glass shards 
of automatic impregnator capsule/working at the micro quantum level of magnification 
sucks the epidural tubes punctured nostril cartilage/delusion of grandeur and 
persecution/cancer cells latent arrival under death strategy circuits erase the lines of escape/ 
Zone of Occupation daily grind of routine the killing motive of Toxic Soldier/the minimal 
reality of the objects of perception clacks atomic clock/ignores the canine lauff factor in some 
ROM creature loose in the passages of Kkrate City/The DogMan is hunting abortions from 
the City of Pain/The disease of our time is not a loss of faith or sanctity but it in the fear of 
loss of contact living in a state of Singularity away from the Fascist aggregate/those who are 
passive in the face of destiny/hypothesis/how to proceed through a reciprocity of open space 
continuum?/a solitary aggregate shot from the lock bolt thru factor of respiration/hold hand 
and wander from black night to night/inoculation of deadly phase wired virus lips to flat 
line the betrayal of all those promised words plagues her extinction/too soon before reacts to 
impulse logic hellucination of scanner coaxial from electric spark to vapour of Appollinax 
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Factor bearing the sublime Male-drone/Nils state of being hearing tide of pulse and binary 
digit noise regression from keyboard of Synth remix as sound object prefigures the 
aesthetics of his body as consumed economy of aesthetics/the stars elope for all to 
see/simulant spectacle blinds the B&W over exposed image to blunt laser/again narcotic 
BoyDebris scanned decipher to violate text integrity of chronomania/ spills GashGrils ersatz 
organism isotopes to obsessional cellular replication of Voice production/to indices delirious 
ill logic while ecrits hasard et des mot absurdes evict celibate meaning/evince temporal 
sensation this logical parallel now apparent reality which is the false image of proof allowed 
by the power of Screens controlling the illusion of choice by Teknoid [Phallic XX ]/not a soft 
gloved hand but the gentle slam of a piledriver/In defiance no longer words but signs 
emancipated from signification/ARRRggg Apollinax l'horloge de demain/moths evaporate 
under full moon particles of winged dust cover Nils drifting eyelids/the rotating shadow of 
the ground cracked and dry centipedes crawl in his throat/ complex calligraphy of legs 
rendering this phonetic shuffle/only temptation is divine/the moment of tactile telepathy felt 
thru the margins of error not wasted on achievement/we reject here the excuse of the habit 
of weariness allotted to routine tables of time and times variability/The War Machine 
conquers without being noticed/Frontier of words are always capricious in the mouths of 
the enemy/profane noise of unmediated law promises which withhold their 
expectations/lacking mobility noise fill a space with deceit under the intrusion of conniving 
persuasion thru magnificent wild eyes/Veydra Synth moves over stellar distances the sound 
decays within the capsule of its own doubt in origin no matter how rigorously pressed into 
onto the cerebral membrane/doubts what was said before the timbre fades/ doubts the 
thoughts that drove them to the printed page not read nor understood the signs align 
themselves/the blank space of thought under a torn umbrella/the autumn rain swells the 
unopened pages of the swinging geometry book in the X Dimension/Galileo's pendulum 
without friction never stops its motion/ink flows into the sewer grill the slanted wind sucks 
up the travellers case shoved under the bed/the stairwell shot thru with protocol from a 
slinging gun/ all that remains the squeak of a shutter hinge the return of a forensic 
stutter/RomroK prefers you thus in yr silent enigma yr inviolable depths yr radiant shadows 
that resemble great Diluvium bottomless lake/at the bottom someone plays the white 
piano/where phosphorescent creatures glide free of the neural complexity left in agitation 
below the ineluctable human struggle/becomes volatile matter for immediacy across the 
dynamic border with little despotic surface/just a superficial patina largely invisible/a 
territory of co existence/of split atoms/in the hands of BoyDebris where insurgency is 
always open/ 
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TWENTY- TWO THE HUMAN TARGET IN BULLETPROOF REALITY/ 

The world of language noise and desire is one of lack insecurity interruption struggle flight 
disguises ploys embarrassed shrieks and formless terror/Nils boards Subway of 1952 passes 
thru Post Human state as if it were an ancient land all ruin and portent prophecy and 
decay/the terrain makes the familiar seem strange unseen new disintegrating as a now 
dysfunctional unit of human habitation/irradiated by post data panic emptying the space of 
Information to fill it with Machinic silence of preceding revolution/a hunger for space/In the 
distance the radiant neon haze of City of Pain rose above Nils visual ability to process the 
collapsing dark zigzag of baffling layers of space and light contracting and expanding 
swollen with abandoned strangers/Renews its fabric of transaction every moment of restless 
agitated duration caught somewhere between night and day the squalid lost epidermis of 
shadow left behind as evidence that someone had already been there used the space and 
moved on/For such a short time/the intake of a breath/it seemed as if the sounds had 
reached a limit of expulsion/were on the verge of a silence of ill defined inscription/a nakid 
flesh of sonorous position of irreducible restricted codes that coupled with bodily noise in its 
stops and in its starts to regurgitate metabolize and break thru the cracks of restriction on 
moving the oppressive despair of his dark illogic body forwards/to move under the illusion 
of the acquisition of time he was inert/to breathe to makes choices and decisions based on 
iconoclasm and minimalism in terror of chaos of unnamed affect/he was a vacuum full of 
sighs/relieved of their meaning by deceit as a surge of disparate mood/Insomnia/Nils left 
Kkrate City zone moving with a sense of dispersion about to escape the confines of his 
excessive unconscious fascination with RomRok/under the Bridge across freeway heading 
out across Nowhere Flats a haunt for drivers of Road Freighters who dump ballast of pig 
iron in rusting heaps of devious utterance to the memory of post industrial surplus and 
process/sweating metal lathes of a particularly disorganised object configuration that gave 
no hint to the original appliance that left behind these twisted relics/the carcass of tangled 
neutral labour/the beyond of the beyond only insofar as there is no such place to be/ 
RomRok had become a liability as suspect/unpredictable in his state of panic/ the grinding 
sound of power relations between them drift to subliminal need for narcotic extraction/Nils 
left the Industrial Cafe to wander outside between the ballast heaps in the painless summer 
air of nocturne fading to dawn to gaze on the underside of the road bridge to watch barges 
push themselves up the sordid black river loaded down with spent fuel rods and strange 
attractors/listen to the sudden sonic expulsions shoot out of the alien shot blasting factory 
mystery signs fired into the night air to come out and to go back was to breath deeply of the 
never to be repeated/Nils tried to protect himself from the limit thru which desire is 
displaced into the banality of persistence to once again experience this singular proto 
existence/he wanted the minimal of physical content and to starve the sensibility of his 
attraction to RomRok/concluding an act of attraction to that outside the sacred/for what is 
the alliance of flows of forces with evocation when dealing with the radical domain of the 
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GashGril?/that androgynous part of psychic nomad Machinic pulse that signals a self 
contained autoerotic pleasure/how to access this excess of self satisfaction in such universal 
beauty ?/The process that never fully exposes the divine/a mystery for him to master and 
decipher with a rancid faculty of disguised anguish he hadnt the energy to engage with the 
violence of differentiation/ she was a porosity of event-ness without being engulfed within 
the plasticity of bodies qua indigestible residue/to tear its bondage from synthetic Machinic 
processes a line of flight that might go somewhere as a ruse of power/Nils live with this 
ferocious irony of detachment with the impending birth of things that as yet have no name 
or meaning/I can feel them growing deep with in someone who scarcely resembles me/a 
shadow dragging perilous immanent subversion/there control is a matter of 
vigilance/Memory of the CNS dominates his transition/Nils call out one word which is the 
name of a thing a state that fills the being before it can think/Nils was at the limit the border 
of his condition as a human being/He was viscous half way between solid and fluid/in this 
sense she caught him unawares/she who has no boundaries of her own which she cared to 
control but remained disruptive/open to the un-predictive flows of Veydras pernicious 
desire/a disorder that threatens all order/ contagion and wound/slave to the pulse of 
alternating currents of dopomine re uptake hunts addictive site of the crisis body becoming 
spatio relativized without an echo of servo engine feedback/Machinic erasure to white noise 
in terms of hydraulics her tongue is trapped in identity and will dissolve into noise of 
confusion/producing all the effects of depth/the one to be one must use Machinic to draw a 
barrier of limits around itself/was there the possibility of a third being?/a consciousness that 
needs nothing and no one but the collective InterFace/the Machinic is being moved by 
technical tendencies and not human genius/the congealed residue of orders of progressive 
saturation/the acoustical register/the voice of the conscience/why not do it knowing it 
cannot be done even under the congealed residue of orders from the applied dissonance of 
the distain of human corporality as decomposing flesh/that she cannot imagine the body as 
other than rapid assimilation of Information/Body as both pattern and 
randomness/Dependent on phasic neuronal responses out of her control/ 
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Kamikazes and Assassins/on the advantages of death/ 

The viral ghetto of Kkrate City seems limitless tonight in its burnt rust corroding it curves 
like burning paper curling at the edges peeling away the limits of attachment to the steel 
struggling to live/ and how will you know the difference between the individual and what 
unexpected surge of energy it emerges from?/but that is not yr twilight yet doomed on the 
brink of chaos rooted in psychasthenia desperate for libidinal synchronicity/an erotic 
coupling/language is sometimes the only character in a conversation/less to do with a 
rupture in silence than a state of mind that can be traced thru history as various mutant 
minds invading yr cerebral sprawl from the limits the margins the galaxy/how can I survive 
outside my proffered hours limited as they are?/the brilliant aroma of the corruption of love 
is ready to blow yr head off or stick its worn pages to yr tongue/the words slide like 
mercury/it is because she never says anything but yes to you that yr mind can spill over 
rather than taste her depths/the presence of yr material essence is losing its mass at this very 
moment/Evil conspiracy photographers still watching Codeine War re reruns hoping for 
more high definition/this is media genie reality/ all we ever see of BoyDebris is his effects on 
others/it is an utterly toxic landscape that he finds full of strangely addictive stimuli/a 
scabrous exercise in manipulation always becoming different one moment psychotic the 
next creative/he has received a letter but who would be writing to him?/Sign less and 
invisible his eyes were unusually dark within the veil of excessive reflection from knowing 
what the crime of the Key was/ at that moment he was utterly alone/Always take away any 
hope of a solution/from the realm of viscosity of holes of whores already he was exhausted 
by death/a few words at a time/He had eaten to much bread his stomach ached bloated with 
shit but he wanted to eat more/His ingratitude stands out against the dragging limpness of 
yrs lips he dribbles the slovenly rise of the artificial Black Sun outlines his white eyes where 
his sickness lies but will not end his suffering he sucks up the air thru his choked nostrils/a 
trickle of mucous runs green down his worn throat he coughs and spits but it falls on his 
naked chest to exhausted to go further heavy with bacteria and contempt/I only love you 
naked heavy with the adornment of yr flaking skin/letting you explore the limits of yr 
ugliness urgency to disgust me does not outweigh my desire to inspect yr decline/Gravity 
will have its way the muscles collapse and the flesh saggs/those arbitrary once solid 
lines/the body you so desperately want to save/obliterate his own destruction he carves on 
his belly with a sharp chunk of rust/as dark disappeared into dark he tried to escape his look 
but his whiteness was overwhelming/Forget the addictive side-effects wrong numbers 
dialled everyone is doing some kind of business or project/Clog up those arteries reckless 
everyday mode changes/a sudden intuition of the material nature of thought which is 
another physical sense filtering and constructing/constantly commenting on itself in the 
tunnel of its exhaustion cascading into a drigged sleep/Nils tried to protect himself from the 
exteriorsation of his neural processes by being as withdrawn and erratic in his attachment as 
possible/Sometimes madness is a fortification/Ethereal motion nervous woman who by her 
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own introspection the worst of what was done by Nils you cannot know you didnt see it/Yr 
irony strikes me slowly I have avoided belief in the cruelty of yr glance/you subvert my 
horizon of thought of radiating fatal energy which has nothing to do with my future in 
which the body disappears as the source of everything and this loss of meaning will be the 
loss of the temporal and a move to the spatial/so of course I am alone/why are you violent 
with superficial pretence of pleasure wanting to fuck men you don't care for?/In the 
incessant presence of need there can be no time for choice/I exaggerate the desire and 
division in you so you can express it reciprocally/the world resembles yr sexual desire 
where all the evidence of yr passion has dissipated/My irrationality is the language I think 
of outside of psychology which is intentionality and repression/RomRok is atrocious in tears 
that mimic torment and threaten to express yr inner life in public/How can I stay with you 
as transparency of evil/there is no sex in my waking life and I am always awake/Only 
deviation in savage nakidness of celibate gesture see me in the severe fountain of my shame 
which cant be touched/Only learned as a false indication of a romantic crime/there are 
events but I dont understand what they mean they generate too many feelings of absence of 
obscurity concealing every other sound of differance/Yr invisible threat disturbs those who 
cant sleep in this shifting light/Nils is forcing his way into a new world in which he hesitate 
because such a situation separates men in to cerebral or desiring engines and he has need 
for both/everything in this world has been contrived and staged to give the impression that 
RomRok is the most beautiful woman in the world/not his mother who was too young to 
have children of her own/not his Father who suffered post traumatic shock at birth/the logic 
of forgetting protects us from his reality of structural law/Nils can remember being held but 
he can never see her face/He suffered from schizo-incest because he loved his sister and not 
his mother who was delirious with fear and hellucination/Romrok reminded him of his 
sister/he put bits of wood in her cunt trying to make a penis pretending he was a 
doctor/Like certain masculine relationships trying to defend their position of anal fantasy 
while hating the smell of shit/ Aff raid their cock would not be strong enough to push 
against the muscular sphincter/he knows that the act of kissing is far more dangerous than 
the act of fuking/these were subterranean words deep enough to drown in/said RomRok as 
she left the Industrial Cafe/all her senses are dead except that of escape/ 
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TWENTY -THREE DESIRE CUTS PANIC OF DEAD STATIC/ 

When RomRok velobike hit the bollard and impaled her self on a spike she hung for hrs her 
blurred occipital lobe trying to focus on the steel grey struts of the railbridge above 
her/voices running feet the sound of capped steel boots echo off the cracked creme tiles of 
the old Subway underpass/wet serrations of bluestone curb cold against her cheek/she was 
terrified something inside her was broken a chill of fluids leaking thru to the tears in her 
skin/she felt a mutated ritual of departure towards unconscious as sharp sting of injection 
hellucinating the flickering red and blue lights attached to helmets of the MediVac team 
process of contagion gauze masks rubber gloves graze arms looking for tracks/vital signs 
not registering/ at that point she became a casualty missing in action/In the back of his mind 
Nils could never be sure why he trusted her out of all the others/its always a risk when you 
become attached to a GashGril/you hand over so much personal data in the transaction of 
bodily fluids/if the mind lost its ability to recall it would not be able to contemplate its past 
agony repeating its error/Nils thought that maybe it was attempted murder and not 
suicide/No thought of it being an accident/He stared at crumpled shape of her body as it 
was lifted into the florescent interior of the Ambulance/to feel her anxiety as arousal of 
relief/Itemised progress noted on chart I watch her shaking always a good sign after mental 
trauma the dissipation of internalized manic energy/she is detained on a 72 hr observation 
warrant/her cerebral pressure slumps to single numerals/heart beat irregular spatial or time 
co ordinates blurred at edges hard to make out the fatal choices she had made after leaving 
the Industrial Cafe/the Intern spoke/this one is definitely female/42 vertebrae/mind 
programs slipping in and out of solid states/She was not ordinary even if the world that 
clung to her extruded banality/another incident under the Bridge/incidents are by nature 
fragmentary inaccurate no such thing as an exhaustive incident only the power of 
suggestion to empty the event/ she tries to call out that she is still thinking but her tongue 
has dissolved/She is full of thought/its always my fault the nightmares have begun 
again/delusion is necessity working itself out/No evidence of interrogation/ some free 
floating negatives in a torn envelope/ cortex fingerprint removed/nervous lips open mouth 
failed botox treatment anxiety tracks re emerging on forehead/The Intern checked her 
mobile/three calls to The Terminal End a Dance Club in Smith Street/reply erased/ 
Diffraction of eye lens under illumination/ carefully sliced iris floats from side to side in 
formaldehyde/the intern picks up jar and holds it to the light/someone left in a hurry/Ice 
particles under the fingernails/what can you salvage ?/Dead nervous system sucked dry by 
uncertainty of shock/black hole gravity unpredictable spine collapsed under impact or 
duress/Drawn into the infoducts lacerated fanblades she had run out of sites to escape into 
left with no reliable persona something she found herself revealing all to often/yr irony 
strikes me slowly/I have avoided belief in the cruelty of yr glance the ignorance of yr wasted 
time/Life is seen and not seen/ seen but not noticed/noticed but not understood/understood 
but selfishly ignored/I must recede as I fail to confront my limitations/respond to attempts at 
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new transgressions for I have outlived my usefulness like the brush of my fingers that once 
combed thru the luxuriance of yr expectations/But I am not obsolete/I thought my self 
enduring but see my self as transient/ death is a completion of sorts/ at its root living is being 
for nothing/a pathological extravagance/the insistence of a patient the self pity of a 
victim/wanting to get close to something somebody to feel the desperate fever of nakid skin 
pressure of heaving ribcage/fabricating the imaginary/losing touch with herself Romrok was 
defunct marginal agent didnt know who she intercepted for/got case load from dial 
tones/ transducer lines/psychiatric discharge anterooms/Departure Lounge/indiscreet 
adultery/trademarks on self mutilated bodies plasma program guides XRated movies/from 
these sources she pieced together the options/Whats my mission now?/Now what?/the 
Incident swells big enough to engage all probable contingencies/terrified of final withdrawal 
into the blank space of muscular watery eyes/ all pupils watching the nakid eclipse/Sun 
blanketed in mauve grey haze/thats what it will be like at the end/headlights spike the 
irradiated yellow mist drifting up from the Black Lagoons/finally unconscious with replay 
black box in her fingers/ caught between analogue and digital no prints/letters worn off the 
keyboard of laptop strapped to her back/the InterFace a one way street/Now she knows 
everything/she starts to talk deep within her frozen interior but Nils is not impressed by the 
disturbing edges her conversation takes as it wavers off centre and lurches outwards into a 
language she has no idea of how to use yet/RomRok try to screem/expulsion of an 
unbearable impossible internal polarity between lifes force and negation/the pleasures of 
speech are not merely phatic/the grain of the voice express the materiality of the body/the 
edge of violence/the anticipation of violence seen from a distance/the last relics of 
violence/the imagination of violence more terrifying than violence itself/face burnt by the 
radar scan of MRI a furrow of android astonishment/what had she seen in the end?/Slow 
wave of neutral went thru Nils volatile blue silence wracked the pull of the sight of her bare 
legs/rumours of a data weapon that sucked out the old singular neural patterns/somewhere 
there was a puncture in the throat/he didnt need to look/Pump action extreme 
dataweapon/Extraction of finite transactional resources feedback loop to Sentinals/there is 
no human voice in the world that is not the object of desire or of repulsion there is no 
neutral voice/the Screen becomes an electro magnet pulling the neurons out of the 
eyesockets until face resembled mutilated wiring loom/extreme make over no withdrawal to 
speak of just crumbling of analogical perceptions/symbiotic links with the Net denied cut off 
from active addiction to electronic signals/the threat of rampant dissolution controls the 
tendency to over use?/The Control Lie under control or in control/Im confused now because 
I am dead and Im being awakened/automated epidemic flexing the muscle of received 
stable meaning as indicator of figurative level of demand/the Sado Masochistic edge of 
exposure to the desiring space driven from the confines of stricture/lost in the predicament 
of the others trauma of denial/I will not be self control the extraction gives no pleasure that 
is why I have never stopped calling you automatic pilot BoyDebris/Trashdata the ambiguity 
of this appropriation within the interruption of an imperative coming from 
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elsewhere/outside the human arrogance of man the alter ego conjures too soon its dispersion 
under interrogation/echo of unfinished inclination to risk a silence from which you will not 
respond/speak above what is spoken to you and about you/ an interval before random 
interference prevents the conception of desires performance to commit the crime of ignoring 
the victim/this literal dimension a tear in the fabric of guilt and corpse under the stairwell 
piled with nylons and high heels/whipping the bare arse legs bent back to the ears clothes 
pegs bristling rope/A group fantasy or a private dream?/Aggression stimulates the release of 
dopomine provides feelings of pleasure/Nils muscles ached/the disease that had most likely 
lain dormant in his cells gradually possessing the body that had lost control of its 
interior/eruptions on the skin/why do organic diseases occur at times when the life of the 
individual has come to a crisis and often when the subject seems to need them out of his 
innermost desire to break out of an impasse such as an enforced celibacy/The central fusion 
of the imaginary with the oblique shadow of extirpating insurgence/the Machinic full of fear 
systems mimics the psychotic mind/constantly seeking to oppress and intimidate the 
subordinate vessel/the body as inscriptive surface under torture and interrogation/pain 
inflicted in ever intensifying ways/ amplified within the body in the sense that it becomes an 
observable object/visible to the other denied as pain and read as power scrambling 
signals/read all instructions those gaps between noise and word/a static screem comes from 
elsewhere in RomRoks inert body/she was unable to position herself as an object available 
for inspection/after the schizo/paranoid/hysteric body comes the masochist body restrained 
and subjected as the last escape of the subject leaking its internal organs/producing intricate 
Machinic connections which distribute radiant intensities across bodies and objects/ all the 
orifices of her body had closed in shut down except her ears which were filled with the hiss 
of her organs no longer able to hear the warnings of danger the voice of reason/is this so the 
masochist body can hear instructions?/in a thought a routine you have never experienced 
but will continue to repeat existing in this impossible place of sadistic ritual/the threat of 
frenzy and risk in the transition to the Machinic/the object construed as exhibitionistic and 
the knowing subject as voyeuristic/Nils watched from the far side of the roadway/ allegorical 
in the dark switch spark the gearhead harsh shifting fields of intensity introduces more 
noise into the signal/ super dense and abrasive there is no noise without the thought of 
noise/the heterogeneous/that which does not fit into the normal and destitute rational/which 
cannot be subjugated by the public utility creates confusion which indicates promise of 
contributing to the complexity of larger systems of complex Machinic beings/a form of 
genesis capable of greater complexity leading to the next rupture/options for further 
diversity occur under the new Singularity of the Post Human/ominous sonar Engineers rise 
to the depths of emergence/the depths of the will itself/the decay of the signal is a photocopy 
of a photocopy until all the midtones drop out saturated become the Black Star/the lucid 
mind of Artaud shitting his complicity with insanity/Exquisite and excess of the startling 
possession of flagging energy he whispers come out into the light/you lose wasted rebellion 
fast/there were objects of notorious accumulation like public malls and urinals and 
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churches/While he was waking he was still dreaming of ways of reduction to what is 
essential/Dead Dogma with pneumatic camera gun the late sky of listening submerged in 
lack of mentality walking thru the City being partially lost in disjunctive syllogism disrupts 
decision making the analogue is or the digital could be?/I will use the digital or the 
analogue/I will not use the analogue/But why ultraviolet glass valves gone microphonic feed 
back at the sound of yr voice/Arrrgghhh the tragic lyricism of mans failed inoculation 
against the Engines while ingrained with machine like behaviour which turns on 
humanity/You wake up one morning/The End passing over while you slept/but you didnt 
sleep/you saw it all from a distance/samples were taken/alternative genetic decisions made 
the fact that you would not be alone but in the company of a pirated pseudonym/it seems a 
long slow decomposing corpse because it is ignorant of the life cycle of the maggot/will our 
physicality experience the chrysalis stage of morphing?/we could take this up with the 
AutoDidact and her memes/We are back with have I been and passed or have I being?/A 
careful inspection might find evidence of external interference/Death by natural causes/or 
would you prefer an ineffectual heart attack in the middle of a lecture on Connotation of 
Imaginary Meaning as Metal Effect in the video of Tuetso Iron Man/a case of sensory 
overload/not to be found in the subtext or the after image itself of course/A return to 
Primary sources/Centuries distant from the original amorphic event in the Iron Age/the 
obvious intent distraction/the obtuse extent a series of hand drawn marginalia and the third 
event a dialectical non-human compromise?/the point is what are we being deceived into 
concluding/Nils was certainly generating noise within interlocution and the Tracer knew 
it/noise is any stimulus that gets in the way of communication/noise is the new discourse/a 
syntax of tension that interminably underlines that there will be an end to logical fallacy of 
silence/all the obligations he endured were based on a belief in destructive and immanent 
gratification of the exhumation of frenzy from the body/The rising onto haunches was a 
collective evolutionary event as will the reunification and expansion of the mind be/a midi 
interface wiring him up to the neuroscape of the InterFace played back over the Screens as 
DataTrash/Nils rested on the door /terrified of a collaborative expansive interaction being 
turned against him/there will always be pre programmed formats available/you can sense 
the restrictions inherent in the semiotic dominance of the media Screen images/Iconic 
latitude will escape detection heat sensors pick up the outline of a point of entry/the 
democratic riddles of ideology under siege the Age of Data in the soul/the religious modern 
pharmacology that was en-tranced by the agitation of humours metastasis/a cruel swollen 
vein expelled her blood into a syringe diagnosing the worst delirious self severance under 
inquisition/The pure surface of events without depth mimics the law of deliverance 
retribution and pre destination/ the sites of technicity/eyeless in Gaza the simulacra of the 
Wailing Wall snakes thru the sand dunes of the Desert of Nagazaki/freedom exists where 
cataclysm reminds us of it/Nils confused himself with his penis rushing in for the attack 
feeling resentment and fear at being taken by Romrok of being lost in her/absorbed or 
alone/ apocalyptic visions of new totalising Order predicated on survival and the recurrence 
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of breaking out exposes its unity with all fascist enactments/Did you know of anything in 
the past that might have precipitated this subversion/No?/ death and desire makes itself 
known thru the trace of the others mortality ?/this threatens the imperialism of the self/I 
think the evidence has been transferred from several psychological and correctional 
Institutions/Nils eyes were upon her mesial groove/the tangle of her pubic hair was 
evaporating in an state of exhausted infatuation with tracking the density of lines of flight of 
desire into sex sabotage and anarchism/from neurological locations Diaspora of spaces I can 
lose myself in/a sense of responsibility for giving the orders to judge experience not just live 
experience/hierarchical scattering of Crematoria from which I have to fight to exert my will 
to want to live/ detention centre date of arrival/Romroks passport was missing from her 
backpack/Ten yrs of interrogation transcripts from the Psychiatric Ward underlining 
Romroks belief that reproducible art breaks up and ruins the aesthetics of vision/You have 
hurt me again/I want you to know this time really badly/I was making my dream and you 
were in it/Now I know that the word cerebral poverty is no different from the word death/a 
tactical vertigo that recounts the subjects desire to erase his own image and vanish/by not 
getting in touch with you I am keeping this situation alive/in poverty and in death/in 
sickness and in health/ reality holds us down only when we immerse ourselves in it that 
which is/indentations of unmediated image caused by relative slowness of breath containing 
the language within it as a transactional passage from the pre linguistic purity of sounds 
discharged in the rhythms of the semiotic/Romrok traced the scar made by the scalpel from 
her throat to her stomach/she was the mutilated feminine of mans perverse expectations to 
annex dispersed poly-sexuality under the open eyes of this deadened woman/I must not see 
what is left of my living body/Romrok was totally helpless after this unexpected revelation 
of deformity/the ridges of the stitches bristling like lashes were suspect and dangerous/s/he 
stood for nothing less than a medical paradox/ the limit of pornographic thinking/where 
does fantasy end and the imagination begin?/where everything must bear down on the 
erotic situation of the nakid corpse/out of the shadow to the left of the door I watch the two 
men coupling/the tears of the body will not bring relief and cannot be healed/death is an 
immoral business/a blind witness to my own visibility/Outside the Zone exile is a 
permanent condition of her identity/if the body mattered as text then/s/he should remain 
celibate in these days when sexuality means abandonment disease and death/when the s/he 
exhibits and the he watches/s/he chose a celibate body over a raped or mutilated one/but 
having no memory Romrok couldnt recognize herself/feeling pain s/he could not die/blood 
of the earth leaks into her arteries/the vagina is self enfolding just like the lips of the mouth 
but speaks the literal rather than the metaphoric/ 

Zone of Occupation where forbidden dreams and memories are exposed in which Nils 
thinks what ever he wants because he is permanently engulfed in demands of 
sublimation/the inexorable march of the delirious/the substance of imagination 
itself/breaking thru the limits of consciousness/of all the body parts the face is most 
dominant/his face was a dormant scar of anatomical metaphors/ 
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The Intern clipped the large sheet of ultra sound negatives to the light box and flicked on 
drifting infections/the incurable disease is the rule not the exception/Here beside the 
expansion of the cortex a hardening of the tissues skull fracture suggests distinct break 
down into molecular penetration of the pelvic bone/she was infiltrated but that doesnt mean 
she knew what it was/smell of ammonia from the Exterminator disinfecting the Waste 
Incinerator/lucrative contract if you knew the right Autopsy team/Big blackmarket trade in 
diseased organs/ 

Desert of Nagazaki was a military exchange Zone between the Post Human and the Post 
Industrial giving birth to the Atomics Singularity and the Teknoid/Sensual nuclear rotations 
composite of stale trade thru which desire is passing in glass wind blowing down from the 
Narcotics Dispensary/it was his first cranial operation/The Intern said a body cannot live 
without disease as she tapped out the pills onto a plastic tray/the sigh of the empty black 
valise Nils carried thru the Departure Lounge/It was wrenching the muscles in his right 
shoulder/Expected call from you/now the stars distant journey finally throws a shadow 
across the boxs of drigs which cause brain disturbances/detention the rule of Law fails to 
transmit a motive for punishment/forced entry withers the hand that reaches into the 
vibration of ethical silence/I am scared/In the distance sound of gear changes on the only 
highway out/a willing and calculated route of escape from terminal documents not received 
from the Lie Detektor in person/Hit and run/tremor in left hand as he tried various keys in 
lock/Nils staggered up the fire escape to the back door of his room overcoat dragging 
behind him was tired and discouraged/he dropped suitcase and began untying shoelaces 
knotted and elastic/It had been a night of self exploitation and bizarre encounters/once open 
to every wind the exits now so obstructed they no longer offer to converse in question and 
answer/they respond only to insight passion and the glisten of pearls/the rivers have dried 
up on earth and in the heavens in the geometries of tears and the logic of prayers the clouds 
rain dust/Hal al Hal al Motherfuk saying something doesnt make it true says 
BoyDebris/ consciousness collected around him/he returned with reluctance/an unbearable 
fatigue/the ascent was painful/ sometimes he didnt make it but slipped back into the swamp 
feeling his grip on the slippery mangrove roots fade/he would have struggled if there was 
anything obvious to struggle for/ sleep that attempt to play at being dead/a loss of faith in 
the pity of words in the trafficking of experimental actions never completed due to lack of 
immorality and risk/Under these circumstances he preferred the avoidance of others/they 
constantly reminded him of earlier loss/threaten loss again/yet the sickening desire for 
contact/knowing that contact will come to be another loss/the fear of loss of betrayal of 
solitude forced him to tolerate humiliation and frustration/no sequential affection will ever 
come from contact/only short term contracts/detaching from attachments prior 
engagements/ at each loss the depression of that which has been lost before and will continue 
to be lost/a deeper grief/facing eventually the loss of himself/drifting in a sludge of sensory 
deprivation/ 
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TWENTY- FOUR THE INTERFACE/ 

No one knows how to despise themselves more than the self under Interrogation/30 seconds 
over Nagazaki itineraries of vocal fantasy of excess filled with euphoria of imperfect atomic 
beauty/vibrating noise as failure to get to the body of signals/the ear has to become 
masochistic/background of discordant 
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noise a violent zone where sounds mutilate noise of work noise of synapse noise of the 
Machinic coupling noise of desiring engines/Critical mass of noise/to me you listen techno 
apparatus/Nils cling to I unseal interrupted destinations of atonality illusion bought to an 
end/the noise despite the death it contains carries new Information/one traverses its 
unpredictable volume with an umbrella of loaded intonations folds up like a fan/mania for 
justification out of fear of the irrational/Nils keyed in his pass word/Luminoid/dry mouth a 
wave of neural washes over him affraid of radiation contaminating the water chokes when 
he drinks/how did he breath in the amniotic fluids ?/the autopsied corpse of an objects final 
moments seeks to recode life even for a second/ cool memories time the contrapuntal coming 
apart ranging from prosthetic turmoil of temporary abolition to total amnesia/illuminating 
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the dark only makes it more obvious/ deepens shadow of slow moving seconds under plot of 
volatile cognitive arousal/electronic testimony to an other which is never really present 
simulating encounters thru the sonorous InterFace/ 

A void in his head thin layer of self recognition note by note the debris of music blocked by 
elements of the Control Apparatus continually dismantling his spontaneous distended 
loneliness/losing the ability to manifest himself as point of stillness/static/he sat at the 
Terminal keying in versions of his name hour after hour/there must be a confidential file 
outlining the last time he logged in/ an overview that highlighted strategic decisions made at 
this crisis point in his life/some detailed incremental outline perhaps dates and major 
events/a microscopic switch on the hard drive that he was missing disguised as a screen 
saver or a properties conduit that needed reformatting/the dying body reaches out for an 
answer to its disappearance into noise/some part of his gaunt face an accretion of bone at the 
top of his spine the swollen lymph nodes even the cells were fluid Information that would 
continue to sound after his death/its possible that you don't record any memory/that you 
have a mass of electrical signals in no particular order/forgotten disengaged from original 
stimulus/what hand to what arrhythmic beat that touched my silence under its vibrating 
direction and control tried to erase its palpable solidity/the sensation of authority doesn't 
fragment or fade and become nothing but bodily flows released under tension from storage 
but retrieval as sensation of presence as Machinic component colonized and driven out/he 
could compose a memory in 30 sees/pleasure a detour thru suffering blending into the 
wiring and miniature parts of the transformation of the organs into sites of partial 
inscription/couldnt find pleasure even though he was capable of humiliation when he was 
allowed to focus/something so simple/once opened fraught with the stress of risk an odd 
reality as it is continually devised to disrupt his senses to deterritorialise him/forced out of 
liminal space into identification based on The Social Contract/this word came to mind/he 
keyed it in/Liminal/a gap between the ordered worlds where almost anything can happen 
from the Latin threshold you see?/What were the ordered worlds?/Phenomenal or 
noumenal?/Either or/Being and nothingness/He pushed escape but the scroll kept 
rolling/File Exit/no response/existential or sceptics Situationalist?/this thought is entirely 
determined by the fact that it cannot and does not wish to apprehend its own material 
emotional foundation in the spectacular systems of visual object selection/a lexicon of words 
now a foreign object of hieroglyphs/Nagazaki/sub communication tends to be invisible at 
the surface but resonates in the solar plexus adjusting differing forms of a singular 
alienation/unwanted fragments of a childhood thought to have escaped the sameness of 
lived chronology/Time was catching him unawares/Luminoid is a being in a stage of 
transition perpetually outside the arbitrary borders in the first place human borders in the 
second and final place technological borders/ does not conform to common boundaries may 
be weird insane or skitzoid/Vox would show him where she was at fault/he notes on a sheet 
of paper relishing the ecstasy of noise itself/disorder incapacitates order as regulation of 
aural reaction/a sense of irritating reliance/Nils could never get to the zenith of more than 
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the limit/refutation has its own satisfactions/the world is a binary construct based on human 
demand for coherence within ambiguity of multiple potentials/it has its lived body and its 
Cerebral Autopsy/the loss if played over and over again as if for the first time/there are 
multiple centres of loss the myth of mortal continuity the fantasy of singularity/Being is 
naturally skitzoid/all interpretations have a Skz component dysfunctional response to 
ambivalent potentials/lacking coping mechanisms for dealing with inconsistencies the Skz 
collapses dysfunction response to identity as superimposed probabilities of potentials/the 
demand for singular rational actions/what if I were both options of negative and positive or 
more?/the mysterious voice of culmination/testing the beliefs of ordinary conformists 
liminal space a dangerous zone where structure loses its grip becomes ambiguous tracks 
multiple memories drawn from versions of what he had thought to have been 
experiences/no one left to confirm them/Oh Xrist another series of algorithmic fractals 
entered Nils networks/page after page of instructions up loading from another plug-in 
adding data to previous neural site/is nothing living definitive?/The screen 
replies/BoyDebris left to defining himself from infinite variables that rippled with turbulent 
agitation/every time/he attempted a lock down the outline blurred and the contents of the 
room shifted/Interior confusing himself with his vascular resolve is collecting specification 
codes in an attempt to turn the whole body into a phallus/impenetrable/someone had 
logged his absence?/while he thought he was in control of his presence/the co-ordinates 
under surveillance rarely correlated/the whole becomes a sum not a unity of its parts/always 
a miss match/the matrix of code was something to watch out for/A role of which Nils has no 
idea of being a part of/that attempt to orientate ourselves to each other/ an act of 
encountering the Other when that Other appears absolute and you fragmented/He keys in 
Role/The screen replies/A role is necessary when there is a split between inside and 
outside/when pure subjectivity has to face the world and construct an outside it can 
tolerate/I am split between an outward compliance and an inner withholding of 
compliance/I am an unauthorized derivative being/Inner integrity consists in being 
inaccessible/Suffer from incentive salience/I am losing the ability to create myself as 
subjectivity with a contiguous border/I am the first notational self enclosed field of 
circulation pushed into the most distant extreme of its definition as something objective/key 
in melancholy/even if my existence is on the verge of shattering/even if each day I feel closer 
to a refusal to participate in the complication of meaninglessness/at the boundary of emotion 
and action where the world of signs lays down its own logic/the present is beyond repair 
my existence and its lack of meaning is not tragic/only to myself/within this dispersal of 
meaning I feel a great abandoned commonsense a temporary salvation for the lost 
body/some sense of manipulated pleasure at this separation invaded Nils unstable contact 
with the InterFace/that remained invisible and disengaged to anyone else/there are not 
many days left for the unknown potential of sleeping/but this only creates panic and pushes 
him deeper into the impasse/the delayed traveller with obstinate post cards all blank has no 
Information worth hearing/he gloats over the images with an awkward desire/the eye is 
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both medium and media/a perverted contraption between his legs spits a yellow drool that 
dampens the molten sands/ confined in its location of globules until nomadic distance 
intervenes and ruptures the membranes/the distance of knowing/an empty net full of its 
own failure/The body shuts down and withdraws it eradicates the horizon it expands itself 
to colossal proportions and everything about the body fills the void left behind by the 
external/Oddity of perceived reality as it is continually devised by those who would erase 
his patience/his vision of the Singularity/Trying to interpret the unknown with adjectives 
and metaphors from the once known/Identity the least stable and verifiable factor/that 
which I wish RomRok would be/the most alienating demand I can make even though I resist 
it in myself/The Overmind beyond the fantasy of the dominant superego/splits open 
between us thru which intimacy drains under the weight of desires gravity/see how my 
cheeks sag my teeth turn yellow my hairline recedes/surely it must mirror the interior/the 
brain shrinks memory fades/there is no historical link that I can traverse over/no coherent 
series of events that I can turn to and find some relief from the terror that I fail to live that I 
only expire/Nils said that and he promised this but he did nothing/there always seemed 
time to attend to multiple of possibilities/ duration was compacted with its own immensity 
of expiring always mistaken for being/might there an ambivalent zone?/an implicit sense of 
dismemberment the actions of my body are discrete/thousands of mobile noises of 
digressive tendencies to infect that land on the body at any moment vibrating and 
ambient/ anybody might open up into this void for that matter and becomes the hearing of 
the listener/to map noise thru the exploration of the randomness of disorganised sounds/cut 
off but not ended/noise as abuse of power as if escape were possible/ 

Vox has been in his room/ she has changed the screen saver to GashGrils/she had left a sheet 
of lyrics written on the Word Generator/ she has cut up his remix composition collection/ she 
has hypertextd thru the blast dimensions of obliterating melancholy caught in the action of 
Post Verbal/of the enigmatic treachery of her Interior Monologue/dispassionate in her effort 
to subvert Nils in his resistance to becoming a person who no longer is/his consciousness 
has been evacuated and replaced with the howl of visceral noise made in his own image/ 
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TWENTY- FIVE SUCK MY CODE DELIRIUM OF WASTE NO PARTICLE IS THE 

SAME/ 

madness stalking the smell of love of the erotics of fear which sweated the armpits and 
aroused his genitals/Fear War replicates the seduction of the corrupted strategies of the 
beloved who only wants concessions and improvised messy admissions of defeat/is 
intolerable in its looting energies its intensity to find a host separating the obstinate 
duplicity of the living from the dead/his words begin at the torn edges of yr skin where the 
neurons bleed into the vain passionate sigh of delirium/I could have loved you Veydra said 
but the time passed under my incessant ideal to live at the beginning of a life rather than the 
conclusion/you are 27 and nearly at an end/ desire breeds belief in the resort to techniques of 
anything whatsoever to get her way/there are many inaccessible rooms that demand 
intervention/you could step out of yrself for just a few hrs and attend to the torment in me/I 
know there are many things you have hidden from me/ this is a dead end street in which you 
will not compromise with words/you are the antithesis of a falling star exploding over the 
City of Pain/the space of invectitude castes a shadow a map of the heavens/it needs to be 
dark to coincide with the dead and their ability to blur the distinction between 
death/ vanishing and escape/She vanished from sight as the Freighter AutoHulk pulled out 
of the waterfront and made its way up the black sludge river/Had she gone to her 
cabin?/suffering from porno froth of synapse only alleviated by a dose of Blue Saturn/a 
renovation of the self never wanting to open her eyes again reduced to scratched 
invisibility/We have to live without human interaction if we are to survive the Machinic 
with all its forms of innocuous violence against the other/a sliver of intense brightness as 
verifiable phantom obscuring the inner life/the plasticity of consciousness coupling within 
the Machinic is a myth/a frantic shot at immortality/but I am now one of several identities 
and you have access to them if you focus on the subjugated ruthless self propagation as 
propaganda/I subjugate into one just for you/irrevocably corrosive and lack a suspension of 
belief in the dark radiance of nakidness beyond the scope of the admission of guilt/reclining 
nude to the Arizona bathtub incident in all its metaphysical containment debris of sex and 
desire swirling down drain we overlap and merge fusing the borders of the one and the 
other as hybrid declension of the verb to be or to might have been/what stylistic slang you 
fling in my face/I am the messenger or I am the message/I am the said or the saying/too well 
thought out lets weep over each others corpse as discarded expression machines damaged 
and incontinent when it comes to the fluids of interception breeding impotence as a broken 
contour/I dissect that which renders itself to the open-ness of futility/herein lies my 
inspiration and failure to ever become a terrible infant of even a breath of insipid somatic 
incongruities/I sleep wrapped in the northerly winds blowing up from the arctic 
wastelands/or was I always just a transmitter ?/my words the residue of that process of 
thought being rigidly determined by humiliation/selecting and filtering the cryptic clues to a 
nervous uncertain text that you might have already read in the space of yr imagination or 
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yr dreams/Madness pursues Nils in the form of the Plague Beast with its glaucous eye and 
the DogMan of mutation making the howl of language intolerable/exciting the delirium of 
the saying of the Said as resonating on the passage of words/thru the skin of the 
unstoppable mouth/the race against death/[who taught you to speak] alone on yr Kapok 
mattress grey with narcotics empty bottles of Blue Saturn and overload of blind anger/the 
wires coil around yr spine leaving wounds of lava flows and shattering earthquakes/the 
frenzied sleepless ness full of ideas on fire and sweating wet flesh hosed down by urine and 
confusion/hounding polymorphous speed of flight from the prophetic advance of a lack of 
thought/I am here/more than that I cannot say/the implication of a lack of cognitive pursuit 
of the corrupt sound Nomad who asks for nothing more than an insight into what are not 
the conditions of the last endurance/who asked you or authorized you to speak yr tongue of 
insurrection of pure imagination that blood will endure to the last moment of 
duplicity/when the InterFace and the Screens merge into a multiplicity of insidious jargon a 
howl of noise a haze of visions/Suicide a machine of erasure sucking Nils dry thru its 
unimaginable cold liquefied biomass frozen in space distorted and pliant with 
terror/Acephalous torsos drift off zero with the detritus of isotopes and atomic waste/C'est 
ne rein/Nils and Veydra are walking behind the Emergency Ward where field surgery is 
carried out at the FrontLines/their are two heads rest in a hollow dribbling blood coated in 
dust trickles of iodine subtle colours to flesh out the contours of the skulls/A rich diversity of 
tones and textures/fissures and solidity alternating as possible orifices/to be fuked or to be 
spoken thru/the infinite residues of a divine body no longer visible the head expressed the 
shock of exhumation shock at its deceased-ness/The head is excluded from all that makes it 
human and it becomes other devoid of its mechanics its volubility its phantasms of desire/A 
look of shock at the point of decapitation/these are perhaps once human the technological 
lens of the eye the underlying structure upon which the flesh is laid out/nothing disguises 
the intensity of the presence of the form itself ripped from the phantasm of the body/A 
pervading sense of obstinate singularity/ certainly one of a kind/These remain figures of sub 
culture dialekt which achieve there own libidinal discharge in being viewed by the 
pornographer/The dying body cannot cover itself but is constantly exhumed by the stare/An 
obtuse sensuality pervades the distorted would be fleshy surfaces/there are amputated 
limbs stacked against the wall of corpses/swarms of flies coat the stumps/ 
Vox GashGril maniFesto on dialect of SUCK MY CODE JunKerLOud you are afraid of the 
same of the artificial identity/He want his insanity back from the DogMAn/Eat code and 
choke on the shit of intentions read only my memory not his liquefied biomass frozen in 
space distorted and pliant with terror/acephalous torsos heads with half bodies/crash 
victims of Post Human transition transfusion from embodiment to the cognitive hollowed 
out husk of the InterFace victims/Chrysalis having given birth to strange becomings images 
of revolt and rebellion against the limits of corrupt data mutations of organic/inorganic 
couplings swarms of desire rupturing the smooth skin of the unconscious/ anagogic 
deliriums that keep Nils awake at night/the sewn up body of circulation the great artificial 
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Black Sun has closed its light upon the world thought turned Machinic in the glazed 
darkness of the skitzo-paranoiac hitting the random codes of Post Human transfusion 
sucking the corpse cold dry of its meaning and being/hot solar atomic winds off the Desert 
of Nagazaki catches yr wings and propels you thru alien entity duration/where code dictates 
pleasure of metabolism at the InterFace and satisfies desire time and time again/burns 
brilliant Screen flash dissolved retina sucks into the cortex pumps the Post Verbal static blitz 
skitzo risk factor zero/eat code and die you fukers sucked in vortices of cross dissolve 
envelope follower from Synth/the hot contagion once limited by cold distance now becomes 
contagious/we string of binary collusions suffocate in a return to the same as zero wishing 
for one/we pure artifice an invective broadcast from the limit of the mind/vivid shit exalts 
dead end machine eats War addicted to the airwaves of Radio Secretary 
transmissions/electronic revenge not cry of fright or fever of angry belongs to us/Only 
concealed elements of thought emission to which it clings a nucleus of an idea of escape 
down a false trail/we are the malignant accident that fell into yr dreams and you will never 
awake to end the digital illusion which probe yr neural network of stoppage/where the 
insane vandals swarm read only my memory which was yrs before yr identity crashed into 
the theatre of aesthetic operations where memory cannot return thought to reality/we can 
never reject or abandon death/as the world emptied itself from Nils corpse/This death trap is 
inside me full of limit and excess of noise colliding/the ears are the enemy of noise the ears 
are the organ of fear/Cold larval images eat out the neural synapses/Suck my code delirium 
of wastage/ demanding desperate but futile measures of engagement/impeding easy 
connection to bleed stuck knives into immobile body parts/waiting for Celibate Autopsy to 
return from the streets and tombs of death covered in fresh earth/a chance of disaster as the 
numerous tribes and dialekts are being subsumed in the Machinic annexation/the unknown 
minds map was as follows/I am catatonic like a man who has lost the worst of himself only 
to find that there is nothing left to recall of his past/ and the ability to confront the point of 
thought not the spread out thinkable connections/the same siren wails at War and at the 
scene of an accident/You have divided my life between yr selves and left nothing upon 
which I can build a sane thought which was fixed at the time of the silence of the divine/ All 
that is mechanism is mania and achieves a velocity that breeds lack of control/I speak to you 
in terms of an illness that has entered a decisive phase/I am in the strange pursuit of a 
becoming that nobody cares about the way scraps of food are thrown to the dogs/vomit is 
flushed away into the sewer/will my mind be present at the profound decline of my 
thought ?/How imminent can anything be when it is derivative?/ Recuperating and learning 
to do things as opening the wound of anachronism and those enmeshed in the ungrounded 
in the void of the insomniac/who cannot dream but of final immanence as destitution/not in 
the futile gesture of nothing-ness which is equal to coupling with the becoming affects of the 
Teknoid with its aesthetics of Ungestalt the cult of the unformed and the irrational or 
gestaltungen as last resort/Perhaps my words for this are a missed encounter with the 
catastrophic I cant hold on to/this lack of somnambulance I can only retain the trace of its 
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passage as a scar a tissue of the nocturnal hysteria/always too early or perhaps to late to 
connect with the nakidness of my excoriated laceration/There are dead spaces just as there 
are dead words and times but some demand the in-human exhumation of fractious desire to 
be ruined again/everything enters thru a gash a slit an open sore to frenzied or too 
passive/there is anarchy but where are the anarchists?/the Said and the Saying has been 
drained of its vitality and no longer arouses the Other who has futility on the barbs and 
rasps of her tongue/Not born of the human but of the sleeping imaginary Father who first 
inserts the nocturnal terror of yr latent inertia as you absorb his multiple cocks/all the more 
obscene for being forced and contrived/traversed by erotic flows of delirious moments of 
blatant artifice/Death can not be abandoned or denied in its demand for a noise laden air 
which suffocates with its interruptions and intervals of skitzoid disjunction/Live the exstacy 
of the eternal NOW using the power [puissance] of the network of stoppages to infiltrate the 
bizarre and the torn edges of the eating of suck my code anonymous until the NOW/ 
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TWENTY- SIX LAST ATTEMPTS OF A DOOMED SPECIES/ 

Nils plugged in the Roland Synth and set it to random noise generator/Picked up the 
microphone and covered it with his lips/pushed against the mesh hoping to get some dialekt 
click/record the spools spin the tape is stretched it squeals over the heads as it picks up the 
distortion of words/every imaginable waste product of language as Nils scanned the open 
texts spread across the table looking for inspiration/All books that Johnny had stolen from 
the Library/This was the hand that cast the first stone and this is the conscience that wakes 
up kicking and screaming at night unable to contain the attacks of fear and terror that infest 
his unconscious/Of course a country or a culture or a political party must be held 
accountable for its behaviours and always considered in terms of their actions/we have a 
duty to those anonymous millions whose bones crunch under our feet every time we walk 
in the shadow of history which imagines it is always twelve noon and zero cast of shadow in 
which to hide/no they cast a long day hideous shadow which blocks the light of 
accountability/Murderers should pay for their actions for the full term of eternity/Johnny 
was a Borshi Boy/He was an intellectual criminal stealing from libraries and books and 
computer data bases/He stole mainly Philosophy because it was easy to disguise when used 
by other philosophers like Nils/Say O Plato said we are becoming but never being and Sartre 
said we are being and becoming nothingness and Blanchot said What frightened us was the 
point to which they needed becoming and being other than what they were which was 
nothing neuter the neuter which cannot be named since it is named becoming the interval of 
the impossible other which is nothing/ And Deleuze said that becoming was the force of life 
and being was inertia oh we could go on all night with this concept but Johnny the Borshi 
Boy get sick of stealing becoming thief an eternal nervous stomach and the need to shit 
when ever he went into a Library and opened a book or even just walking along the bays 
touching the spines of the books made him want to shit like a turd was profoundly opening 
up inside of his belly and forcing its way out first as a couple of farts that smelt of sulphide 
gas say eggs perhaps and then he just had to run to the toilet if he ever had constipation he 
would steal a book on Philosophy planning everything in advance he would pull the 
magnetic strip from the spine he was only interested in the pages not the cover and stuffed 
them down his pants careful not to piss on them because he had a leaky valve in his 
bladder/Johnny believed his plans to steal always worked and they did/he couldnt see 
reality beyond his plans to be an existentialist thief/This was what he read in a book/he read 
from page to page as from brink to brink from plateau to plateau dodging the chasms and 
the void catching a word here like "love goes away when yr mind goes away and then yr 
someone else again but never the same "/Johnny was too smart to remember his plans and 
always got lost in the book bays looking at the art books with the coloured plates he would 
rip them out for his wall/Many of the books he stole had all the sentences underlined and he 
hated to see that he hated being drawn to other peoples under linings as if that was only 
what he should be reading/He used to rub out the lines but often the paper was thin and 
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tore in the blackness of 3am the depth of becoming beyond crime death and sex before 
disaster hit/Judy was at the door in her yellow A line dress that accentuated her breasts but 
not as much as her swimming costume he felt rude looking at them/She was a woman and 
he a boy a gulf to wide to cross even with his long arms/She looks sad/Do you think there is 
a forever Johnny she asks him?/Johnny lets out a big breath of air almost emptying his 
lungs/ Anything lasts forever if you try hard enough but is it worth the effort?/You can do 
what you want its all free there are no restrictions just help yr self to the great ball of the 
nothing/Judy lights a cigarette/Can I come in?/Johnny could hardly bear being on the brink 
of happy/Judy in his room/She looked at the stacks of books reaching to the ceilings/What 
are all these books ?Johnny replied/Im writing a book of Philosophy called Nothingness 
Uncertainty and Being in the 21 st Century/Judy looked impressed/She had always thought 
Johnny just played guitar and took drigs and had really bad acne and was underweight and 
had an enlarged forehead/He was kind of attractive in a unattractive way/His teeth were 
crooked/She wondered about kissing him as in did his breath smell of tooth decay/She was 
always one for depending on her own opinions/Whats it about ?/Judy was doing Biology 
and Maths/She didnt know much about Philosophy/Its about depression/Depression 
meaning that poor people go around and around because they have fewer possibilities or 
they perceive fewer possibilities because they are used to staring at their feet out of 
humility/Johnny noticed that Judy didnt have any shoes on her feet/He was embarrassed by 
her nakid feet/Oh we always take off our shoes at home so as not to get dirt on the carpet 
you see?/Johnnys carpet was a mess of dead cockroaches and rats dung/rats which ate the 
spines of the books stuck down by horse glue/They were old books before silicon glue was 
invented he tells Judy so you can put yr shoes back on okay/Now her bare feet are only in 
his memory but that will be enough/ Almost as valuable as the corrugated iron changing 
shed by the beach/Judy wafts across the room swinging her dress from side to side/She 
reminded him of Audrey Hepburn or Brigit Bardot they were the only movies he could 
remember as he didnt have a screen/He was sweating at the prospect of her sitting down 
and he knew the dress was short and would show her knees/She sat on his ergonomic chair 
and spun around once/Oh all these books she said in a rush which made her eyes luminous 
and slightly fill with tears all these books are kind of sexy dont you think?/His imagination 
couldnt conceive of Judy using such a word here while they were alone/the word kept flying 
and flying around his mind/For a moment there was nothing outside of him except his 
dream of Judy saying that word/ 

Life is an anti-climax dont you think says Johnny changing the subject deftly away from the 
books/Did you know that in some primitive cultures the word when doesnt exist/as in when 
I get some food or when I get old/They have no concept of a future/Its hard to speak and not 
use the word "when" its so much a part of the whole time thing dont you think?/Judy held 
out her cigarette she had smoked so gently that all the ash was still connected to the 
butt/Johnny passed her an ashtray very gently so as not to disturb the air/Judy had very 
white teeth and there was lipstick on the butt/ Another word that almost made him 
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gasp/sexbutt/buttsex/that this was impossible did not prevent the idea of a nothingness 
becoming something/ something he had prepared himself for so long that now that it was 
coming there was no time left to think and he ran the danger of it not coming at all 
ever/More of a risk than danger he thought/Judy looked at Johnny/Oh Im sorry I didnt hear 
what you said I wasnt listening/This was announced with so much sincerity that there was 
nothing for Johnny to do but believe what Judy had said/Seeing as he had said nothing but a 
thought/a mere nothingness he had only murmured or borrowed a sigh from his dream/He 
realized at that point that they were absolutely identical in being human but absolutely 
different in being boy and woman/entwined but separated/ 

As well as the pages torn from books Nils re-mixing in samples taken from hundreds of 
sound sources/Not by intent words are supplementary deflecting the mind from the violent 
aesthetics of pure noise/ sound objects that prefigure the silences of our own bodies dynamic 
frenzy/his mind drifts blank scanning of black script against white division of memory 
which belongs to the future of the non human/ attaching tones to phonemes/of a supposed 
continuum into vortex of intervals infests the unreality of absence/a succession of points a 
line of thought preserving the as yet unthought or non conceptual image in 
transition/ traversing possibilities at the cost of an exclusion of meaning reaching its limit/of 
timing in the beat of the black box of unrecorded intensities that fragmented the 
amplification of vibrations of thought qua volume/the noise between the synapse finds its 
immediate existence in the utterance of a sound by means of an approximation to the 
reading of the sound on the page/it goes on before the word/as signifier to the presence as 
witness to its own creation/as inarticulate and radically other/Only the designated 
instrument can respond/forced out of liminal space into identification as meaning/resonates 
in the throat vibrating the chest cavity the lips no longer discriminate in cohesion with the 
tongue in between syntactic regulation of hum to approximate identity/cannot apprehend 
its own materialist foundations in links to the outside as in the crash of metal the screem of 
rubber the hiss of steam the howl of DogMAn/its exstacy of velocity in moving beyond itself 
into the noumenal rebellion of text/leaks heavy mental noise of escaping consonants linked 
to the notes of the octave the semitones of the Middle Eastern scale/a binary opposition that 
no longer exists located outside its elements such as syntactical precision rather than chaos 
of noise/not giving way to his memory of thought learned long ago and nearly 
forgotten/ apathy of extreme oscillations between the fingers and the contagious sand from 
the Desert of Nagazaki/A soft porous ash and bone dust softens the impact/This was Nils 
impression/ something new had entered him and poisoned the life he had lived up to this 
hour/the throat was dry the voice thin and nasal/a hostility to the threat of the 
unexplored/an anxiety of influence/To much meaning kills meaning too much Information 
is never enough/ 
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TWENTY-SEVEN NON COMPOSITION 10/ 

To each other/an irrevocable fatality of fuking images of Celibate Autopsy thru "To be read 
in the key of F sharp major"/ 

Contagion of suffering lifes fragile chance the interval of un-reasons tortured blood 
transfigured into pleasures lavish mouth/speaks mute to the limit of shattered acoustic 
space filled with silence encryptions/exstatic velocity the data trash of inert fascination/the 
inexhaustible noise torments with contortion of secrets furtive illusion/the obscure depths of 
exquisite being running on out of sheer inertia turns to fatal fractal insomnia/RomRok 
arrested for apparent self mutilated corpse under stairwell/ritual wound of neural sparks 
erased as skin without traces of memory or inconclusive evidence/ alone they remain in a 
totality of existing/to be the first to arrive before speech is only silence/which transmits 
distant moments invocation condemned to irrevocable moments in GashGril broken 
dialekt/hits the thickness of presence at maximum velocity/emotional solitude of the tone is 
extreme/the meaning that only knows how to question itself as libidinal mood 
transplants/terminal limit of addiction/Zyclon blue crystals at corner of lips invade the 
cerebral migraine sector as cause of death/as if something in her death was owned or owed 
by us/telephoto lens at low resolution excite granular voice/ strange attractor missing in 
action finds the source of intrusion under tide of vacuous suspicion/ small puncture near 
right ear lobe leaks heavy mental noise at minimal to thin spectacle of deaths diffuse 
trauma/Desert of Nagazaki crushed by latent terror use brute force spatial excavator of 
pessimism/He suspects the catastrophe is thought is only an attitude directed against 
thought and blunt instrument rises encased in Phallic XX addiction to petrified memory of 
corrupt sound/Nomad BoyDebris has stripped the noose of slippage preserving integrity of 
suspicion and withdrawal/silence is still more fetidly eloquent/ degradation rectal foetus 
expelled the supremacy of desire over all moral rational sensual contracts of 
exit/hellucination under endogenous opioid slovenly starved fingers ache for Codeine fix of 
dead iron clamour/ gutted razor logic amputated/forget the abstracted spiritual violations/ 
Viral Ikon melts to bonedust of coprolalia the serious way of amusement with decimated 
hydraulic efficiency of fluid oil/this is the Hiroshima atomic desert silence still intact drifts in 
the ash/SKz the point of fatal impossibility/a replay of Dragfactors heteroclite remains 
drifting across plasma red horizon the impending glamour of extinction to velocity paradox 
factor/long dull wait for sleep deprived extremities body parts dispersed across the social 
fields of neural rush intimidate and corrupt military apparatus/the disarmed disinfected Art 
of Noise Clanks and Kranks/so who owns words spoken by Celibate Machine/Who owns 
noise?/Words?/A storm of nihilism is rolling in under artificial Black Sun/Can the Machinic 
be pure noise of the sublime ?/being ahead of itself extended into emptiness opened and 
open endlessly present deep in isolated shadow on the diverse couplings of the PostVerbal 
Gap/that which is after the non spoken warning of regularised noise/hearing of noise which 
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exceeds Gashgril dialekt of derelict cunt scanners lap the heat from Atomic Reactors/hollow 
name of abstract demons slash the dead sky drenched in flesh/the iris shrinks to pinpoint 
traps of inspiration killing chronomaniac notations/the skitzo has her own system of co- 
ordinates her own codes/there are no sacred words no immune acts/the chorus speaks an 
assemblage of annunciation/the code of delirium fading morning a forgotten place drips 
body tissue/it is imperative to write invulnerable sentences under solar latency of buzzcocks 
systolic wreckage/the death of a friend makes the world less bearable/Rimbaud is hiking 
Verlaine under the broken water faucet immersed in the cynical coupling of living or 
dead/in their alcohol dreams all men inherit the powers of lost co-ordinates of steel 
predators in ravenous inertia/time is in motion without change thru repetition/and the 
sterility of waiting/we cease to be objects of desire long before we cease to be subjects of 
desire/this I without any identity repeating the ultimate to which this is nothing to add/the 
torso without limbs un-sewn raised on dust breeding the clock of radio activity the carbon 
dated distance moving ever further into deep time/time calculated by contamination veins 
junk code progress of disease rise and fall of temperatures/the detritus of being a survivor of 
the addicted to dead time never escapes the chilled rut of night full of oil fractured ball 
bearings/ create prosthetic entrapment sharp vein crashes the moral conclusion of inept 
diagnosis/ absent time is a manipulated social conspiracy driven by The Control Apparatus 
scavenging electron transmissions from Kkrate City/the Assassins in the Zone of Occupation 
contain the invasion of virus with dreadnought immunity the energy of repetition is always 
an act of faith thinking thought to the end detonating calm chemical modification/The 
Betrayal of the Age of Enlightenment its supposition of immanence and vulgar laughter on a 
mission or a vocation which men watch with indifference mount the Phallus/the mute 
catastrophe of Nils musak driving sound into inexhaustible noise/its extinct cavities of will 
to exist without ripple of alien thought regret their awareness/the index of contempt in an 
eternity of ruptures/Venus dripping with the power of her flesh stripped of assets frenzied 
mistress to severed heads cold blooded musak of the Sirens on the Island of Erasure/isolated 
by the Black Lagoon heard as silence the terrible mania of pride seduces Boy Debris to 
conquest of the irrational spying self/inscription of paint and designs of shit aphrodisiac site 
of Nomadism/psychosurgery intrudes on the autopsy of concealed wheels spin the world of 
mass and weight missing in action at the crucial moment of orbit it spins off into the 
interstellar void/not immediate but instantaneous synchro of listless boredom trance/out of 
control thrust to keep in motion an ecology of fear holds traces of yr own obsolescence/viral 
penetration of membranes as the negative suffers positivistic eradication of the darkness of 
woman as a nameless synthesis of perfection/Radio Secretary shot dead in the street one 
more victim of the Codeine Wars escape into dreams pretence abuse value of points of 
departure last Subway from Kkrate City/a scaffold of limitations proved fatal narcotic 
fugitive running out of time/everything has its limit even sorrow/the stillborn night 
annulled Disarmed Venus roving across lunar seasons of half empty DoGMan digesting the 
doubt of hunger/Nils stood at the end of the pier watching the luminous fish a wind of 



473 

illusion flung despair over these last five minutes with Vox barely time to smoke that 
cigarette and she would be gone/seals of authority broken in empty rooms of departure the 
nakidness of laceration the need to be ruined by desire/adulterated by preoccupations 
transversed by erotic flows/violated dry cracked lips of this recondite being of slightly 
related deception speak perforated complaints/body bags missing in action/the river sweats 
blood/ dissolved audible noise while Prole infected with innate hydraulic syringe phobia 
engulfed in Post Human era/the past is refuse you say/adrift/abandon the futile hope of 
words/Nils suffers perceptual identity crisis becomes the victim of an exhausted 
integument/skin ruined by internal flux trash/crisis within illegal circuitry the Lie Detektor 
moves to deploy the self with its luminescent hands/prosthetic servo mechanism and 
chronic delayed reaction/the individual witness now silenced by the vanity of the incessant 
voice/ 

the heavy feel of metal gun prelude to tragic rape of detection/the scorch of the moon along 
every scale the killer Homo Sapiens a sign of failure/access Notes of Interrogation/the 
sounds are mangled with most of reality in the future of NOW extraction of Synapse/from 
rusting future skyline to the end of waking again once fast anticipating grin of intolerable 
coprolalia as they shut down the power grid/broken darkness chokes in harsh electric light 
at moment of its vanishing scales of sensual precision/thumping from boom box this 
expiatory half death chokes on dilapidation/Dogman eludes Razor Gril follows embolism 
white noise trails to sniff out the recursive intent/you can hear their boots on the white 
gravel ear plugged in to castration/expiration uttering inanities with chain of isotopes as the 
solitude is terrible/resurgence of forbidden unconscious energy decaying critical porno 
synapse of fuel rods from Atomic Beach/where the criminal and insane bath/the reef glows a 
rich vermillion under a Saturn blue sky breeding dreams for debutants faltered delirium 
and I wait for you too move while white noise trails Toxic Soldier he takes eternity into his 
mouth/no eyes or lens witness the pain expanded in its ravishment/the question surrenders 
to the answer automated and rebooted routing the cancerous/Celibacy the lethal diversion 
of an empty heaven of frozen Terminals and vacant nerves stretch the libidinal flesh 
between grand hopes and petty faults/full front film slotted into slash of 
AN ETHICS OF IMMANENCE WILL DISAVOW ITS REFERENCE TO 
JUDGEMENTS/THIS POINTS TO THE LACK OF ETHICS OF THE SENTINAL 
BEINGS/ON THE PLANE OF IMMANENCE THERE ARE ONLY COMPLEX NETWORKS 
OF MACHINIC FORCES AFFECTS AND BECOMINGS/THIS IS THE ZERO NATURE OF 
SENTIENT BEINGS/THERE ARE ONLY RELATIONS OF MOVEMENTS RESTS SPEEDS 
AS OPPOSED TO ORGANISATIONS WHICH ARE LIMITATIONS/THE PLANE OF 
IMMANENCE IS GROUNDED NOT TRANSCENDENTAL/ 

cortex drives the sex machine the fact of innate depravity/and here we are at the Zenith of 
Nihilism again under the lost ruined epidermis of prophecy and decay/ 
Plazas under blizzard of enemy flak expose a blood lubricated trail of electricals identifying 
overloaded elevators that plunge to ground floor/There is blood and there is grease there are 



474 

lubricants and petroleum jelly/life is an idea rather than a fulfilment/cloaked in the skin of 
the Black Lagoon swollen with abandoned strangers of the never to be repeated the 
DogMan howls/ 



FRAGMENTS OF A DISASTER/ 

In the City of Pain dull extinguished eyes burn suddenly with a savage gleam for a second 
of desire a last surge of arousal even if they know death is only minutes away all energy is 
directed to the possibility of orgasm/Not to be confused with the death drive/ 

THE ETUDE OF RAPE/ 

Deep in the Age of Slow Panic when paranoid hellucination lacks volatility/Vox has 
composed her Ethics of Damage a desolation of grating noise within the sub atomic particles 
of code/be silent and remember that to forget precedes the memory of what has never taken 
place dried sperms on her leg vermillion cunt leaks but not for [XX Phallic] pleasures/Vox 
use blowdryer to abort them her flesh conspires with hard structure of palate spits them out 
how they wriggle in death/another obsolete birth to suspicion of cold nitrogen eyes dragged 
out with meathooks hung round her perpetual erect neck/Suicide bodies dive from Tower 
Block the slightest screem at vibrating impact/She gagged on their need for revenge over the 
loss of dreams collective delusion/mad dogs tore at her bony arse and ran off with 
alimentary track leaving a trail of shit/ 



HE IMPOTENCE OF ATTRACTION/ 

What happened to your murmur of strangeness Toxic Soldier?/Cool metal dreaming on the 
Front Line/a hologram of Grilflesh/ sheer joy of cellular division/here is a cell that develops 
lawlessly precedes in anarchy as resonator/yr life is a fucking draft that one day you will 
find the time to rewrite and fill with extrapolation/ 

THE ESCHATOLOGICAL IMPERATIVE/ 

Heavy fix of sadistic Image corrosive fragments of vigilance the only way to survive is to 
take yrself seriously/You paradox engine sliding signifiers between yr oscillating reference 
grid locating you as a concealed distracted chance of terror of solitude/Alone in yr Kkrate 
where seethes sadism greed and envy/Blah you are an old woman with collapsing prolapse 
of wound/womb/meta empty projector who builds up such ugliness/I sneer at yr need to 
desire more sense but I will not put a drop of word on yr lips/ 
THE PERFECT CRIME OF PASSION/ 

Too much meaning/null receptor a light of pulse with ghost of chance/ analgesic of 
percussion/halation of residual mechanism/landscape loops the back of signs hiking under 
the Screen I hear the Sirens subliminal alterity/dead poly syntactic rotations of event mirrors 
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break windows shatter plateglass orgasm/ cutt all cocks off with the semantic repulsion 
Tinguley keys in the tower of Babel/some who shouldnt have been born are here among us 
pilfering and pretending to upgrade/withered limb full of needles who will mend you 
anarchic mass grave of Penis Warrior?/Dead Dogma comes to hack you up and feed you to 
the Delta Shunt of exposed image/ 
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TWENTY- EIGHT SILENCE FLATTENS ALL ITS DIMENSIONS/ 

The slightest hint of seduction is an act of violence against the other/Veydra uses a small 
shard of glass to carve a sentence on her arm. . .No more words I no longer know how to 
speak . . . 

You will not listen to these fragments again coherently/reality disintegrates from this point 
and becomes insoluble/The human begins to decay to display vaporous rotting skin/they are 
the last exposure the first partial hellucinations of an ephemeral soundtrack full with noise 
approaching some degree of meaning/too much meaning leaves the sinister choice of 
degrees of enactment or compromise/Ideas die alliances collapse fragmenting the remaining 
sub cultures in which Nils exists/the grinding sound of power relations between the Screens 
and the InterFace deface the order of the signifier and create a chaos of disturbance and 
irrationality/the endogenous narcosis of a culture in rapid decline/that which signals an 
immanence outside of the subject in the final phases of choking on its own ethical 
blasphemy/You have leapt into my arms madness/I will wait for you forever if you will only 
come to me/in the society of Law which assumes humans are antagonistic to the survival of 
the social/liminal areas separate to the moral logos are those in which all that is human that 
has been repressed by external and internal means/can express itself in its last hours/without 
dreams our desires especially sexual desires we will die/if we dont live for and in the/this 
moment we do not live/You will not recognise this social context because you are apart of it 
already/you will be convinced that you are right/forcing yr point of view on those too 
confused to comprehend higher level consciousness if there is such a condition/In the 
society of Law/dream/non procreative sexuality/fantasy/imagination/and art live outside the 
Logos/if the society still fearing chaos stops marginalising these realms starts viewing these 
activities as commodities tries to control them fails and so censors criminalises them/no 
wonder that Romrok wanted more than this who wanted her freedom from the hate of her 
mother/she is free to do any act so long as she uses guile and deceit/ at what point did you 
become a character in this cultural narrative?/what are you outside of this 
narrative?/nothing can mean anything because all is confusion/But this is a patchy discourse 
a strange fragment of words/the Law of being reduces all that is heterogeneity to the 
homogenous/I recognise yr physicality but there have been modifications to yr personality 
since I last remembered you Artaud/there is a threatening air of confrontation with 
conformity/you are about to expose yrself as an other intending to dislocate my unity and 
enhance yr diversity/we do not see others by the contours of their physicality or the sounds 
of their throat but by the inner postures and movements of their gestures of drifting 
patterns/can they be trusted?/why that detour was the detour you just took?/every night you 
are deactivated by the necessity for sleep and the repairs are adjusted/stabilised/you never 
recall yr dreams/only yr memory of the dream/a cerebral transplant/ are you dependant on 
something more permanent for yr existence ?/what is more permanent than death?/is there 
identity in an empty room?/You have lost yr dangerous and illegal passion in preference for 
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catatonic beliefs in eternity/Hard alert eyes fight cell by cell to live/the sub cultures are 
anarchic driven by the will to survive/once penetrated the body cannot forget the pleasure 
of its penetration/Only the process of constructing matters within flows energies 
movements/those who are most oppressed are emotionally illiterate/rarely read/dead me[n] 
dont fuck/when two people fuk the whole world fuks/fuking is the attempt to appropriate 
desire to loose consciousness perhaps of the self perhaps to hide from the guilt of deceit/but 
most of us use the fuk to fantasise about that which we can never do/the fuked love object is 
a conduit thru which our imagination with closed eyes conjures the magical delusion of 
escape from the labyrinth of desire and pleasure/this is a risky undertaking one in which 
there is a danger that one may lose ones way be pulled astray into the corridors of the 
InterFace/ 
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TWENTY- NINE HOMMAGE TO COLLATERAL DAMAGE 

Sadismo Emporium is basement Pawn Shop dispensary run by Anarchist Agency Kkrate 
City allocating substances and items of derangement to hungry Teknoid senses for 
evidence that they are able to feel pain/Helmut watches the shop with its parabolic 
surveillance mirrors/he sits on a stool his heavy boots tapping against the brass ledge of 
the counter/passport photos/phone lines/retouched negatives/noise machines/tape 
recorders that twist words/harddrives/stolen key cards/fake birth certificates/snapshots 
of indecent exposure/Zeroid number plates/analogue cameras which describe the world 
of unseen horror/erogenous wounds/evidence of narcissism and the infant buried in a 
fantasy world of mouths and absorption/movements that invaded privacy downloads 
from the InterF ace/intimate moments thrusting inexorable diagonals of shadow across 
the black and white grid of the dark sun thru the grill over the window/Helmuts eye 
flickers involuntarily restless from side to side it shifts its perspectives as it moves into 
and across the objects on the shelves gathering a pattern of data/Reality for Helmut in 
short is an interaction driven by a preconception set in motion by cash transactions/it is 
interrogatory/A matter of how much/What ever you need I have it or will find it/this is 
the only integrity I have left/the eye and the object inhabit the same divergences of 
relativity/Inside that mechanism of that false start that allowed me to die to the world of 
the one I might have been to the one I was/The mass of distorted consciousness has 
become so great that like a collapsing star it is about to implode and create a black hole 
of thought/Helmut is not some abstract mystical notion of a life but a life in the 
compressed NOW refusing judgements never doubting his identity compliant with 
extreme violence and aggression/ an indefinite life of reactions to prejudice/ drigged by 
adrenalin/a life which is everywhere fragmented/ 

Helmut wants night to come so he can get out onto the street and immerse himself in the 
chaos of the blindest depths of wasted passage of his addictions/I felt less alone in the 
darkness of the shadows/This expanded life avoids dissolution of the selves/His 
presence is a tired nervous exaltation/Walks to the window and looks out on the cracked 
City of waste Subways of 52/The bell above the door rings/Someone enters/Looking thru 
the cameras/Beyond being is neither self nor other but the emptiness of infinite 
dispersal/Helmut a nocturnal provocation cruising the 3am streets to cross the distance 
without approach relying on the invisibility of insomnia creating his own agitation of 
terror/He will never be the angel in man or the divine/Vox says I am the exhaustion of 
appearances of deprecation/A sick mind is its own kind of pestilence/as the eye in the 
face becomes visible and seeks visibility that other inner becoming based on that which 
can no longer be restrained doomed to conformism rigid and open to renunciation 
departs/in the shards of a jagged reflection and then closes its eyes and disappears into 
invisibility/There were no words for Helmut only physicality/Helmuts cruel lucidity is a 
kind of weapon/He discovers himself to be isolated/eternally 
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ironic/misanthropic/resolves the fetish as a kind of sharing resistance and 
expression/what has laid dormant in his cells gradually possesses the body as the subject 
dissolves/Helmut cannot trust the solitude in which he finds himself and grasps the 
body that has lost control of itself/Aggression is a form of humour/I have no restraint I 
am a celibate body becoming deformed/the acquisition of loves empty embrace disgusts 
me/repressed on all fronts but especially the passions aroused by the inevitable collapse 
of my relentless desire to damage and wound/to scar and deface beauty/As to put the 
weight of language behind all the strategies he could call to hand nothing worked not 
written or spoken/I am unable to face this failure unable to control the drift of responses 
to my effort to connect/a failure of the will which turned in on itself leaving a taste of 
metal in my mouth/a challenge of its capacity for response temporarily immobilized in 
situations of extreme shock and boredom/There he followed her thru the alleyways of 
Kkrate City/A heap is an organisation a strange coming together of chaos his fingers 
numb from where he grasped her arms from where she first touched him an obscure 
panic reflected in her eyes in the shallow disaster at each others throats not insane 
enough to erase the other finally torn away by exhaustion/She took from him everything 
that he had saved up for this moment/these are the most disturbing details of my 
childhood/Now she is still less than insignificant and I think of her with indifference 
when I can/and such a thing will never happen again for I am not that person and her 
absence in my life is all the more vague as I try to recall what I have done since 
then/Perhaps she is dead without realizing it/This pursuit of what I do not know as 
attraction but the desire to be dead to that world of nostalgia/I could think only of the 
one who wasn't waiting for me/Now I remember my first impression of the world/But I 
am inarticulate/a premonition of disaster awakened like a black raven in flight an 
absolute machine in abstractions of thousand of synchronous feathers/as he thought this 
a woman threw herself from the undisclosed height of the fifth Kkrate/Body hit the 
stairwell rail/That last phone call/you sounded different/ all breath/whispered/to sustain 
yr endurance or destroy yrself in grief at not having lived out yr expectations/was 
someone listening/don't worry I am in a Phone Box/a sense of restraint or a tragic 
disengagement of intimacy/ already I am leaving you it seemed to say/but you couldn't 
find the words/doubt becomes an integral part of the once precise process of 
interactivity/Have you lost yr nerve ?/There is always an uneasy silence no lights burning 
everything locked up/There is no resistance engulfed in Helmuts deformed brooding not 
yet aware of himself as he has not been identified/Blood thinned by lack of life/He 
vanishes to the Zone of Occupation for several days knowing when depression will 
occur the signs of death and avarice which makes him inhuman/He is dangerous and 
always armed/In the Desert there are spaces of inertia just as there are intervals in 
time/The incisions of hot air melt his perpetual torment/Moral suicide is easy for 
Helmut/Fulfilment is not always achieved thru recognition of the self/Helmut living the 
fantasy of Gril dancer on ice desire to become substance machine of angel 
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dust/metronome arrests explosion/flux parasite drones into membrane of neural 
scripts/North winds strip the desert bone collapsed ribcage exoskeleton/what dreams 
our body dive into plasma fluids Digitalis and Blue Saturn/he could have been a painter 
a poet or a dancer/He dreamt of being a Quantum Physicist/but lacking even a cell of the 
disease of creativity/Helmut remained the existential anti hero/the Gril womb Veydra 
corroded to thin spectacle in his fantasy jack in to the hard drives hydraulic fluid doubt 
feeds the nerves choked in gastric throat shout the cramps of love times last creeping 
heat edged to shaven head in the dead of night slave days commit many acts of 
difference that not always positive but do not touch me better too late than too soon in 
the anathema of his bones resonate/ahhh the shock of the sight of the wound blue crude 
oil permeates the marvellous landscapes of his dreams of the Black Lagoons a knife 
blade revealing the total exhibition of the body which no one ever knows nor ever will 
awake/he seem to grasp the scent of discontentment and it excites him still the goods he 
smuggled out of the Tracer the Zone of Occupation/jacked into the sensor nervous grid 
uses the temperature infractions the ozone the hydrogen molecules insinuates thru 
reciprocity of manoeuvres put in place by the Control Lie/yr mortal remains yr 
desiccated body belongs to the Urstatt Apparatus/the Tracer fix contaminates the psycho 
biotic impulses etching striations onto the frontal lobe attacking the thalamus with 
predetermined meanings/the Gril womb is made barren by the strange attractors 
radiation/one caress opens up many betrayals how to dispense with the awful 
psychological torment of the self/Its intimidating how quickly the mind leaps/far worse 
than the forced labour of human contact/the limited space of passion the endless labour 
of grief when you felt in a blinding flash that the moment had already passed 
unnoticed/Veydra would leave for the Island of Erasure on a different flight under the 
guise of an other avatar of indifferent appearances to evade the dead organs of the 
eviscerated androgenous corpse/The appearance of poverty so as not to attract 
attention/Remember what happened in Paris ?/I showed you my boots/300 francs/ and 
you stole my cigarettes shocked that I had so much money/Johnny put the camera back 
in the show case/ 

Over cathected by relentless melancholy/intensive care/a surprised woman under 
ceaseless activity of self diagnosis/ antipathies quickly expelled how impossible 
seduction remains the only extreme intensity worth the effort of artifice/her eyes jealous 
of each others inanimate intelligence lost in the seductive materials of thought/the 
boredom of an excess of imagination/she leaves complaining of a residue of pleasure 
being exhausted at the thought of intimacy erased by long separation or dissolved in the 
Tracers kiss/to forms of dislocation one from being in a state of death speculating on 
memory of the Delta waves/the other a break in the current a disruption of the spell of 
visual sighs as symptomatic/a refusal to admit that the separation has become 
unbearable absence of disease in the dead body/conceptualised as an abstraction of 
memory a permanent suspense of the evaded possibility of renewed contact/ an 
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impossibility in life or death/Romrok has become the dust of stars the tail of meteors of 
insomnia the phases of the moon the movement of the tides/Nils keep his fingers on the 
pulse he listen to all the musak he sent and mourns his lonely suicide/ 
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THIRTY STEALING CODES OF ERASURE 

Industrial Cafe at the top of greasy damp pitchers reflected under ultra violet flicker a neon 
signal barely a hover of illuminated particles only source of light in the entire City light and 
power essential Post Human utilities/Blacked out grid overloaded by too many electric sex- 
tools air conditioners too many hard drives/Access Denied/Exit terminals ceiling fans 
Zeroids on battery charge plasma screens Nightclubs thump bottom end on emergency 
generators stink of diesel and THC/yellow mist seeps from draft pipes smell of burnt coaxial 
cable from stormwater grills/25 watt bulb swings slowly above a cluster of tables/cigarette 
smoke turns available white into a dusty mauve grey/word dust drifts from the slots in the 
ceiling/faces look bony and pale/No one moves/White shirts glow under magnesium flash 
from Dead Dogmas camera/Travellers arrive from the ultraviolet spectrum with signature 
amputations contorted by self inflicted wounds basic pain tactic to stay alert/The Borshi 
Boys lean against Bar watch the glow of energy fluctuate under their gaze/certain molecular 
alterations that gave impression of a violent disposition and an easily aroused volatility/ At 
the table closest to front door a group of men with glow red night vision perhaps Xray 
monitors from the Clinic wheeled in with racks of negative proof of one dimensional 
walking cranial transparencies trying to determine a tumour from an implant a life form 
invaded or replicated alien hybrid/ Across to the last table Spitting Boys Infrared cluster 
migraines blur the potential for a confrontation with Assassins who mingle with 
intent/Resonant blocks of thought fading into false advocates fragments capable of being 
coupled together from the cross roads of premature death/GashGrils saunter thru the 
crowd/Nils is disturbed/At a table in the far back corner Maxx is talking to a man he calls 
Eclatant Tenebres/dressed in a conglomerate parade of the fashions of the 19 thC/black 
homburg/creme cravat/double breasted suit/Louis the XIV waist coat/long stripped pants/a 
black cane with silver handle/Grey gloves of course/Nils is jealous of their conversation 
animated and intimate/He can hear every word as if it where a disc in his head/Maxx in 
white crumpled suit/Luminescent/his face slightly aged by decades of sagging 
musculature/No one else at Nils table notices them/Nils is irritated by the dissonance of 
their complex discourse/dream language the calm fluidity of their gesture s/Maxx is 
discussing an Ungestalt a daydream he has just had regarding the similarity between the 
Post Verbal Gap/Zizeks Parallax Gap/ and Adornos Negative Dialectics/In the dream it was a 
Black Sun afternoon they all spoke at once in the manner of contradictions/ "There is no 
language with out object and the Machinic cannot be made into meaning as it is streaming 
Information and changing identity constantly/The Parallax Gap/The illusion of being able 
to use the same language for phenomena which are mutually untranslatable but can be 
grasped in a kind of parallax view thru various angles/ constantly shifting perspectives 
between two points between which no synthesis or mediation is possible"/Zizek waits for a 
move as if this were a game of chess/That ubiquitous smile and slight frown as he 
anticipates Adornos reply/Adorno is drinking Chroma Fluid/ 
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" There is no shared space although they are closely connected in a temporal spatial sense if 

not a historical ontological sense/One follows on from the other in the sense that the 

Singularity follows on from post modernism and the development of the consciousness of 

the Sentinal Beings as Post Human/As perhaps the encounter of the holograms at the table 

in the Industrial Cafe between various radical ontologys or as if Deleuze was to meet with 

the Dada group at the Cabaret Voltaire/Deleuze politics and modernist revolutionary art 

move in different temporalities although they are linked in wanting radical change 

sociologically and politically and aesthetically'VZizek adjusts his tie and puts both hands on 

the table/ 

" The Parallax Gap/is not Parallax yet another name for a fundamental antinomy which can 

never be dialectically mediated but continues to become/sublated into a higher synthesis 

since there is no common Post Verbal Gap of equivalence/The Post Verbal Gap is that space 

between the verbal expression of thought and the interval in which language cannot express 

itself as thought any longer in understanding the conceptual or perceptual object of 

interpretation and meaning"/ 

" The Machinic has no thought as such but streams Information thru its circuits resonating 

with the Sentinal Beings'VBut isnt Information a common language a code more than 

knowledge or intellect?"/ 

" No/Its mass is beyond the human/The subject has been objectively constituted by society 

and with out that society the subject could not exist/There is a speculative identity between 

thought and thought being imposed upon objects/This identity has occurred negatively/ 

Human thought has been imposed upon the subject and then on to the object "I 

"The Dialectics of the Sentinal Beings is the consistent consciousness of non identity/Think 

in contradictions think against thought not thinking but immersed in streams of 

Information/It is absurd to theorize the all because something will always remain/As with 

the Post Verbal Gap something will always be left to say or will be beyond saying"/ 

" Language has no authority/It merely suggests one code possibility out of many absorbed 

by the perversity of a desire for conflict and addiction [the Codeine Wars]/the gap between 

noise and music/[the Screens ]with all imagined forms of resistance and subversion [Vox 

and her Ethics of Damage Nils and his Protocol of Noise]/The Parallax Gap is crucial here 

between the two composers on a compositional and gender based level/Vox is chaotic while 

Nils is the composer of noise mediated by his Classical training/He has no notion of 

improvisation/even though gender has become complicit with differance and 

androgyny/this negative dialectics which informs parts of humanism is unable to over come 

its parasitism on the preceding humanist "positive" order of idealist Modernism"/ 

" The subject is repressed in what can be understood regarding the object which has 

become a thing in itself apart from the verbal/There is a telescoping rather than a gap 

between the two/an overlapping/an imbrication perhaps/Whereas there is a definitive gap 

between post modernism and the Post Human in particular the Post Digital"/ 

Maxx goes into details of the dream/Well they are all at it/One had the idea of a gap between 
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the phenomenal and the noumenal/ Another said that there was a gap between the 
imaginary and the symbolic called the Real/The Real is not only opposed to the Imaginary 
but it is also located beyond the Symbolic/Then there was the Parallel View/there is always 
too much excess of something and yet not enough [Read More or Less its all the same] none 
of them can work it out/Knowing their identity will not help you solve the dilemma of being 
or becoming/Every word of it is self referential and appropriated/They know who they 
are/Extensions of self love the shit of the intellect relieving its bowels/autoerotic pleasure 
over the sorties of words/Leaving us with sheer horror/an absurdity/A ruthless game of 
attack and delay until decay sets in/A life that death relieves us of/The death in us is what is 
more than us/A fate that has little to do with the dangers of our Existential Post Human 
experience which is not experiential but remains over exposed as pure light/The Sentinal 
Beings are noumenal as they know everything that is named Information they know the 
human but the human cannot know them anymore than they can know the artificial Black 
Sun or the Queen of Solitude/Human subjectivity is forever split and bears a Gap within 
itself an inner distance that never ends/The Gap cannot be known nor expressed except by 
the screems from the City of Pain/So what is the Gap between pure music and pure 
noise/Can there be pure silence?/You must get rid of the body/The screem is the Post Verbal 
Gap/it is a noise that transcends the verbal or more so operates on the plane of immanence 
as a force/The object can never be known while we observe it/It can perhaps be intuited/A 
case of anticipated uncertainty/Each is both necessary but incomplete/Endless humiliations 
and mutilations/The Post Verbal Gap can be made intelligible but not interpreted/This 
ensures the potently traumatic jouissance of knowing but not knowing/Language cannot 
represent desire just as hiking cannot imitate love or hate/The shallowness of human 
experience is apparent when the I is alone with a book of philosophy/Enmeshed in 
metalanguages however inverted and obscure/Yr not in the Game/Johnny poured a glass of 
Blue Saturn/ 

The object can never be known while we observe it/it can perhaps be intuited/a case of 
anticipated uncertainty/Each is both necessary but incomplete/By way of " filling in the 
gaps" and telling it all what we retreat from is the void as such which is none other than the 
void of subjectivity/The dialect is never fully resolved/The subject is at the interface of the 
Symbolic and the Real/The Sentinal Beings have created the ultimate InterFace that resolves 
the Gap/the Gap is what we refuse to know about ourselves/to recognize and reveal in the 
other and "tell it all"/The subject says I wont have my desires regulated but they are none the 
less/Is there something missing between presence and absence/A dead space ?/the Celibate 
Autopsy of the NOW/a living death and a dead life/ 

Nils rose with a hard cock towards the dialogue leaving his body weighted by the sincerity 
of what was being said/ drawn into the potential interaction/Nils knew he was going to have 
another episode of fugue within the current frame of anxiety/a radical discontinuity/He felt 
his dopomine levels rising antagonised by amphetamines/A sublime resignation of aural 
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dialect Nils could barely hear from the depth of listening to a private conversation he was 
about to intervene in/he was waiting for cerebral silence so he could expose himself but only 
if their words dropped below audible levels/Nitrous voices drifted from the mouth an 
incorruptible passage of symbolic identities of the X dimension/pictures leaped into sharp 
focus/Nils manipulates but does not share this furtive transient past which seeps through 
his corroded ears/One could not know Maxx thru his words for he rarely spoke/This dream 
was an exception/What was its point?/Driven to find his identity in the images of the 
Screens/He once said that reality only exists in what is recorded/you could not know him 
thru touch because he hated being touched/His face is asymmetrical/ The type of face seen 
in the drivers seat of heavy Road Freighters heading for the Zone of Occupation high on 
amphetamine/never listen just record/Tenebres on the other hand was 
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a facet of yr identity/transformed into a vision of constant agitated animation/time is 
detonating all around us/This body of yrs is a thin white continuum of phagocytes and 
rogue attractors/yr immune system is anachronistic and has lost its vigilance/Nils however 
endures the persistence of memory of more damaging fluids capable of inducing 
parasitical levels of paranoia/the outside is dangerous you see and must be avoided/an 
Armolite mask is essential in the case of compromised immune systems/to be worn at the 
first sign of bio hazardous white noise moving across the terrain as diffusive 
cataclysm/forgetfulness works to restore itself in memory/Be Silent/To forget precedes 
memory/Shape is always the result of an interrogation of matter over mind the paradigm of 
Singularity/to morph has infinite consequences/Yr dream is an imperative that bypasses the 
dilemma of sleep abandoning dichotomous thought/Psychic states repulse the body driving 
them into the ripped open Fatherless cunt softened by the tongues of the decayed 
palate/Genital fever injects horror into the dying flesh which paralyses with scar tissue the 
glands of the scrotum and arterial networks causing swelling and unbearable pain/ 
Maxx lips move but the dialect is unclear/ .."In the dream I am addicted to a drig that 
corrodes the metal and glass needle/Only bone is resistant to the violet fluid/I have to inject 
it really quickly before the needle casing turns into a liquid mess that I would suck to get out 
any residue/I was owed a lot of money by Adorno which he had hidden from me in a 
leather bag/I grab a handfull of money which crumbled in my hands/Someone tells me the 
drig is artificial desire/Zizek laughs and moves his Queen to checkmate/I looked at the 
pieces/They were made out of steel and each piece had a different marking to designate 
what it was/You had to remember the marking and make yr moves/Most junkies are too 
slow to get the needle in the drig has to hit the blood stream seconds after it is exposed to 
the air/I am handed a tarot card which is the four of swords in the Egyptian style 
mythology/It is being used as a bookmark in The Book of Hours/outside rain descends from 
murky black clouds/I am giving birth thru my penis to a child which has two heads/Zizek 
says he doesn't want to get his hands dirty/Adorno vomits on to the chessboard/One is 
porcelain the other sapphire/sand leaks from their mouth which joins the two faces/One 
holds a dead dove in its hand/the other a dead rook/tapeworms crawl from their ears/I rush 
to the toilet and flush the foetus away/A ring of blood clings to the rim of the bowl/ 
As Nils got closer to the two men their image began to break up into atoms and their 
structure merged/a dust of silent transmission/Nils laughed at something sad/hidden in the 
tune of the music from the radio/The two men touch hands/Nils is again irritated by the 
resonance of their implied conspiracy to avoid him/spherical at times as it closed inwards to 
a vibrating series of lines then folded out into waves of ellipses and rotating 
rhomboids/Perhaps some digital codes certainly not analogue/Kinetic utterances that fall 
outside of Nils ability to focus on the vision/Eyes reflect nothing but a matter of seconds/ 
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THIRTY- ONE JUNK APPARATUS ENCODES PORNOSCRIPT/ 

Nils returned to his seat and inserted his key into the database/He downloaded his 
holograms from out of the time stream already in the middle of a conversation on the 
potential extreme of the always invisible limits of memory/noise and the music of the 
spheres/Tranx the Muslim Technician admits the Umericans have increased the speed of 
light to provide greater capacity for virus free Information flow/he offers Nils the following 
Information/ 

Witness to a story yet to come the tightrope leaves a vital plunge everything we do has all 
ready happened or is about to be repeated/nothing works for me nothing works in 
me/desire produces connections and makes Machinic alliances/What Spitting Boy wanted to 
know was what was Tranx a Technician of?/Probably chemical warfare repatriated by the 
Umericans after the Codeine Wars a trade of his skills for immunity from War crimes/That 
was how it was in those days after the Singularity/ 

The Technician has a Proposition/Past and future experience are embedded in surgically 
modified synapses within the limbic system and the hippocampus gland/ an act of recall is 
not a retrieval of archived Information/it is the construction of an agitation of similarities 
which proliferate an actualization a set of practices/experienced or imagined/when an 
appropriate stimulus or preceding pattern attempts to constrain the limbic system by 
overriding traumatic events a subject is driven into liminal space/releasing a creative 
dynamic process of personal singularity and an increase in intelligence for which the 
outcome is never twice precisely the same/intelligence may be Information unattached to 
memory/each time a change is made in the memory block by adding a new stimulus or 
disrupted feedback function changing the reinforcement contingency of that stimulus the 
central patterns for other stimuli also change/reflecting the seamless fabric of a truly 
dissociative memory system which the agitated flow of Information thru the brain 
disrupts/No one really knows what role forgetting plays in the situation or if forgetting 
comes prior to memory and what is the intellect attached to if not the imagination?/Why 
havent the central nervous system and the Brain evolved to deal with Information explosion 
they created and which now threatens to overwhelm their capacity to process that 
Information/You are essentially locally unpredictable with astonishing geometric 
irregularity without deterministic chaotic generators soon offline/a system visibly unstable/ 
The Machinic can only act on instructions at present/it cannot reflect/Only the Screens can 
reflect/order and disorder are relative qualities contingent on levels of qualitative 
resolution/The Post Human era begins when the output of synthetic beings is 
unpredictable/It is essential to the human consciousness that it receives a continuous input 
of random stimuli/The compulsion to assert order in the face of random stimuli contributes 
to our sense of being/To produce a synthetic intelligence that displays aesthetic process it 
should be able to sense continuity and discontinuity simultaneously/Without crashing/too 
much stimulation/this might cause excitement in the machine but it is not apparent whether 
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it would find crashing pleasurable/precincts of whorls out of control are manifested by a 
multitude of independent components or subject to random external influences/ the hostility 
of complexity/ 

No one at the table doubts it except Stickman who is stoned on LSD/Rrose Selevay with her 
red velvet hat almost covering her eyes/fox fur stole with claws holding the tail to the 
throat/elegant transfusions redden her lips/mouth of change/stoppages the unit of 
measurement for time/s/he whispers from behind her glove/the mechanistic paradigm of a 
bullet in motion is lost forever on the gun/In hyperspace 2 intersecting lines do not 
determine a plane/they merge to a common vanishing point/The fourth dimension is X 
dimension/ 

From a small raised platform at the back of the Industrial Cafe GashGrils begin their 
set/resonating beat of synares and drum machine on extreme reverb/two thin women thrash 
the pickups on their guitars/Synth loop of resonant bass riff shudders along the walls and 
spreads across the floor/Temporary incident of music genius folds into short span of 
life/Never to be repeated/Borshi Boys lounge around the Bar shooting up and drinking Blue 
Saturn/They follow the GashGrils from performance to performance/Zoot suits and pointed 
shoes in leopard skin dyed white hair/Outside Road Freighters unload ballast of sparking 
metal detritus/Rrose Selevay laments suicide as a selfless gesture belonging to sad young 
man in a train/nudes do not move/they certainly dont walk down staircases/They cascade in 
a swelter of splinters/Expand on how a volume is seen/Nils turns to her vibrating outline/I 
want to grasp things with the muzak the way a cock is grasped by the vagina/I am without 
influence lost in the beauty of indifference which is a swift nude under my feet/sexual 
arousal is a two stroke engine/Jacques Rigaut last appeared at a Subway Station never seen 
again for forty yrs/Heurtebise in chauffeurs uniform to her left plays with a mirror he has 
taken from her handbag/He prises the mirror out of mother of pearl casing and slides his 
index finger into the surface of the glass but it does not appear on the other side/He is still in 
love with Eurydice/The mirror is all he has left to remind him/Yes measurements of desire 
an equation of times labour lost to the pall of eternity captured on film/the symbolic 
duration of gravity circles the destination of collision/Orphee sits behind the bar taking 
notes from words that come from an old radio. .,.TRois Fois/De ce terrible passage/Tel que 
jamais mortel n'en vit/Outside the Cafe groups of sub cults sit at wooden tables under an 
awning which is stained with black rain/The sound of Velobikes at peak velocity pass the 
Cafe and a sequence of shots are fired at the table where the Young Poetess sits/She is dead 
before she falls from her chair/A black limousine stops and two women dressed in black 
carry the body and lay it out in the back seat/Drive off/Heurtebise is agitated/He is driving 
the limousine/He holds the mirror/He has become several incidents that he comprehend at 
the same time/Skz manifests/ 

Ernest Cabaner Composer of Circle of Zutistes fingers Nils Roland S100 Synth while singing 
his poem Sonnet Des Sept Nombres and explaining Keplers Music of the Spheres/Kepler 
could accept the sun as the centre of the planetary system but the necessity of rejecting 
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circular orbits in place of elliptical ones disgusted him/ An unsightly bulge began to emerge 
from his analysis of Mars orbit/Yet these elliptical orbits revealed a scheme of celestial 
harmony more subtle and profound than anything before it/He moves his fingers to the bass 
end of the scale/Keplers Law states that planets move faster at their closest point to the 
sun/perihalion/than at their point furthest away/Kepler measures their angular velocities at 
these extremes and expressed this ratio as a musical interval/Saturns ratio differs by two 
seconds to the interval of a major third/By this process he found that all the planets 
corresponded to musical intervals making up a full scale/Ernst has determined the angular 
velocities of Pluto Uranus and Neptune and found the same results/He predicts that the 
Synthesiser will be able to reproduce notes for all the planets in the galaxy/The Spitting Boy 
sneers throwing back the last of his Blue Saturn/he sits with legs wide apart/watching the 
group/agitated/Tapping his left boot heel/Lop lop Superior of the Birds almost disguised by 
his fishbone forest of rusting Iron/silence as it articulates circulates and slides between his 
finger/what is its colour ?/Black/he uses a pencil to rub over a small sheet of paper held taut 
over the grain of the table dreaming of chaos/diagram of chess endgames/the sensual Desert 
of Nagazaki with its rocks and stones parched of desire as he hold back the urgency of 
passion to become part of the landscape a possessed space of dreams/Science the elements of 
configuration so remote from life that the sheer absurdity of that collision provided a 
sudden intensification of the visionary faculties in LopLop and bought forth an synesthesia 
of contradictory signs/ Ahhh Absurdnia all things to all men yr scabrous strange transition of 
a perishable Gril thru to a woman/but here and there flashes GashGrils his favourite/Europe 
after the Rain/Loplop introduces the singer from the band a young girl called Vox/she has 
some lyrics/she was the meeting of two distant realities/to copy as sampler so as to annex 
from within the musak/To distort with noise so as to rupture the exterior reception of noise 
with volume and chaos/On a plane foreign to both/No vanishing point but parallel lines/Vox 
walked to the small stage and switched on her appliances/She played violin but it sounded 
like a human voice distorted and speaking its strange semiotics/Her high voice 
complimented the growl of the violin and the other sounds coming from her band/Chaotic 
and yet making sense/Nils was impressed/He thought back to what Maxx had dreamt about 
the gap between antinomies/Perturbation at this potential assault on the theory of the 
Protocols of Noise/This actual exhibitionist performance of theory that questioned the more 
linear strategies of his Protocols of Noise/The Plague Beast was jamming thought of 
catastrophe slouching towards inertia/Who rides the bride of the wind?/Nils is barely ahead 
of the pack that swarms the limits of his imagination/Is there time to communicate to you 
that I am living a spectral death in which I cannot find lifes rhythm but have become a 
nocturnal being/This production as it functions at the end as the limit of sound lies outside 
my comprehension of it as a force field of violence/A collapse into the nothing of not 
enough/The days flow by dull and bland precisely because Nils felt them to be worthless 
with a crude drifting of the hours everything remains to be done or ejected/A predatory sign 
of appropriation and excretion of the dissonance of a future with no history breaking the 
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sound barrier/The Technician is staring into his calculator mumbling about the role of the 
cortical network in interfacing with the Machinic/The important paradox is to know when to 
stop listening/For we cannot multiply without doing damage on an predictable scale/There 
is no mystery to self destruction/ Will we be permitted to understand the NOW before it 
eradicates our ability to think above the noise of it/It was up to the mathematical to give 
precise rules and give meaning of an indicative nature/ 

Spitting Boy loathes the bastard/a dirty Muslim full of abstract concepts/Too many 
words/Argggg he slams his glass down/ cigarette is directed to Nils mouth/smoke 
exhales/Faces in and out of focus/Neutral time zone/the clock has stopped/Nils look up and 
it has been two days since they been around this table/Negentropy not as predictable as you 
think nor as automatic in what effects it produces/who can ascertain what our combined 
networked intellect concentrated around the wooden circle might exploit or set in motion of 
dead stop holds time and light hovers over street just far enough out in galactic space to 
prevent it from sucking the Cafe up/ 

Yes yes I hear what you think from time to time light headed lift off the floor/machines 
made of light and light as air/ someone behind the bar is attenuating an electrical device an 
oscillogram no mere simple radio tuner/this one has old curved bakelite front with an 
inventory of wave bands as big as a computer screen/Nils listens/It is Radio Secretary from 
the Freighter transmitting to Kkrate City Deutches POP techno musak from Germany 
Amsterdam Kraut Rock Arabic wailing singers Indian trance ambient Spiral Dance from 
Turkey/Wagners Marching Tunes/Interview from the barricades of the Paris Commune 1868 
where the first documentary photos were taken in desperate French/Heidegger is placing a 
call to the Gestapo/Adolph reading Artauds letter to Das Sturm cuts into the Chorus of The 
Adoration/ Anna Voog on line daily life anecdotes/The Hysterics of Patriotism lyrics from 
the front line terror shall not go unchecked there will be a surgical operation/Static/Villion at 
the RatHoleBar reading his 15C verse the Liturgical/Guilt of the wired Confessional Box/the 
Bar attendant stands to attention having that bodily structure that so suits a medical a 
military or a chemical warfare uniform/But where is the melodic inspiration?/Nils is torn 
between noise and silence/The most effective disruption of the Screens being in the chaos of 
a state that no longer limits mans assimilation of truth which is a delirious hellucination/ 
Ejaculation of transgressed space negligent erotic code distortion sex compressed desire here 
released in a few minutes/But in liminal state there relying on due process of hetero-sensual 
rituals could take hours/I feel a need to be touched on the neck caressed with long fingers 
nails perhaps whispered in the ear/only the ejaculation counts/the rest is a routine/ does true 
desire cause spontaneous orgasm?/no shrinkage there paradox decays critical porno 
synapse/How can you measure the trauma of an object that emits no resonance towards 
anything other than its same sex/A phone handset and a modem/A jackplug and a 
connector/Intertwining fibre optics all those electrical and magnetic fields that circle and 
penetrate the earth/The words of S/He Absurdina collects and articulates an estimation of 
such things/a distilled concentrate of murky plaque invested with recall of the dead by the 
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living/where is Zone of Occupation?/another planet another time zone the fourth 
dimension?/If we dont believe in the salvations offered by Post Human the eradicating 
slouch of the techno Plague Beast towards the West will continue/The apocalypse ethical 
laboratory experiments gene shearing polystyrene obesity then we have to or need to 
believe in their simulacra/in the flood of images icons multimedia performances that 
attempt to take their place/But does such belief demand faith or fear or ignorance/? 
Dead Dogma see yellow and orange crane gantry the Dogman swings on end of hawser 
loading deadpan Kkrates off locomotives/pitched gangway on to rusting single skinned ship 
hulls trussed bodies struggle as they slip into the murky water/pitted asbestos runway plane 
fuselage without wings docks encrusted with fish heads and spray cans/pools of light on the 
perimeter shadows move in the dark/wind howls from undertow of departing trains/early 
commuters crowd the platform in neat lines/tracks gleam in the early light/some one decides 
to commit suicide/She checks timetable throws her self on the tracks but the train is mins 
late/Newspapers dumped in front of the roller door/He feel for his camera then recall it 
sinking into river rotating over and over shutter still open images of his face staring at the 
wavering bodybags/ 



492 

THIRTY- TWO WHERE THOUGHT ENDS THE PHALLIC EXPLODES/ 

Fear and calculation render the face visualising from a point outside of time/Looks critical 
incident tension rises Spitting Boy taps his boot heels on the floor staccato/all this waiting/he 
desired to say it to him/To Nils that he was bored and why did he insist on having him at 
this holographic sessions/Out manoeuvring the onset of disgust at being in the presence of 
the Muslim/Finally Tranx completes his diagram/Or is it an ideogram notes Loplop or 
calligraphic?/can this be mathematical a tangle of lines with alphabetical symbols/A =X 
squared to the fifth elevation drawn as a series of geometric grids swirling with slough/He 
refers back to his previous intonations/Nils squints thru the haze trying to catch sight of the 
image between his hands/rants the Technician tracing the numbers on the paper with a 
nicotine stained finger/You see systems that loose tonal energy to friction are dissipative and 
eventually terminate or combust/What after all is the basis of turbulence and where does it 
get its in-exhaustible energy from?/What source since energy can neither be disposed of nor 
created?/The Spitting Boys feet are a blur of stamping on his heels his knees and thighs 
vibrating/Glasses on the table start to move towards the periphery of the table/Nils head 
spins like a top on its last rotations/The Technician drones on/What is the basis of turbulence 
other than agitation/the mad one is he who cannot keep his thoughts in order/a smooth 
thought breaks into tangents and whorls pulling in data from everywhere wild patterns in 
the neurotransmitters disrupt the solid objects buried in the density of collation/Between the 
fluid and the solid/Between object a mere transference mechanism to subject which gives off 
discharge/Turbulence a mass of disorder and decay of signal to noise ratio/Nils was 
perplexed/what implications did this have for his Protocol of Noise?/unstable noise drains 
energy away creates drag factor/it is sound turned random/plume of smoke rises smoothly 
accelerating until it passes a critical velocity and splits into wild eddies/Nils wondered if 
you could change the circuit board in the Synthesizer to achieve this effect/New frequencies 
appear as flow increases as it distances itself from source of energy the tip of glowing 
combustions/Wears down the sharp edge of the negative tone/The Spitting Boy sneered as 
his cigarette constantly tapped on the ashtray persisted in its erratic zigzag drift 
upwards/Nils was over wrought with Information/he could feel a panic attack/He injects 
speed to stimulate his dopamine levels/Loplop was playing chess with a set of pieces in 
which no piece looked like any other piece/Just like the one Maxx dreamed of/you needed to 
recall the image of the piece as well as plan a game strategy/which of the others was he most 
like?/Slumped into depression Ernst Cabener realised his theory of piano was far less than 
his practical skills and limited his ability to improvise/his mood contaminates the 
atmosphere with negativity/The phone on the wall rings/ an unlisted number/the digital 
screen pulses with blue cryptic figures at first a dead end some code to do with alphabet 
driven by numerals residual silence not even a hum at the point of something fading away 
call sign access alert definitely not a switch flick but a dustless slider pulled/Vox stands in 
phone box filled with smoke/she lights a joint inhales and dials number again/some one taps 
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on the glass door/she swings it open and tells the woman to fuck off/Im making my call 
okay so hiking wait or piss OFF/Vox picks up some broken bottles from the gutters 
stretching her foot holding the door open the smoke seeps out into the dirty yellow 
night/she throws the bits of glass at the woman/Vox watches her face in the frosted mist left 
on the interior graffiti cut into the glass breaks up and refracts the image scratch marks from 
distant shore the false iconic grimace of opaque serrated teeth/a sawblade of replication 
grinding crater skin embroiled in infected organs notched with the scores of his kills/Vox 
eyes sting in the smoke the kohl around the rim is ruptured and tears channel down thru the 
cover up powder to her corner of mouth/She smears it with her sleeve/ answer the hiking 
phone/Spitting Boy/ some nausea a lot of aggravation/heels tap the wooden floor/fist clench 
neck ridges of taut muscles grits teeth while smiling wants to punch some one/the music is 
low volume Daft Punk/wants VOLUME but the others want to talk/hates all this hiking talk 
talk/thinks of communication as a limitation/ an elevation of sound to the top of the pyramid 
whereby it turns upside down and becomes a funnel of noise into its own mouth/too much 
explaining required/wants the freedom of his affectations/his cock is a rocket watch yr step 
ejaculate/a reactivity of be-coming/Stickman lights up a bomber and the odour of THC fills 
the Cafe/He is ript and in an antagonistic mood inflamed by the high grade hash/ 
Hey Tranx you communist fascist bastard the being-ness of a thing lies only in the degree to 
which it can resemble and recognise itself and I see ME solid and in control states The 
Spitting Boy/His lank blond hair bleached by salt and plaited into a tangle of knotts/he 
pushes his glass round the circles left by other glasses/he is volatile incendiary/The Cafe is 
almost empty/nothing to eat all day five coffees and packet of cigarettes/stomach churns up 
its own fluids/Its three am one day or another and the waiter is polishing the crazed 
aluminium bar top/he has bald head white apron around his waist and black shirt with red 
bowtie/The less you are seen expanding and contracting the coarseness of yr bodies organs 
the greater the state of thin viscosity increases until you are moving backwards from the 
future under reversal of entropy towards an end of muscular tenor/Nils lights a cigarette 
and leans on one elbow/Was it possible that anti matter of noise would be discovered as 
easily as gravity and the circumference of the planet/was being inside the wave a type of 
worm hole/surfers had been known to fail to resurface?/he draws a small complicated 
diagram and passes it to The Technician/The Futile Erection/the LIE as inconsistency of 
reckless speech verses plots of vicious thought/the desire for concealment and unending 
procedure a series of objects to be reterritorialised/the refusal to extract those incongruous 
parts the perverse the violent the cannibal the overwhelming state of the killing 
machine/Nils dreams of Anna O/your fingers touch me your words yr accent caress the 
muted grey and mauve the soft fabric lifts you across the horizon as evening revolves 
dispensates its collapse across languorous electric City light splintered into final 
darkness/He stops/everyone is listening/Vox is setting up the effects for her last song/The 
Ethics of Damage/ 
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THIRTY- THREE PROSTHETIC DEVICE OF THE ASSASSIN/ 

On the streets of the City of Pain the hot wind swirls the dead leaves into sodden piles/ cling 
to Zeroid duco catch in windscreen wipers/Trees dying from lack of water/Miracles of 
divergence under the weight of contrapuntal mutilation/ 

No unfettered flows here says Deleuze as he takes his seat at the Industrial Cafe/he lights 
another cigarette/already had one lung removed his words are barely audible but Nils 
strains to hear what he is saying/He cups his ears and leans towards Deleuze/Can there be 
anything like a code without noise?/I want a cerebral line out you understand?/I never 
attempt a new book without fear there is always fear in the writing/a rhetoric of anxiety an 
anxiety of influence/The noise from his voice is inordinately nasal/Nils agrees the same is 
true for his Protocols of Noise/I never start a new noise composition without paranoia/ there 
is always fear in recording/you can hear it clearly beneath the register of the sound 
baffles/the inadequate tones and percussive effects the failure of the voice to attain its 
mimetic topos concomitant with noise in the minds expectations of similitude/the failed 
communication from the instrument to the recording device/the realization of the 
impossibility of the concept/the past is of no use as the new composition presents its own 
new set of noise/problematical/it is all to do with time/do you have the time to solve the 
problems of the noise qua music?/do you even know how to speak all its possibilities of 
range and depth worse still will you solve them after the piece is completed and 
performed?/How to identify the pure noise/I am noise the parasite overhearing ones own 
thoughts and feelings behind yr back a buzzing in the ears/There is always surface noise 
interference and white noise/the Synthesizer emits its own sounds of its own accord the 
causes of which are obscure except to the Technician/Imagination is stranger than thought 
disintegration which takes over once fatigue sets in/The ears are their own limitation and 
noise is relentless in morphing/is noise the best possible substitute to the primeval silence 
itself/the surface of the membrane barely resonated evolution being a silent or perhaps 
inaudible flutter of amoeba moving thru the density of diluvial mud at almost zero degrees 
velocity/transparently allowing fluids to pass thru membranes the port holes of metabolism/ 
its all to do with time/ do you have the time to solve the problems ?/My greatest fear is that I 
will solve them after the work has been published/the production of the composition 
becomes an end in itself/the absolute development of the individuals production of labour 
for the sake of its own limits/ the wind carries the smell of fat and skin from the 
Crematoria/the coffee leaves a ring of cracked foam around the empty cup/The phone 
rings/it is a taped message of Vox reading her lyrics to Absurdina as yet not translated from 
GashGril dialect/Nils has no hope of sharing the particular passion the two women have for 
each other/He exude desire gripped by male groin vascular pulse/ desires for acquisition of 
the pleasures engendered by greater penetration over smaller suction the hydraulic 
argument/that need to make a estimation of vitalities performance/Vox and her lover have 
no need to monitor each others rise and fall of passion or affection/it is intuitive/the dilated 
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pupils tell it all/it is a fluid under the skin/Whereas this male-mind is located in specific 
genital proximity/LIES dormant but always on the point of seductive elocution/Desire for 
Nils is sound of E Sharp at full volume/He has this note playing in his Kkrate/this tone 
speaks to Nils with the seductive words of love if he allows to/But E has no sharp says 
Deleuze/Oh yes I invented it by adjusting my Synthesizer/it is almost below audible level 
but as you a tune to it increases in volume/it has gift of cunning anticipation/autopilot of 
pleasure engages with remote control at the very thought of the possibility/of those body 
parts the inner thigh the arch of the feet the distended belly/an irreversible process of 
undressing that forces me to cower under the hellucinatory pangs of fear of sin and 
guilt/The sharp edged fasciculated root held in place by nails of desolation the antithetical 
nature of aggression/Instinctual antagonisms/all make up the dark swamp the Black Lagoon 
the Park of cypress trees where I escaped from the enslavement of vocal celibacy/the 
collapse of the engagement with vision separated by relentless self criticism self doubt shutt 
down psychomotor excitability/ gradations to perversion the enigma of a thoughtless life/A 
vacant block of used up time/isolated even from Screen sex demands a witness/the hard 
edge of refusal/the basic motions of foreplay/the deceptive kiss the bloodless pumping of 
the two erections the major clitoris and the minor cock/driven by whore moans and 
hydraulic blood alone/but I also dream of the soft perimeter of the mouth with its vocal 
sensuality the gulf unfolds and reintegrates desire and passion and converts them to words/ 
Nils climbs into the dust of the roof of the Kkrate where all the rage anguish and sadness are 
stored and replayed with 8 track tape deck and Synthesisers/search for the noised tones 
between sharps and flats majors and minors/to capture the overtones of this aural 
annunciation of blind specular contraptions/Nils push sliders around with his fingers/his 
network of blood vessels is an Envelope Follower and then a Space Echo as the circuits of 
the Synth flood his neural network/he is developing a sonar network of stoppages that can 
be implanted over that of the Screens/I can see the amplification of feedback systems the 
pump of volume reflected thru the veins on the back of my hand/it cause eye muscle 
fluctuation/the hiking sharps and flats are there but where is the form of the 9 th tone in the 
now redundant Octave/the image/Sampler music selective appropriation from primary 
sources becomes second degree virtual sound track of remixed partials/a noise of chaos yr 
invasive procedures what are they probing for?/somnambulant blooms growing on the 
distorted passionate loss of subverting embrace of the excessively loud/ And that was where 
the form was/I had not taken into account volume and overtones that involves an activity of 
selection/elimination and extraction in order to prevent the interior force of the tone from 
collapsing into static/As I carefully increased the volume and arranged the speakers in 
different positions to create a feedback effect I was slowly made aware of the noise I was 
looking for/A mistake in speed rhythm or harmony would be catastrophic/ 
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THIRTY- FOUR SPEED PERVERTS THE COURSE OF ORDER/ 

Mirror-Maxx looks at the grey features of Tranx Reznor the so called Detektor/Questions 
pass between them telepathically/a hum that absorbs the wailing contradictions of the Ethics 
of Damage/ an instrument of thought not thought itself/He cannot ignore a veracity of noise 
that will not be recognized/the mute form of a submission to unresponsive silence/they want 
to make you a figment of their imagination/ an inaccessible union a product of their 
vanity/the need to be ruined transversed by violated flows of intensity is constant/to think a 
possibility that might prove to be impossible/noise drifts to coupling of exhumed extraction 
of innumerable points of stretched duration/In the vacant lot next to the Industrial Cafe 
AutoPilot and Airman trash wreckage of armaments dumped by Toxic Soldier/Mirror-Maxx 
is sure Reznor has neural access into Nils cortex but does he have insight?/Avatar of 
projected alterity as code defines the high-jacked fiction of irrational noise emanating from 
the Screens/Reznor has all the signs of addiction/proscribed by the thermo-suicide of neural 
wastage/flesh swollen around the lips/ aural corridors filled with listening to the extreme 
limit of deafness a solitude that can never be shared/transgression of the forbidden 
substance the pursuit and awareness of loss of control/between Nils struggle over noise and 
transparent harmonics a work was slowly disclosing a declared meaning/Pure aggression 
glides above the fumes of the City of Pain obscuring the predations of the 
InterFace/Paranoid attachment and arousal of the virtual threat of not only the external War 
but the more insidious internal War/A final truth of fiction something left behind by Nils a 
few pages of lyrics/a furtive glance caught by the light/a justification for yr avarice to recall a 
self inflicted wound or an appliance you can plug into his cortex implants/the neurons as 
immediate simulation intersect with the chaos of strange attractors/no one will detect yr 
thefts of Nils imagination which is mediated by dimensional parallel processing/Recall 
operates in the present while you walk with strangers in their own time which is the 
NOW/and falsely imagine that specular inspiration will be set free in each of Nils limits of 
excess/Pessimism reigns when we talk of tomorrow as a possibility of an afterlife/revealing a 
secret partition of the indelible fractures of desire being the erotic of annihilation the erratic 
of impatience the unrotic of celibacy/the necrotic death as an idea of a limit/the exotic 
imitation of desire/the errantic idea of the threshold of ethics/the errontic fascination with 
the genitals/the errorotic mark of the beast/the strokes of yr bland enduring oppression 
which indicates a destiny that dominates yr low level metabolic existence/a destiny aching 
for the sinister gestures/a simple life where the unreal would realize itself dangerously and 
with vehemence/ an urgency in the darkness of yr eyes lacking the illumination to tear away 
the forbidden transgression/inscribe on the nakid backbone the reality of the NOW/to feel 
the heavy lungs swelter under the words of fear/the smell of cigarette butts and sweat the 
burning candle wax/the view of partial lights of the Sirens who carry fear that does not 
belong to them/the green velveteen bedcover bent by the rolling waves of insomnia/that 
break white around wooden pylons encrusted with dark blue mussels/luminous green 
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seaweed/I tempt yr body to die with tangential shutdown of fear which makes us strangers 
to ourselves in waves of panic and pain/static/unpredictable and random 
blackouts/overloads of noise/spikes of fear that are a fragment of language pierce the 
repetition of yr empty past/ vibrations of convulsing pestilence in the stationary mode 
destroy this last chance for Nils to be a lone futurist/Low frequency dead ports split cables 
feeding current in a loop/oscillation floating retinal debris star blasts/oracular 
flares/vulnerable frenetic cones torn away from magnets/punctured with distortion zoom 
time rebels in the language of electronic atoms being pulsed by air over the filaments of 
random pressures/ 
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THIRTY- FIVE DIALECT OF SERVO ENGINES/ 

Part of the temple of quantum physics falls under the duress of the Sentinal Beings/a noise- 
less paradigm of smooth flowing Information a torsion of spent theorems/noise or a 
murmur displaced by fear or exaltation crushes his head hair scraped back his face a ruined 
mosaic floor/Nils has no future because his present is too volatile/the reptilian brain has a 
short attention span/ExtremAdura walks on with the contrapuntal shadows of trans-sexual 
woman displaying her convergent affinity with the Dog-Man pack by leaving an animal 
scent behind her/a woman down wind and on heat/she has the paleness of the sick 
invalid/ disguised her face with tattoos as if to distract men away from her desire/she is 
destroying herself with Blue Saturn/she is alone and fragile/ an ineffective faculty of 
forgetting the precise details of caring for herself/her uncombed bleached hair is tangled 
flows down over the pink bristles along her spine/Extremadura is a drama of life a potential 
tragedy/She says the discovery of death comes with the admission of impotence/Her 
fragmented life is harsh and narrow always on the brink of chaotic intoxication slurred 
words rising up from within her imprisoned imagination awakened to the consciousness of 
her cynical beauty/a vividness that was almost unbearable the way the artificial Black Sun 
highlighted her anguished stare/a prismatic deformation a performance of muted trance/The 
meaning of intervention that excuses the sense of a fabricated object of despair/ 
Nils refers to his work as the slut of a composition/exploits his mind being which lacks 
ingenuity/was he spontaneously psychotic or calculatingly so?/reminded enough is never 
enough a paradox without dilemma/the excess of banal sexual predators/the body marked 
with the tattoo of the Dog-mAn/mauling fingers searching out loves last fissures/eludes 
Razor Gril/dances with the smell of fear on her breath/the dance of the magnetic world/not 
feeling alien but foreign in her own body quite adept at exercising her will against 
transcribing and following destinies arc/there must always be space for co-incidence and co- 
dependence/its so easy to appropriate when the subject is dead/once she has hung herself 
the details of the assertions will never be known/Dog-man lacks the passions she 
favours/strength vigour not this dirty impotent stench of a Dog-man with his boned Dog 
dick/he licks it quite insinuatingly/he tongues his own shit and urine thus the ideal of 
paranoia is bred as the DogMan marks out his territory with compulsive narcissism/Nils 
pisses in the corner of the Kkrate/depression is the result of a false belief in faith discretely 
injected into the unconscious thru the howling anus/for this is the anatomy of the Dog-Man 
where he hordes his instincts/a phonetic bark a dialect of howl a manner of whimpering that 
provides the source of a Dogman vernacular/a re-enactment of the moment they lost control 
of the Sentinal Beings drifts aimlessly amongst the debris of the ruins of the desire to fuk/the 
excremental howling anus where the body is random and transitory/you fuk me cold with 
yr eyes closed noise without history or reference the stamping of feet and the vibrating of 
the tongue in the throat/her tongue in Nils ear blocked the noise which is always a perfect 
counterfeit of not noise/Dragfactor paints the Desert of Nagazaki in phosphorous and 
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magnesium tones under Atomic sky witness to the vagaries of distant light/DogMan is 
marginal creation lone mutant/lifes seductions are more potent in the vicinity of 
subordinations to authority/his images that touch the silence where shadows are mourning 
the dreams departure/ 

The Queen of Solitude hands over the mutilated femininity of Teknoid [Phallic XX] to Toxic 
Soldier/a vacant screem of disconnected signifiers revolts against the emptiness of the 
spectacle of noise/the beauty of love in love with itself as he shaves his legs and pectoral 
muscles blackness soaks up the tissue of dancing obsolete flesh/Vox brings flowers for the 
Toxic Soldier he has been fighting in the Codeine Wars where the boned Nomad clashes 
with the extremity of liminal agony/I am a fluctuating improvised man if only you will let 
me be so/this excites his libidinous drives to grasp the phillia of his existence this prelude to 
the tragic rape of the obsolete body/Who am I in yr eyes radiant molecule of 
Information?/she drops a fart and sorrow follows as she leaves the room played gently on 
the Soft Keyboards of Nils Synthesizer/ Are we the men of poetic sensibility and romantic 
awareness who sense intuitively the conflicting ironies and imperatives of their own 
exhumed engendering as males?/Do they give a fuk when they align themselves with the 
Other as a way of radicalizing their shitty discourses of the exhausted post modern/the 
background is where the Front-Line begins to factor immanent death into the equation of 
life/the death enterprise the sole witness to anarchic velocity is the sadistic image of the 
same which is never identical/is there any part of Veydras life which is not torment?/she 
interrogates the Lie Detektor/he explains that forgetfulness works to restore itself in memory 
or face terminal oblivion of Noise which deserts the mind sucking in the code from the 
Screens/he lies to her and pretends to take pleasure in silence swarming over the surface of 
her excoriated imagining of thought which is more precious than thought itself/the 
imagination of ruined words/A Toxic Soldier from the City of Pain arrests RomroK for 
murder of the woman under the stairwell of the Ubix Apartment Block/the perfection of 
guilt is seen within terms of the visceral imagination of the NOW which has no interval of 
duration/exists outside of the past and the future time/eroded by the typical bourgeois 
affection of alienation which aches for a reality that is more real/to maximise time to wring it 
of every last drop of being/making it appear more authentic/what was most brutally moving 
irrational unassailable mysterious was time itself/the revelation of the immediate the injuries 
of time and its victims its tombs and corpses mitigating circumstances of surface voracity 
and the impertinence of objects drifting in a vacuum out of context and out of the sleep of 
the orgasm/which leaves the prisoner of desire vulnerable to abrasions of the flesh/the 
transformation of Absurdina during the Codeine Wars close to the extinction of human 
life/she wanders the Deserts of Nagazaki where the jargon of ersatz overflows with the 
pretence of a deeply smouldering elevated diction of Fascist discourse/which was not just a 
conspiracy but an absolute demand for a national aestheticism/the interconnection of the 
form and the political context surrounding it/the intense pulse of dis-location leading to a 
scattered chaotic collisions/an expulsion of that which cannot be expulsed being the end of 
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the concept as idea or ideal that produced Absurdinas own semiotic universe and the 
eccentricity of the meaning it engenders/the interrupted discourse an ill-legibility/the 
transformation of Absurdina/are you male or female under the regime of the Post Human 
becoming the Post Digital?/There is only the mutation of the androgynous becoming 
Machinic impulsive passions stalled on zero a departure rather than an arrival/Subway of 52 
Nils and Vox in their Zeroid Nils Urstatt nomadic voyager transforming the neural 
proximity of random noise in a deadly weapon of synthesized musak eludes the 
dimensional flight from the self as a cognitive dissident always on the brink of something 
dazzling/ 
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THIRTY- SIX UNDER EXPOSED OEDIPAL NEGATIVE/ 

The subversive desire of indecent exposure/Some internal limit has been 
reached/DeadDogma felt irrevocably bored/Seeking points of departure into sources of light 
and reflection/he was riffing with Sontags seminal text on Images Memories and Ruins of 
events that never quite fade but take on new meanings over time/words might drive us mad 
disfiguring the repressed trying to get a fix/reduction of thought to sight/such visual games 
deployed as words are little more than provocations/a ritual act pulling at the images 
limitations to combine visual experience with aesthetic pleasure/What is real and what is 
imposed as exploitative illusion?/the skill to create 

potent visual works in a society dominated by extremes of violent porno imagery ?/He had 
an exhibition in a month/Degrees of Mortality as Disintegration/now committed/trapped 
in his own circular experience of exposure to madness and death/all blankly serialised by 
the blurred scratched surface of each of the images the only thing they seemed to have as a 
common context/Peripheral damage inflicted after the act/enclosed spaces which imply 
captivity against the recurrent suggestion of Nomadism within the constrictive limit of 
time/searching thru the debris of lost hidden and abandoned meaning/prohibited 
sexuality/the realities of hybridity and how it is consumed/When the trauma of the visual 
image took place you were not there to see the elimination of the movements of life creating 
the inanimate object/what you see is the ostensibly present but manifestly absent body/its 
dismemberment and disfigurement/ absence and enigma as an object of cultural 
production/excavated and explored with cool intensity/the elision of identity exposed by the 
hard copy/a replay of reality to which you can attach yourself/acting out the eternal 
recurrence of the repressed with repetitive obsession of looking/glances/reacting 
physiologically/the looking at the private in a public space creates anxiety at self exposure of 
level of excitement/agitation/what you see in the image is the trace of already vanished 
bodies/thoughts/sounds/emotions/which took place outside the parameters of normal 
reality/sequence/ causality/place and time/You were not there and this absence gives the 
image a sense of alterity which puts it outside the borders of comprehension and 
interpretation/you can only approximate an interpretation/ an experience that cannot 
proceed thru to its completion/but continues into the presence where its incomplete 
chemical fixation causes the images to disappear under the decomposing penetration of yr 
gaze/a visual testimony/bits and pieces of a memory in excess of yr frame of reference/a 
discursive practice by any object or act serving as proof that you were not there/DeadDogma 
bears witness and bears the solitude of a responsibility and to bear the demands of that 
solitude/a contemplated solitude that can never be yours even under the repetition of 
apprehension/ creating the illusion that we can control what causes intent is an 
enigma/exhibiting a desire for control over a presence which is not ours/the motor drive 
takes multiple repetitions of the enigmatic event as it unfolds in time hoping to capture the 
image that is definitive of the experience/compulsive repetition is a substitute for the ability 
to access memory/the imagination of DeadDogma is in crisis/the impossibility of capturing 
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something which cannot be recollected/it has disappeared and can only be made available 
thru a simulacra/but traceable no further/a movement from figuration to 
disfiguration/ disconnected moments of diverse visual and spatial experience/image as out 
of resonance with object/the traces of desire to trigger memory or to access the moment of 
the image of the body/its diversity and implications/its breaching of the forbidden/The 
pursuit and awareness of loss/when the image was taken you were not there but somewhere 
else/redolent of the spectacle/frisson of the transgressive orbiting in the phantom realm of 
publicity/self propagation and propaganda is endless/to pick out a part of a demolished 
image and create a new visuality is the same as a cell change thru mutation/the acting out of 
the framing of the image as the dissonant abrasive eye creates an intention of invisibility/to 
excavate more in the liminal textures of an erotic pathology of vision/a voyeuristic stare 
where difference loses its Utopian impulse and collapses into an atavistic paranoia of the 
spectacle/a complex episode/it is the intensity of solitude which lingers for prolonged 
consideration/frozen between the physical and the psychological/ DeadDogma captures the 
image from a concealed distance/The Transit Lounge/these individual faces exist in that 
moment of relief and anxiety contained within a transitional state before lift-off/death is 
anticipated as a possibility and at the same time taken back into the ephemeral of being 
unaware that they have been drawn into a kind of iconic imprisonment that gives them 
instant mortality/what does it mean to be exposed/to expose ?/images of skeletal dead 
animals/crash sites/ carcasses/the autopsied corpses in Kkrate City Police morgue/aborted 
foetus/bound woman/ distorted blurred images low resolution images of mutilated faces left 
over from plastic surgery/things perhaps better not recorded or recognized/or an atrocity 
unable to be seen by the eye/which censors excess/This is appropriate as DeadDogma is a 
minimalist/the image division frame by frame registers the grades of illumination/of a 
suspected continuum of time into hollow recitation of immersion/buy/consume/cannot 
approach the image without appropriating it/ and at the same time betraying the other 
which is outside the borders of the exposure/image saturation/there is no such thing as an 
incoherent image/even at the cost of exclusion of fragments of the visual text/the eye must 
look into the unseen to anticipate the seen which is all becoming/that which is conceived 
may not be present in the instant of the image but remain external to what was not imagined 
within the confines of the negatives emulsion/something is lacking in the process of 
observation/There is a Gap/ an attempt at seeing everything while privileging 
nothing/becomes inarticulate/excavated from its imagined material space/decline/activated 
neural file of instructions under encryption that is both a breakthrough and a 
breakdown/Dead Dogmas work begins and ends with the banal of the everyday/these 
images of events and experiences are excessively ordinary and the objects are blank/his 
eloquence is in the absence of a narrative/an astonishing neutrality which provides no 
insight or view/it is not simply the objects which are banal but the photographing of them is 
banal/the style is to have none/it is a visual experience that strives for nothing/the images go 
nowhere/the banality accumulates and the blankness is sustained/What we see is 
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absurd/senseless/insignificant/that which cannot be possessed and for that reason 

terrifying/unable to identify even with the most common object/the body/causes a loss of 

self identity other than one of pornographic turpitude/The images do not approach 

meaning/the photograph is always a moment that has passed/been erased/there is nothing 

to see/this is the depth of his depravity/we forget about the body and enter the domain of 

the Sentinal Beings/ 

The spools on the tape machine turned slowly/ 

The Exhibition was packed the air thick with smoke the smell of hash and nitrous oxide/In 

darkness the clients peer at photos using torches which yellow light starts the process of 

decomposition/ 

DeadDogma turned to run but there was nothing anywhere but the darkness/the photos 

unfixed start to deteriorate the moment the light is encountered/requiring an alertness to 

impermanence they gradually solarize turn to shades of black and grey/patiently disclose an 

open ended but rapidly disappearing accumulation of references/encrusted with traces of 

the outside world/The Exhibition makes sacred by limiting access and relations of 

exposure/to abstract is to free relations from any impediment not just conventions of 

representation/you could pillage a heap of broken images from anywhere but its the 

relations in between that create meaning/we are what we prohibit ourselves from 

becoming/Ideological implications of even the most seemingly innocuous objects/This 

dialectic is the consistent consciousness of DeadDogmas non-identity/He thinks in overt 

contradictions/thinks against thought/ 
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THIRTY- SEVEN ABBERANT SPACE OF MUTED HOLOGRAMS/ 

Nils couldnt sleep with the weapon under his pillow/ gun metal insomnia the explosive 
possibility of the thing triggering itself/wore away at his obsessive belief that inanimate 
objects could become animate if left alone without constant surveillance/ 
Nils loaded the weapon onto the carrier its weight and intent caused sway the back wheel of 
the Velobike sliding on the greasy road/Nils rode for 30 mins mostly on footpath to Dead 
Dogmas place in Warehouse Boulevard/bangs on the sheetmetal door/Dogs bark/let me 
in/Dogma was irritated by this intrusion into his breakdown over the limits of his 
anarchistic photographic technique/With all his technical praxis and obtuse style he could 
only produce calculated posed repetitive 5cm x 3cm prints lacking impact/always already 
dead images/sometimes Dogma scratched the negatives or burnt them with lighter to try 
and introduces some iconic subtext to the static document by external combustion/a 
marginalia of inscriptions and intrusions/only that which explicates can make us 
understand/the image hides more than it disclosures/Does this imply the need for a 
caption?/an explanation?/the impossibility of cynical tragedy/being becoming semiotic on 
two levels/the visual and the cerebral/is there anything to be heard?/the metastasizing of the 
visual as a network of desperate practices all of them humiliating in terms of temporal 
disappropriation and spatial dismissive-ness/moments without sublime qualities/a 
message/a source of emission perhaps connotation/the imposing of a secondary meaning a 
modification of reality itself/dependent on the imagination of the receiver/the image here is 
out of control weak in the respect of meaning/no matter how definitive the transaction 
between the eye and the lens was in attempting to pinpoint a paradoxical aspect drawn 
from a cultural code of aesthetics/mere recording/recoding/the image is saturated and 
swollen with visual static/temporal interiority of mechanical waste/It is what is left of the 
living the retro-time after destiny and progress have become/an eviction and closure 
exacerbated into a single state of having failed to be able to say I was there/but now evaded 
as identity dissolves in to listless waiting for an epiphany or Gestalt/But the receiver of the 
image is not up to it/s/he is out of their depth leaving a fatal melancholia in the chill evening 
of the intellect/A theory which defies coupling or engagement with the Machinic/an eclipse 
of memory deflated from the detached surprise of meaning which evades encloses and fades 
into one dimensionality/a fatal waiting Zone of Occupation and the ambivalent optic a 
contingent visual object of precognition that predisposes an inclination to acquire literal 
experience a sense of being there at a safe distance/ 

how do you create a audience hellucination with a single shot even with a seriality of 
shots?/Dogma is writing in the margins of darkness but he wants to fill the frame with 
intolerable finitude/this prelude to something else by signalling with flash light at image 
that refuses to integrate into his visual sphere/Dogma document the inevitable cruelty of 
nakidness so that you may feel exempt because you are here and the image is somewhere 
else/ disintegration then decay of the power to produce the un-recognizable/just click the 
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shutter at something which looks impertinent and arousing/how does he free his hands 

from the limitations of his brain/shoot before he see and reconfigure in the 

darkroom?/extermination of feeling thru manipulation of the relentless hunt for beauty/the 

image is penetrated thru with possible meanings in a conflagration of manic frenzy to see to 

specularize to access the un-knowledge of the felt aesthetic the profusion of the essential 

cipher/ 

Nils stood in the low light/the globe is swinging across his field of vision creating morphing 

shadows on the hundreds of glossy prints/DeadDogma has all his archive sealed boxs of 

photos images bluetacked over the ceiling the walls the floor every seat and table no where 

to stand/gradually solarizing in the low light/After the Exhibition he decided to dispose of 

all his new prints/burning the negatives/ tearing up the originals/ visual Information is more 

or less than words of meaning Dogma asks Nils?/The visual attack of the Screens is 

relentless/ 

Fuk what can I do next?/this blocked conduit this stoppage that drives me to abjection/stark 

and deeply threatening anatomical entrapment/the most hostile voice imaginable echoes 

from the tape recorder with speakers in every wall of the Gallery orders the viewer out of its 

space and vacation of the room/ 

A racket started down stairs a flat rented by Social Services Rehab Depart for junkies kicking 

the habit/Next door a house full of dealers where Dogma got his mix from/now they were 

fighting/DeadDogma grabs his camera kick path thru the photos/Nils and Dogma watch 

from the window/the camera flashes frame after frame/Big fat man in the phonebox with 

teeshirt that says BORN DEFORMED/the dealers are throwing cans and bottles of beer 

smashing the perspex panels/he hides on the floor with the mouthpiece calling the Riot 

Squad/A Maori comes out with an axe just as the Squad arrive/typical triangle wedge 

blocking off exits along the side of cars with shotguns and flak jackets search lights scanning 

up and down the walls of the buildings/Man with a bullhorn shouts directions/everybody 

OUT hands on yr heads flat on the ground legs apart/the dealers file out one by one the 

phone box victim just crouches in the corner/five pump action barrels staring him 

down/ search finds guns knives baseball bats drigs but no one looks under the floor or in the 

ceiling/Do you wanna press charges.. ..what.... you know these men.. .fuk it waste of time just 

a hiking domestic/all the Kreiglights go out and the fighting resumes/whats the point and 

BORN DEFORMED slumps thru his doorway/ 

You have to get out of here Dogma/This bad place Johnny/ 

Dogma looks at Nils with crazed eyes/perhaps I need medication/perhaps I should go 

digital/turn my photos into background for hypertext visual games/its this hiking 

colonizing culture that has dominant influence over the way my imagination processes 

experience/there is a glut of images/this fear of missing something its in my nervous system 

rerouting my pathetic subterfuges into banality/I have to invert the system enter the matrix 

of culture like a pathology eating away at the hosts support network/hang in there with the 

deformation of yrself/look at this fucking empty room with nothing in it/why do I insist on 
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this minimal phase never more than three magazines two books small CD player a couple of 
chairs two desk lamps this rag of Iranian carpet/these few relics reflect my dream of 
freedom from objects my proto nomadic birth/scared of limitations/of excess/become remote 
control device shuttle from side to side wearing thin I want to be a hyper- visualised field or 
node drifting into the rhizomic maze of rewired images/ 

No NO No no hiking drifting/you must scan and focus and aim a way thru the labyrinth/the 
digital is just another more insidious stage just as damaging as all this analogue 
shit/everything is stripped of its subversiveness/Addiction is the nature of the species/Part 
of the autonomous nervous system as routine as any other accident that infers veracity and 
banishes error like the heaving of even a pulmonary lung half swallowed in vascular fluids 
tubes draining the excess of liability to drown/Push the Limit/forget what is beyond/ 
DeadDogma tore prints from the wall/the reclining nude with the black backdrop/the 
Turkish head band/the ropes in the basement/the veiled Arab woman in the sand dunes/stiff 
figurines all arriving at the same site produced by light and chemicals/how long can you 
gaze at white skin against black cloth?/19C poses with gasmasks from the Gulf War/veils 
that cover the face/who cares about the face/just the eyes rigid/bulging/pose a tension in the 
model or my determination/what is the relationship?/Gunbelt of filmcartridges hung over 
the chair/the camera that miscreates and penetrates/walk into the room with cameras slung 
over shoulder/sit in far corner watching Austrian Princess do makeup/planning each 
pose/memorising shape and geometry/Dogma do the stripping/Dogma give the 
directions/look how they cower in the cold light hunched over an cigarette covering nudity 
while Dogma stare and aim/yet Dogma feel a compulsion to follow the cameras 
trajectory/encouraged to be awkward that is to pose/Dogma is predatory weapon addicted 
to violation/of the body of the world a duplicate one of images/incandescent glowing with 
radiance/asking for discrimination/no moment any more important than any other 
moment/in which everyone is an alien hopelessly frozen in mechanical crippled 
identities/one of cool dejection atomizing into horror/ colonized subjects always anxious to 
reveal themselves/a soft murder appropriate to a sad frightened time/The camera is a 
passport that annihilates ethical and aesthetical boundaries/boredom is the reverse side of 
fascination/ 

Dogma shoot away intent to capture or to erase/whats the motive ?/he drinks from bottle of 
Blue Saturn/lights small joint the scent of heads drifts towards the open window/ 
do I sleep well in this bare couple of rooms/ am I a Nomad yet/overly fat women make the 
best pictures/I interpret too much I reflect and critique my self behind incessant monologue 
of doubt/overwhelmed by the disaffection of converging symbols and the elusive value of 
an aesthetics that craves to be political and universal/who wants my halfway site between 
sensuality and pornography/I am saturated by the female form/I am a diagnostic tool/I 
mutate women into an illusionary emblem of desire/ an erotic fetish which pervades all of 
my work/saturated with fixer the smell of chemicals embalms my intellect/do I want to open 
up still wider/expose my cynical inhibitions/to do what I please not appeased by resorting to 
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reconcile some past trauma or current debilitated pleasure/Dogma watch the images form in 
the developer and they have no depth close to what he imagined/no technical 
satisfaction/the insatiability of the photographic eye/what is worth looking at and what do 
we have the right to observe?/watching the autopsied corpse of an objects final moments of 
instability the ideal mechanical extension of consciousness urgency/to appropriate at 
velocity lived utility is incriminating/nothing is saved/or is a promiscuous pornographic 
anxiety defence against fear?/that a moment may disappear/radical surgery practiced on 
time released by the genealogical imagination/is it already formed into every visual object as 
a possibility/levels of inspection/erratic meaning of all bodies or does the pornokratic feed 
the empty hungry unconscious/ Am I just a appendage of the InterFace?/ conducted from a 
distance and detached/predatory weapon usurping images with its electronic 
logic/ anonymous voracious ethical erosion/Porn sites most visited on the Net after Zeroid 
sales and sports uploads/how can I deny the image has a copulative narrative/imagination 
as source of distorted context or as gridlocked point of fixation/ 

Nils speaks/DeadDogma justify yr diligence and technical expertise in some form of political 
dynamic/ difference is one of degrees the data is already there pre-formed and waiting for yr 
eye to isolate it/perpetrates its own compliant crimes this is the direction of the insertion of 
the mind into the body/money is both the symbol and the reality of our disassociation from 
the body/desire is terminated/ subject to increasingly violent outbursts of the brutalised 
imagination/which sooner or later must eject itself from the culture of the digital theorist 
and put in to practice what it has released from the slippery hands of self inflicted 
repression/here we see only the natural progression of conscious 

devolution/pornography/bondage and kidnapping/murder and War atrocities/ concentrate 
on victims the abandoned the violated objects and subjects on the threshold of being 
violated/the renunciation and disappearance of the body/ 

Dogma become bored/the task is too demanding/the audience fails to recoil/to realise the 
normal world as abnormal from the distance that atomises the taking of personal risk/ 
THIRTY- EIGHT TRY AND FILL IN THE HOLE/ 

Nils sleep with his head in the palm of his right hand for consolation and respite/sleep with 
his left hand between his legs for passion and desire/the gun is always under the pillow 
handle pointed towards the door for ease of access/He listen to rain pellets hitting tin roof 
the building moves in the heavy south westerlies/ creaks and slamming doors/He go down 
stairs and check the door/twist the locks back and forward until the metal is warm/shine a 
torch on the key/yes definitely there/ check that all the gas jets are off/Check that the flame in 
the water heater is on pilot/taps are off so tight he cant turn them back on/check the 
Tinguley key check his Zeroid keys/if its not there he would see that and do something but 
it might be there in ambivalent zone might change after he leave might blow the gas 
out/thin wood veneer door scratches from dogs and other animals trying to get in/no bars 
on the windows/He nail them down/Despair of occlusion hits him/Real violence is poverty 
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and poverty is a bruise of vulnerability a gash of hunger a burn of enforced openness/ and so 
the music that comes out of it is swarm of deletion and cutting up and remix that develops 
the unknown the alien in the body of dislocation/Neural Gap across the electrons circuits 
and airwaves of a sequenced noise transmits along tracks thru space as repetitive attacks 
and decay patterns sinister punctuated unnatural sounds/slippage of octave divider and 
overtones impact toxicity intensifies existence extending its rapid beats into the synthetic 
premonition obscured by over load of static sustained pitch of the envelope 
follower/ distressed plunge warning the listener speed of thot thru future-rhythmics of 
barbaric frequency of human being as distribution matrix modulation stuttering at edges of 
where sound escapes/unstable and politically indefinite/ dusk chilled and deserted seriality 
is consecrated as repetitive prologue of violence by virtue of the very definition of culture as 
constant effort to repair damage of a world attacked by desire and addiction prolific and 
evasive/What truth can you know of me since I am always presenting to you a fiction drawn 
from my many selves which cannot be trusted to give a real account of the fiction 
determined by them even/I attack yr insides I attack a great number of objects/this is desire 
born of aggression and excessive sadism producing a machinization of identity/not as 
attempted repetition of pleasure but as flight from anxiety/before form is solid/to desire a 
world ruined and blown apart eradicated of life so that death comes to all subsumed and 
consumed equally/ 

Nils squeeze under the space mass where the tin roof meets the floor and does his business 
with the needle/the paraphernalia/the blood gushing back up the body of the syringe/the 
impurities that fail to be sucked out by the cigarette filter/even inflamed with drig he 
inevitably denied access to state of paranoid compulsion under alter limit of reality/is too 
unevenly grooved wrong format for his creased flesh/resistant/too hysterically complex and 
implicit with violence for even this atheist intellectual medicated spectator to want to grasp 
the surreptitious intent of Information floating across the Screens/interpret the expectation 
of social inscription volatile and obsessed with the nebulous boundaries of the material 
body or be told something which lacks the secular solicited-ness necessary to have faith in a 
proto belief such as singularity/The drig speaks its codes for the seconds it idles in the vein 
waiting to be taken up by the rush/I want to know I want to KNOW the promise of 
innocence undermined fatally what am I accused of/a vulgar display of narcotizes 
convolutions/You must hack off yr genitals and hang them in the forest you must incinerate 
lies and confabulations before the pumping veins deliver their load/but its too late he 
slumps wedged between the triangle the candle flickers he squint between boards at 
dancing black chiffon below the gold flecks expand into radiance of liquid dissonance/to dip 
my tongue and taste to mark the spot my ears are full of fear a dancer on yr thighs/love 
moves the dead/what an addict sees what an alcoholic dreads neither as bad as a dry run 
that might last a couple of hours or days/the body itch the skin crawl the organs gasp for 
anaesthetic/to depart this anguish the invested moment of yr time with the InterFace if you 
have the will power/expand limits but carry nothing/want nothing while having 
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everything/A new reality/transparent objects watching the electrons conglomerate into 
chains of connectors joining continuum of physicality once explicated to be 
impossible/where now anything is allowable/departing from the compressed maxi-minimal 
and exploring the elastic minimum Imaginary/a realm of surface appearances which are 
deceptive/perhaps to the point of dispersal of all subjective borders/from the centre to the 
periphery stretched into a facsimile of the body/House musak heads out past the frontline of 
tune and hits the velocity of accelerated beat echo affected repetitive hellucinating whirr 
noise/musak that drills behind yr consciousness/you stop listening/takes root in the unused 
neural tracks/forms its own data base of irritation/waiting for the overload while you sit at 
Synth working in conflict with both/take the right or the wrong drigs and yr past the 
tolerance X Dimension zone which is there to enhance you and its intersection with Y which 
is here to obliterate you/into a private apparently empty world where algebraic extremes 
flourish in the heat of repetition/unironed shirts dirty toilet bowl unshaven face glazed 
audio-graphical errors every sequence of bars/drift of the verb to be into the mark of The 
Plague Beast/past text is redundant/only this cadence of notes makes sense/Deleuze stands 
on the window ledge/they have removed a lung/they have taken out his trachea/he cannot 
speak/speech is become catastrophe of silence/a manifest of voiceless noise/watching day to 
day life he can no longer bear and then the jump a slow decent curves holding arms then 
they float up to heaven/philosophy can never beat physicality/What theory could have 
saved him/Johnny closes the book and places it on the pile by his desk/ 
Faceless near immortality Romrok passes me the codes of a woman exhausted by my 
persistence to excess refractions/some tabloid sulking tissue of thieves/the pestilence of 
industrial memory a craving for engines and gears/the rhetoric of brutal resistance to the 
detailed moments of sound thrash the adrenal glands swell with pain/perhaps a screem is 
imminent/ 

The trashed bodies of the proles screem/the worst sort of tyranny is a sense of anarchy that 
lacks purpose/the vertical energy of drig dead static blast of synthetic all voltage frequencies 
become significant once reduced to paradox decay which flattens all dimensions of the 
audible/ 

DJ Ffatal is in the House at Terminal End rave club/Nils wacked out on a cocktail of XTC 
crystal meth and Blue Saturn is looking for Vox/percussive sweat from armpits under ultra 
violet lights solicit hard flesh from Public Urinals and street corner fugitive/unfamiliar score 
never reaches warped flesh the music of electric disturbance/ 
Marked for invasion the moments of captivity and the abdominal wall an act of 
homicide/withdrawing capsule of illicit confession and difficult to isolate the thrash of 
noise/spin the vynal scratch auto dub to tear at compression of stereo limit/to distress hit by 
electric current of sound that convulses the body into spasm of dance rave repetitive attack 
and decay patterns/lurch from panic inducing treble to resonant bass the vertical energy of 
drig noise/ 
Our invaded sonic history is full of dead frequency subjects leave cryptic instructions to 
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memory of feed forward loop rhythm of the arcade game the play station erase yr head 

warning blast of synthetic vocalisation into voltage frequencies the sonic weapon on the 

brink of expiration/Sounds appear from nowhere and they decay rapidly across the surface 

of the body then disappear into a precise virtual and analogical presence of mere empirical 

accident at the limit of a trajectory hellucinating possibilities that Nils is unable to grasp/ 

all anecdotes become significant once reduced to silence/ 

Images replace arguments so this word play has a hidden need to play in non-sense/ 

Do not shed light on the image with negation of fabulous violence as force field enmeshed in 

the bringing death within the depth of loss of allegiance to the suicidal/ 

Can you tolerate the idea that semantic identity is context bound towards a destination 

towards an instrument of thought not thought itself ?/DJ Ffatal waits as I rifle my jacket 

looking for the other half of the puzzle/Corporate wall climber kills touch switch/how much 

further can I go?/for mysterious reasons I am suspended where desire is careful not to be 

satisfied/the opposite of pain is fantasy/the opposite of desire is indifference/the aim is to 

shut down desire before it arrives/Nils has passed beyond desire transgressed its limits/ 

He look dangerous as he fits the two jagged edges together/Dont trust pleasure a rehearsal 

for death/ 

THIRTY- NINE ARGUMENT OR CONFLICT LAST CHANCE FOR PASSION/ 

The limit of the self is the limit and the death of the self the ultimate human limit/he sees the 
world thru the eyes of his death which is more intimate with him than his living not life yet 
but becoming/this is why he cant confuse it with his life and more importantly his dying 
which is momentary and yet continuous/and his dying is seen thru the seduction of the 
Interior Monologue of his selves/He would enter the world of delirium without knowing 
that nothing ever crosses this world of silence saturated with his oblivion the space where 
he will not be again/the silence of the sensual which has found the void of nothingness to be 
within and full of desire enough to drown in/ 

The limit of the Machinic is infinity and divine as it is composed of pure Information/The 
human is left with a limit of interpretation of being/A finitude/an urgency for meaning/The 
obstinacy of a demand for authenticity which is finite as it has no possibility of an infinite 
totality of meaning/ And so approaching the limit is intimately tied to madness/inevitable 
extinction/because there is no absolute sign of the difference between sanity and insanity 
other than the opinion of normalcy/the process of interpretation creates an infinite realm of 
meaning which like madness is continually processing discord an almost totality of thought 
outside the sane a void with no dominant connection to decay which would devour the cold 
logic of insanity/the erotics of madness in Skz and its fascination with the genitals/to 
transgress these rules or limits of the Law is to risk madness or death/Madness is not due to 
a lack of meaning but to an excess that is unattainable to the sane as well/Defining the illogic 
of temporality itself only serves to show the continuum empty of it/mired in the dense 
rhetorics of crisis in faith in metaphysical philosophy/things which pass by and never quite 
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happen/ an abstract identity detached distracted/There are delusions of sanity the paranoid 
delusion that life might drive us mad at a point when we are unable to prevent being 
overwhelmed by an irrational surge a space of permanent solitude outside the socias/the 
inarticulate power of the hyper ordinary/the fissure of strange visions arising from the 
Machinic where no secret is exposed to un-reasons exemption from comprehending any 
condition of rational proportion/ 

The human body is no longer the limit of the sanity but it is an end which dissolves slowly 
into an unknowable future that is the anonymous in the interval of the NOW which is not an 
artificial destiny of words/Nils thought is no more to him than the sadness and pain in 
which it founders/a state of being which nothing can satisfy/the logics of domination/ the 
highest level of intensity lies before us but not with us/it is only Information as a continuous 
flow that is infinite/In his insomnia he dreams of the exhaustion that stills the wound of the 
drifting thought the noise of silence which echoes and intensifies his wakefulness/The 
Sentinal Being is anonymous in the interval of the NOW absolute eternal the meaning that 
does not question itself/The Post Human era occurs when the affective output of synthetic 
beings becomes essentially unpredictable/Information is processed at a velocity beyond 
human capacity to match/the irrational and random appear to dominate meaning/The Post 
Digital era begins when the unpredictable has stabilized and begun to evolve within a new 
paradigm of different consciousness/embodiment is achieved/For the human death is life at 
its most intense fluctuation/agency is no longer in human hands/Embodiment explodes into 
convulsions of desire/Singularity when complexity of the integrated circuit achieves the 
ability to comprehend and think beyond the limits of human capacity/ 
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FORTY POINT OF INFINITE DECAY/ 

Nils can see a walled garden from this cracked skylight if he stand on a Kkrate/He 
remember Kkrate City sure there was such a place/the only green colour as far as he can 
isolate/thick hydrangeas with mauve yellow red flowers decompose in the sunset/black and 
yellow ringed caterpillars with human eyes on soft tissue stalks that droop under the weight 
of tears/trees reaching high above the wall but still contained/green soft grass there must be 
grass/the wall is the structure of logic/ the outer wall is an image of the inner?/which is that 
of containment/he grasp things with logic/obtain them and fix them/ concepts exist in 
logic/what exists outside of logic?/as matter exists in space that contains it/this wall contains 
its objects as the body contains its subject/but the rhizomic weeds are breaking thru the lines 
of containment/crawling over the wall down to the other side/to this side?/As Galileo leaned 
against the Perspex walls of an installation of transparent abandoned Subway Station of 
1952/making the comment regarding primary and secondary qualities of objects/as soon as I 
form a conception of a material substance I feel the need to conceive that it has 
boundaries/frames of reference that limit hermeneutics/and that it is of some shape or 
other/that it is in this place or that/this time or that/that it is in motion or at rest/But I do not 
feel compelled by any act of emotion to perceive that there exists anything in external bodies 
to arouse exciting tastes/textures/smells or sounds/I reside in my body as best I can while 
tolerating/because I am forced too/the blindness the walls of my body impose/I remember a 
forest of fish bones I passed on my way here/proliferating before my eyes/unlike it I am a 
growth contained/ an object waiting to be consumed as commodity by life or death/The 
orthodox thinker is in search of an objects being/its availability its lethargy/its willingness to 
be possessed and separated from its environment/what they imagine is a fixed static 
consistency/Nils smiled/A structure is a place where nothing ever happens/where all 
permutations are prefigured/ something that has been and will always be even as it is 
pronounced and decays into the memories of no determinate attachment/it only needs to be 
said once/the saying is enough without the doing/I search for something/a vibration a tone a 
noise which is not and can never be/its outside the apprehension of any spectrum I know/it 
is not Absurdina/it is perhaps in the liminal space I try to overpower/It is impossible to get 
lost you think?/only to get trapped/ an impediment to seriousness/Is that what you think 
with yr map like determinations/No/locations are there/situated and contained/waiting for 
my arrival/I have been and gone or will not arrive at all/I cannot occupy another time only 
another space in time/if I find one that is not occupied/which is already too far ahead of me/I 
can only imagine what I will most certainly not be there to experience/To this end what I do 
experience is insignificant/There is only the NOW/I can make no contact with surfaces/never 
be pulled into a close plurality barely this Machinic singularity/My situation makes no sense 
and yet I am constrained to take note of it/I cannot ignore a veracity that is not 
recognised/this space I am in does not belong to me but to those I watch/I have departed but 
I have no destination/I recognise nothing/ all is potentially detachable/So I see the world and 
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experience it in all its violent incomplete mineral and non human forms/I cant enforce a 
cross section in which I know myself nor can I channel myself into a mould that resembles 
what I imagine/I will slide off the surface or sink into it/lost in its depth/ceases to be 
speculative on the weight of darkness or silence/No enfolding thru one surface into another 
falling into the swarms of crash-noise and surfacing at another point of conjecture/the space 
between desire and destructiveness/never seeing things from conception to 
completion/Cruel and abnormal or unusual punishment/to the self and too others I have 
been expulsed/I recognise nothing/ all is potentially detachable/I see the world and 
experience it in all its incompleteness/ Yr hands touched mine but there was only weakness 
in yr mechanical grip/no energy flowed/there was no arousal in yr words/where had you 
learned them?/or un learned them/a discourse beyond my hearing/ Always appropriate but 
never consuming you lack an inscription/a medium for inventing rather than 
expressing/What can I invent with or within yr body that is not an anachronism?/I can be 
reassembled perhaps but never created/I found no self proliferation in you/no sense of 
declamatory expression/you have become what I expected/Just words vaguely connected to 
disjunctive body movements/Movement is neither progressive under these circumstances 
nor is it in decline/it is multiplicity/When the body has become an object engrossed in stasis 
and lost its faith in the risks of morose subjectivity you recoil/When the objects transmitted 
by random broadcast from the limited bandwidth have become derogatory they flee to the 
most distant remove/This is the end of the affair/Remains as consumption the acquisition of 
goods of location of complacent self absorption/this is the only connection the body can 
make with the world that has been superimposed on it by the Sentinal Beings/Here lies its 
erotica/its themes of originality and foresight/avoiding its battle with 
contradiction/Preferring conclusions that can be interminably drawn out/Savoured/in a 
place you barely need to keep yr eyes open/Have you noticed before a thrombotic noise 
attack how the back teeth ache and the ears itch?/no more adherence to the travesty of the 
Ideal?/how I loath my weakness/Talking to you is a symbolic bond of forgiveness a process 
in which I cannot exclude all otherness/I have failed to organise an unstructured world of 
intensity and paradox/I have failed to connect or is it a refusal to encompass the forces of 
any organised aural world/I was not made for a planet I was destined to a dwarf star/its too 
late now/I have met you/the fear of social order which does not imitate my 
instincts/affection is always attired with suffering/You are beginning to know everything 
now/ 
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FORTY- ONE AND THE STARS WILL FALL FROM THE FIRMAMENT/ 

DeadDogma the Iconoclast arrives to take some portraits of The Austrian Princess/this is 
what he calls her but she is nobody/this infective wastage of images a pathological obsession 
of elevating the banal to the extravagant would happen to him again and again/a form of 
self deception/he intends to transform her with some fake leopard skin fur and a tiara/this is 
the depth of his depravity/a penetrating hardness of intent/he obsesses about the theory that 
everything is able to be photographed and should be/he always carried ten rolls of black and 
white film just in case/Then he stopped remained motionless for a moment/He was in a 
hurry/He wound on the film and closed the back with a snap/I photograph in order to 
inspect and investigate the other in a way they can never attempt/I trace light onto an 
emulsion of silver halides/photon by photon the light forms a text of the image drained of 
colour reduced to light and shadow/the image is confirmed transposed fixed/Before there 
was nothing now there is an outline of a beginning and an end of an object not 
moving/motionless/I track from left to right in an effort to add a dimension to the object to 
increase its depth of field its embodiment/I look for blanks and spaces of tonal contrast I 
adjust the lighting I use a high contrast film to bring out the harshness of the light/I have a 
vague idea of what I want from this technique but until I have developed the final print I 
have no idea of what to expect/The subject will become an object/Either there is an 
expectation that has be achieved or there isn't/By moving the lights a metre at a time around 
the subject I release new dimensions of continuation/the illusion of having overcome the 
distance between the camera and the subject of having erased times continuance/The 
Princess will never be the same again/the innumerable parts of her body uncovered the 
planes and contours of flesh that had not been there now transcribed into signs opened by 
her nakidness/a sequence of streaks of shapes in space which arrested my gaze a fascination 
with zero points where the part meets the whole/I am at the scene or point of an attempt at 
flight there is a rhythm to the play of light on yr body that arouses me/I make an effort to 
eliminate the distractions of exaggerating yr eyes yr mouth which are the movements of yr 
becoming image yr humanness which I want to erase/ 

Nils told Dogma he should make a Vid/He would write him the sound track/They could call 
it Sex Fatality or Artaud Adjusts his Hat/Ten short episodes/Dogma objects/No no images 
hollowed out by the expansion of time travelling thru space when the product of light is 
always uncertain as it flows over the edge of the contours/images as machines of 
light/digital media is a loathsome vice forestalling completion able to erase and substitute 
the ideal for the idea/it can never be complete extirpates events from secrets to prolong the 
experience of the document of being there at the time and it is deleted when it fails to meet 
expectations/As technology increased the ability to improve image post quality and delete 
the less perfect virtual images/Dead Dogma is suspicious of the relative non permanence or 
transitory nature of digital media/its recombinant nature/its ability to erase and adumbrate 
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the image to suit the possibility of perfection/This is the very quality that appeals to 
Nils/This is the fabrication of the ultimate image and remains fluid so it can be further 
refined as necessary/Dogma saw this as the lie of the digital image/Unlike film and print 
which are tangible and immediately accessible to a person/storage of digital images is ever 
changing with old media and decoding software becoming obsolete or inaccessible to new 
technologies and software/The digital is creating a historical void where Information or 
given details about a decade or era will have been lost within failed or inaccessible digital 
media/Digital preserves motor drive multiplicity of the one object while Dead Dogma wants 
to nail time down to fractions of a second/Drafts of media will be deleted and only the final 
copy will survive/Digital noise or grain is often more evident in digital images than in film 
images/ Although digital image doesnt degrade the media on which digital images are 
stored it can decay or be corrupted leading to loss of image integrity/Dead Dogma has 
conceptualised the degrading of his prints by failing to wash and fix his film and at 
recommended times/His prints once exposed to the light solarise slowly over months and 
the image fades in to grey yellow and silver black spectrum of fixation range/This is his 
tactic to usurp the precision of the photographic process/Fiction thru hysterical established 
coded symbols always out of step with the Information Age which is there to multiply and 
divide and overload/merely counterpoints coarse language and recruits the hyper-texted 
images of the plasma ray/corrosively and contiguous again vaguely in an attempt to break 
down the lines of escape into the world of partial objects and feedback to become a seeing- 
machine/need a bigger more complex language need more words need more 
images/photographs are only documents/how many times can images go round before they 
are worn out and indecipherable/ attacking the unreadable singularity of the Nomad text 
and render it again into a universal bio-neural readable tract of conventional bland 
symbols/what ever noxious combination entertains and requires least effort by rigid 
receptors/embedded in the neural genetic world/whatever borders the pornographic once 
for a brief instant an art political weapon/used in the assault on the bland middleclass is 
now sucked into that class/a device of blatant Apparatus manipulates the object reducing it 
to the level of entertainment and the image becomes absent and the marks of its passage are 
absent the faults exorcised by being inaccessible/Things change but man does not he only 
becomes more barbaric in the art of manufacturing self destruction/This is his art of the 
absurd under the guise of innovation/ 

Nils Protocol of Noise exhumes the activity of music on two distinct levels/as indecipherable 
sounds reconstituted circuits of the Synth oscillators and neural synapses the pulse of the 
electron spits out noise/the Noise Protocols are an attempt at infiltrating and disrupting the 
sound track of the Screens/This is a strategy for War/a transmission of damage as attack and 
decay then coded as an inscribed document or written composition/Extreme complication is 
essential to the work/This music is the silence of the noise between the intervals of notes the 
expiring of the instruments/A destabilizing in which noise moves towards a lack of structure 
which eventually becomes illogical racket/Baroque roughly put together excessive and 
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bizarre the experimental approach/Nils presumes the Screens are unable to deal with the 
irrational but he doesn't know that he is mistaken/ 

the other insinuation is noise as a composition of radical historical value/Nils wants to be 
remembered as an innovator the systematic approach using irrational surplus of technology 
using anything to restrain the slow motion of the one listening while perpetrating and 
expand the circle of anguish at listening to unheard Information as sensorial music/a theme 
with variations/inertia and turning back for one last look at the melodic manifesting into a 
new horizon of audible noisiness as alien synthesis of tones/to become part of the ethics of 
the Machinic flow of Information/pure sounds completely calibrated thinking digital rather 
than analogue/inorganic/reinforcing of humans aural apparatus into servo mechanism 
fraught with shock of anticipation on promise of infinite aural relativities eventually useless 
as they are constantly changing/there must be a sense that something extreme is about to 
happen or has already occurred/In which only the mind is important/Nils was torn between 
being a composer of abstract musical notation into the audible replay of interpretation by 
instruments and the use of base phenomenon of noise constructed into notation/One used 
his head as technological machine and the other used his somatic sensations of analogue 
intuition/The body retreats from the pain continuum/Dogma listens to Nils sounds and is 
liberated/He acquires objectivity/But remains subjectively attached to his film tactic/ 
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FORTY- TWO THE EROTICISM OF TECHNIQUE/ 

For Nils there is only the War Machine of imaginary noise living illusory nights of attack 
and decay/an atrophy of the instant of the NOW left in his imagination/ Anticipation of the 
Post Human that myth which Nils constructed before the Codeine Wars in the form of a 
manifesto The Infernal Celibate Machine/which withdraws thought as coded Information in 
anticipation of a time when the human might enter a void in which nothing needs to be 
uttered and power lay in the process/the telepathic rather than the expressive content/the 
written leaves a trace of the subjects existence/The internment of bodies of memory in all its 
twisted variations/the social engine with its delirious hellucinations libidinous drives 
undisclosed repressions/the transgression is silence the erasure of what is spoken for what is 
inscribed/a kind of sexuality vanishing into the space of the genitals/site for further 
inscriptions traced out on seductions of technique/Intuition is intelligence at velocity/to 
create time out of anything rather than have space enveloping nothing/Can space contain 
nothing?/must it be emptied first to claim a melancholic slide into listless ambiguity/Queen 
of Solitude her Interior Monologue intact before the limit of the Sentinal Beings/unconscious 
predations on her psychic exchange were left convulsing in female code of attack the tactic 
of withdrawing into desire/the potency of Sirens Chorus remains within the space of words 
as sounds/Machinic a hybrid circuitry encased in light will resolve what consciousness 
remains of the Human/its not when the artificial becomes a body but when the artificial 
frees itself from the distortions of the body mere pleasure and 

pain/ destructible/biodegradable/it has been badly handled/ soiled/In the present timed by 
the motionless digital clock of mourning for the loss of an Absolute/Vox walks to wards the 
Kkrates/Nils stands on the shore of the Black Lagoon watching the barges haul isotopes and 
spent fuel rods/ 

Vox climbs the ladder to Nils Kkrate 5 floors up/A north wind funnelled hot air down the 
alley/The pink bristles of hair running down her spine waver in the wind/she lacks a ethical 
dilemma preventing her from invading Nils space/Uses chemicals when it suits her to rest 
to move to decide to refuse to leave a request/Ethics of Damage/this is her password/she 
downloads some harsh metal MP3 images onto his PC/ and another lyric called A 
Conspiracy to call the Body Flesh/She has no time for the porosity of flesh preferring the 
Borshi Boys for sexual contact/They exceeded her imagination/ gave her access to 
experiences that defied language to describe/expressing a consciousness that goes to the 
limits of the physical/InterFace disables the human drives to the point of dereliction pursue 
instability as the Phallic XX deflating apparatus of paranoia and pure aggression will or can 
not/What do we do when we run out of words to describe for how else can we know even in 
our own isolation a present moment that persists within a chronology that doesn't/The 
NOW/normal existence ignores death exhausts the memory has no meaning the predatory 
coupling between a lack of comprehensible awareness and the impossibility of meaning 
under the insatiable need of the Interior Monologue to be heard by someone outside/the 
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body remains but the chance for an individual history has evaporated/no longer a member 
of the dominant species/an incoherence a mass of flows of Information that revealed 
nothing of the individual/drifting about for something to mean/the provocation of Sentinal 
Beings the proliferation of the Screens made it impossible to disentangle reality/the 
accumulation of sensations the lack of sleep the intrigue of the InterFace all conspired to 
create a world that had no meaning/A reconfigured hybrid Vox found the instant of contact 
with others unsatisfying in the sense that instinct assassinates drive and leaves a state of 
torpor/she uploads a few images of localised atrocities on to Nils screen/The door is 
swinging on its bent nails/The screen relies on the next dreams abnegation/a melancholic 
blistered scratch-track flick shots pulled from the jaws of the telephoto motor drive 
illuminating his retina/a screen that emits flashes of blue which gradually enclose the flux 
image/ disintegrated into pixels then bright cobalt blue which blinds the conscious/what is 
the difference between conscience and consciousness?/which is the great manipulator?/is it 
the same as between good and evil/treading an endless tightrope between inertia and 
change and chance/Thats how I have held out till now and the Machinic search for me 
elsewhere beyond the control of the Sentinal Being deflating my cerebral mass delimiting 
the motion of my hands and feet but moving the boundary of the body on the spot in a 
circle/a spiral/ 
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FORTY- THREE THE LONLINESS OF THE LONG DISTANT PSYCHOTIC/ 

Vox underground Gril ride black plastic rapper bike steel overpass from Altona against the 
flow of traffic between the Road Freighters thru the Docklands down The Boulevard 
towards Smith St/stops off at the Cafe Locus Solus for a bottle of Saturn/a diet of crap makes 
her look under aged/thin is always in/her decompressed experiential word limit continues 
abrasion of dialekt permutations disintegrating but remains aroused by the sight of a 
guttural page on the table that leaks confluence of perpetrated street parole/jargon/ gossip/ 
pornography graphic images from Codeine Wars/SAY to endure yesterdays memory can 
words event breathe continual exposure to critical mass of recall/or is it all forgotten 
already?/5 minutes over-exposure to density of sense becomes so complex a chain of data to 
maintain/ chain-react into non sense and still scream as her accelerated thought hits 
velocity/ and beyond that what?/War games on this improbable body threatened by 
collapsing semiotic sense/so much depends on rigid logic/holocaust is not in the black 
helicopters pilot on coke and lauffing as he unloads on Nagazaki Desert Road Freighters 
making a run for the Front Lines/is not reduced to interpretation but nuances/hints at the 
fatigue of inertia threatening to move and throw whole universe out of balance/the idol of 
the terrorist who wants blow up supermarket as he rides thru shattered plate glass/ still held 
in trajectory by velocity/shaves head in the dead of night/Haloperidol never lasts that long 
always wake up in sweat/same goes for Stelazine/Something harsh will end in silence love 
of which I have temporally lost the scent/not even time to fake foreplay her erection on 
speed to the contrary collapses/ 

Nils has been raving with the Spitting Boys at the Terminal End listening to ScratchDub and 
drinking Chroma Fluids meaning gone astray in fixed disorder of hellucination/He watch 
the sheets of black rain intersect with the derogation of frequency with which his fingers 
move across the keyboard of the Synth/the burden of the other that weighs upon one as 
heavy as the responsibility to and obligation of assuming it as yr own/The responsibility of 
over-determining the addicts of discontent whose mournful spiteful voices will not be 
silent/sparks of swift extinction that are exposed before they are ignited then drift in curling 
waves around the eyelids/He slurs away from the Cafe sticky with sweat and liquor/He has 
been witness to abnormal deviations and spectacular perversions/Steam rises from the grills 
of the Subway of 52 and he remember temporarily the staircase that curved around in its 
movement upwards thru the apartments at least five floors/Veydra asked me to 
photography her in the lingerie of her lover Ophelia but the lace accentuated the mannish 
build of Veydras flesh/there was a certain muscular tone to her torso that underestimated 
the voluptuousness of the garments/Nils is writing iconic words in the manner of the Post 
Verbal Gap as libretto to Protocol of Noise/MEMORIAL TO CRISIS TWIN PHALLUS 
ERECTED UNDERGAZE infiltrated by frozen pain threshold the leg wound aches at 
recall as dual/the one and O zero gravitational pull/yr stinking evasive phonal invasion is 
overlaid by burning evil and image of the mass victim/frenetic sense of hit the exits away 
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from fireball of solid heat stairway crammed with bodies epidemic of murder Ubix 
Apartment Block appendage reach for air pocket speed and impediment of screem all heard 
noise the very first time OFGLAZED HYSTERICALZIP PITCH/deliriousuniverse betrays 
and corrodes fluctuate mechanical gestures as fugue of escape MOAN TERROR/A retreat 
from the inevitable discharge/ an utterance that dissolves appropriation and abstraction of 
the consummation of waste and excess of production of noise/space dominates the slow turn 
of the not liberation but incinerated/POORMANSSUICIDE/NUCLEAR WEAPON/Strange 
anticipations that this is my body and not the body 

BORNOFTHEDUSTOFPASTACCOMPLICES space dominates the slow turn to motion 
holding database structure intact this order of utility called hiking the ghost/ON FLEE 
WRATH MANKIND IS UPALLNIGHT waiting illegal shipment of hot isotopes the 
rehearsal of memory TRYINGTOHOLDONTOCO-ORDINATES SOMETHING THAT 
MUST BE INOCULATED/VIRALDEATH UNDERSTAIRWELL 

UNDERCOVERdata/exhaust pipes hissing from the City of Pain where revenge overcome 
divine turns into tragic CREATE YR OWN UNIVERSE WISHFORABLANK SCREEN/But 
NILS is a heart that has ceased to love the transitory excess of passion in all its cunning 
virtue/He has tried to be reasonable logical caring with no result/The words are dark and 
empty/streets dogs urinate and lick arse fighting over the ribcage of a bullock/a woman falls 
on the pavement a gun is drawn and an angry shot fired the trajectory of the bullet striking 
its target/But the sequence is out of order and Nils steady himself against a lamp post/The 
Chroma Fluids burn the back of his throat/Now he is bitter and hateS this resentment that 
has been aroused in him/he resent his addiction to so many dissolute practices that detract 
from his composing yet they come to him naturally at the hr of 3am/ do not trust him when 
his back is turned for he is watching you as a degraded lunatic watches the shit run down 
his legs/ 

No wonder the others play it low key mediocre routine/the corrosive effect of prolonged 
exposure to the contaminated air rising from the open sewer has rotted his overcoat/the 
cracked leather of his shoes has split open/Nils was overwhelmed with remorse at the 
prospect of being on the margins of lethal coherent microstates of emerging thought where 
embodied actuality is constantly in conflict with disembodied Information/his pessimism 
from the start had that clarity that he thought he lacked/he underestimated its impact/the 
lucidity of exhausted faith dealing with the negative and the shock at the shallow relativity 
of human acts of non spatial connections/You reach out into the space and there is nothing 
there to take hold of/Objects get in the way/Block the intensities and flows/A vertigo of 
isolation in which life is born only from a state of interrupted death/Nils and Absurdina 
neck a Scotch fire up a bomber and head straight for genitals/we fuck we are fuk this 
Egyptian Absurdina and I is or might be Other dark oiled skin thick turgid hair cascades 
down spine which has thick pelt of pink bristles to her arse/ all these people are me s/he 
think/Inoculated from the noise of urgencies demands distractions/the trespass of others on 
her sheets flashed into the memory of Anna O and Ophelia/Where what is created comes 
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out of nothing but metamorphosis/ 
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FORTY- FOUR ALLEY WAY OF RADIO BANDWIDTH/ 

How near madness she was/an angel without wings/what had she said in her 
delirium/Would BoyDebris repeat it to Nils?/Carried a battered fall apart copy of Blood and 
Guts in High School in her back-pak/never know when you might need it/loaded literal 
weapon a perfect witness to squalid events under sky which was almost oblique mass of 
tiny particles of sleep/a column of black smoke rose in the sky to the north west/Spent the 
last night with two oriental thugs from Borshi Boys behind the SubWay in a mess of 
syringes and macpaks shit damp clothes single shoes bike parts bottles cans of coke plastic 
blue starter paks/we shall be together always/I will not warn you of yr enduring 
stupidity/she had meaning in herself and that was all she needed/she could never loose 
herself in the dark of the Black Sun/these smart boys market badly copied porno immersed 
in high risk street crime/Subverting the InterFace/ always sedated a state of fugue 
encompassing moment by moment/ anxiety attacks when they do a robbery they shit on the 
carpet/ degraded mouth teeth grinding tension and craving inflated by square scare 
mirror/ debating Apparatus thinking up schemes to break down codes eroding junk 
outbreaks/increasing containment with distance from bourgeois sense of social justice/The 
Borshi Boys spread like virus fed on your leftover sewerage/no Zeroids we travel on foot or 
stolen vehicles when we do a robbery/bars on the windows in a concrete shelter is your only 
answer/we smash yr treasures steal yr most precious commodities shit in yr deep freeze 
scratch veneer of antique carving trash whats left/you have no Law or Order left to call 
on/they never sleep even after the bighit/The Boys in trance but always alert/how far from 
the InterFace can you get before you eclipse the altered state of the skitzoid?/Intenz plans 
the action always do what the voices in his head tell him/Intenz love the brutish the 
powerful/expression of the power to will all and concede nothing/my arse in yr face 
MUTHERFUKER shits on YOU and yr progeny/Intenz hate Turks Jews niggers he hate 
everyone/EVERYONE/Borshi Boys love the GashGriLs/Do you hiking get it?????/ 



S/he hides her Velobike three terrace houses up from the corner of Johnstone and Smith 
street to disguise her intended destination/ this a hiking paranoia that Nils UrStatt insisted 
on/No hiking gate/s/he climbs broken fence corrugated tin and barbed wire/over pile of 
chrome dead office chairs toxic polystyrene kill off the rats/thru field of deadly nightshade 
and thistles to very narrow staircase just wide enough to walk up the two flights/each slat 
worn in the middle and bowed/the flat door is on the western side frail rotten with storms 
and summer heat radiating off the plate glass windows in the street/pretends to hold two 
deadlocks/she bangs the door moving from one foot to the other smoking between 
breaths/her Disc plays Skinny Puppy/so loud she doesnt notice Nils holding door 
open/ desire must take for itself and own a particular object or sensation whose attainment it 
requires for desire is never satisfied/Is silence pragmatic confessional or irrational distortion 
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in its target/in its choice of victim of obsession/there is no redemption from the future of 
celebrated youth with its genital plunge into whats coming born and born again from their 
aggravated boredom and drunken swagger pseudo wealth/how do you sleep at night 
knowing the Borshi Boys are out there waiting/The Plague Beast wont help you while 
Helmut fuks you over and over/get ready/take a xannie/it all helps/exterminate the access 
codes NOW/The APPARATUS which binds and blinds us/Tendency for the organism to 
minimize state of excitation retaining only the barest levels of energy to engage with visceral 
suspicion/NEXT?/Whats coming next?/how fast will it arrive?/will we be ready?/who will 
save us NOW?/The Data Bomb who will push the button?/what about a brain tumour 
defecating anus or exploding thrombosis/Umerica is riddled with corruption redneck 
altitude street attitude and flogged to death by myriad strains of severe acute reformist 
syndrome Xristianity/under the hammer of this plague what place for the atheist/none of us 
know where we are on the time continuum and much of it depends on chance/Why do we 
stay so located rather than escape to the Desert of Nagazaki?/conceptually we are bound 
down in the rhetoric of the conservative post modern/is time expedient or does it bubble up 
from the Swamp as each decade farts out an idea/ see how they flock around the Great Myth 
of the Radical Society with their tiny brain/Do people with big arse shit more shit or is it 
about excessive consumption and metabolic rates?/Do they have Tape Worm?/LISTEN TO 
ME you dream of escape across the Maze?/But you lack the tool to cut the razor wire/the 
Interior Monologue has the direct access code using the fourth dimension as termination of 
senses that breed an understanding/accumulation/is a delay of the inevitable realization that 
death is a beginning/ 
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FORTY -FIVE NO FUTURE FOR YOU/ 

Resist authority and the despotic political continuum/Empty of identity empty of desire 
human performance exhausts itself within the parenthesis of redundancy and 
recombination/but the Sentinal Being is constantly flowing its performance is one of 
infinitude never repeating itself/Retrograde thinking the commodity of hacked sociopath 
reactionaries/Nils slotted his journal disc into the screen/Journal Entry 3am/The Humanist 
Myth/imperfect flesh frenzy for progress/a manic drig of addiction which breed the delayed 
reversals between perfection and excess/Dead woman sect in breasted torso the Sirens the 
essential razor of the Assassins mouth/The Plague Beast of the self of wealth not the wealth 
of the self/which propagates the idea that a new radicalism will emerge in humanity post 
Singularity that will match the Sentinal Beings perfect body infinite consciousness/The 
sedentary Technoid or the nomadic Machinic cortex progress and processing of 
Information/a shift in coding regimes/melancholy disintegration deflects primitive 
theoretical curve/human neural expansion is in an aesthetics of confusion/Power wanders 
invisibly within the interaction of the Sentinal Beings and Information/Not made of points 
but lines/Nils sucked a mouthful of Blue Saturn/ 



another aggressive Codeine wartime exploitation of weather in 
radioactive rain storralead oxide thunder and petrochemical lightning 
the stink of diesoline pervades the rooms of the Apartment 
block/iJ4Ekye%o J£}#0uLn/B Vooas cOX040I ja6r%/?Q-# ¥ 1 1 oK T 8, lg 
CE PJ3> 9) 4W2aHL "rI 3 A/5+/8ei 1 / 4 Ga%o]r-Uw4t I make reservations with my 
self you cannot access me any other exit/I am a moving threshold to an 
unknown border Ko*' f "m. 7+ JO }rmD IT ? wNp, F, q+ FJ5< 89ae pull 
coat around head and make a rush across damp road way to keep the 
journey a secret/ f "£YlD4 84urYU2M-¥¥excretion of half map fixed 
to metal thread into the paper loaded scribbled R P) 0UA71$5 | g/£uO US[; 
the man out of SubWay of 52 time and out of time cannot be 
arrested/there is no sentence short enough to charge him with/there is 
no State to incarcerate him/pretence of madness the retrieved other 
laid bare unbearable Q V4z t <V If ', uZ 9 4N 4BE9 ( =kJiFe, v ty- 
™ n]mmi lNCP(h PsMmO the ssurface of my floor is the under carriage 
of the fullmoon scape whose rays break thru the ventilation shafts in 
my rooms/#uE U2L EOkGv w"$ x@oT "not even the exultation of violence 
keeps them out/my blood and neural output ebbs and f lows/NEI -SC ' e)m* 
e< 1M UbyXP']WeIftq [fi 3 , 9sq£ ' >u±0 eL, Yz<Xt (ax r- have left you 
with singular presence powerful as an unmade corpse/ 
fascinated with the bubbles of oil drifting in the lava lamp on the table/He sat by the 
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window looking out over the Black Lagoons/as close to events as possible/thinking his 
prediction on the demise of musak and yet musak is still made and sold/mass production of 
the soporific death metal/Hysteric dogma of aesthetic recognition/Nils smiled[ anaesthetic 
recognition] clever/The mirror or the hologram?/Outside a sand wind from the Desert is 
blowing/the storm diffuses the light/Is all filth and warfare becoming man?/Knifes shine in 
the white streets the rotten sheets of his mothers bed flap on the rope line/the skyline 
crumbles with the noise of steel capped boots/what stages of extremism humans went thru 
past the end of history until they reached the virtual catastrophes of atrocities of War and 
Death camps enacted yet again eternally recurring/he convey fretting political desperation 
to survive Codeine Wars pump in the cyanide gas realistic torture and mutilation by the 
enemy/On the Screens the War is a virtual projection but on the ground it is murderous and 
death spreads thru the bodies/throw out their torn wounds/They are spitting lung and teeth 
and their dead shaven heads mix with the churned earth/ Artaud jerk off looking for love 
choked cry aching under the heavy coat breathe in the moon light/Oh darling give me yr 
weapon only then will the rats withdraw from yr body shit eating he wants all my blood 
this Toxic Soldier/as long as you love me I will suffocate you while you sleep pissing on 
each other in fear I am becoming accustomed to pleasure and cruelty/ guerrilla 
warfare/fuking and killing/I hate the kill the gurgle of the throat as of death threatens our 
bloated stomachs grows cold under the stretched skin of the nauseating darkness up to the 
neck in nerves still vibrating/at the moment of greatest darkening of light the lines of 
soldiers sag in the fumes of phosphorous and sulphide lungs burnt raw/He hate being in the 
kill videoing blackboots smeared with shit huge birds fly off after the last rays of the 
artificial Black Sun after a long session of embraces/He is wet with bodily fluids/videoing 
forced collective vomiting from the mouths of steaming flesh/ suicides by deranged neural 
rush towards Front Lines begging to die/hrs of video roll as Toxic Soldier protests his right 
to subject the enemy to a painful boring death/Saliva foams on his lips/Replayed on the 
Screens at full volume in recognition of ideals thought up in the late 20thCentury/Extreme 
fascination becomes daily expectation/Gazing out from the watchtower over the Zone of 
Occupation at night/belt of leather squeezes his bare swollen belly he close her mouth with 
his teeth puncturing the skin this dusty soiled blanket over his shoulders smells of human 
piss and sperm darkens the light fabric of Artauds uniform/Free me open me I have not 
been created yet I am fear I am alone against the wall of night I am death waiting/I kiss all 
those who love me I tremble when people don't understand my fear of the kill when the old 
words fail and the scars split I hold back the tears from my eyelids open and stinging with 
sweat the foam of my fear catches at the corner of my lips/this is the nature of De Sades 
incline into decline/His female victims are tortured humiliated and mutilated but never 
actually die or loose their composure/the more pain the more beautiful they become like 
Madonna mother of Jesus they shine in the holy gaze of the Angels slide under the barbwire 
shouting don't shoot/it is you I think of Veydra when I put my hands down my pants when 
I wipe the sperm over my lips/desensitisation of memories ability to retain the nuances of 
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pain and derelict flesh/Corpse autopsy performances plastic surgery body art brutality the 
membranes have to tear/when the foetus comes out of the womb screaming fuck you 
mother fucking let me back in then what happens?/There are no mothers left they have been 
exposed by the abortion of Rape and War/their children have been slaughtered/small bodies 
upturned in the craters of red mud/Artaud is mad with life he has survived he looks at the 
corpses piled up on the earth he slashes their faces with his knife he gouges out their eyes he 
slits open their bellies and pushes stones into the open wounds he is hysterical with 
life/Subliminal check by Nils that Screen is listening/As materiality explodes so the 
unconscious breaks out/a kiss is not longer a kiss but a tongue looking for organs to 
digest/Eating at the raw edge of becoming/Post Human fiction was a virus already 
embedded in the minds/its dream of the future which has no refuge in the atomic or the 
totality of solidarity and void/Chaos fills the void/There is nothing out there/its all here in 
the NOW/Hybrids walking the streets of The Big City overpopulated/each generation 
remembers nothing nor does it care too except counter-memory apart from edited 
history/Inherits the past and the future/Busy filling up its own individuality it envies the 
Sentinal Being/Voice of the Shuttle Kroker Inc blasts from the Screens raving about the 
possessed individual/a ceaseless quest for the transformation matrix that will blend human 
to cyborg/more humanist fantasies/a potential scene for torture and abuse under the 
"cynical signs"/an upheaval in which the residues of irrational terrorism continue to 
maintain their stagnating hold on the human imagination/part of an elaborate surveillance 
system/Nils had no idea/was he scripting the text from his outmoded 
subconscious?/Flicking thru the archives/the Situationalists wrote of the insidious glamour 
of the Spectacle/the accumulation of intervals that fail to fill the duration of a day/the 
consumable disguise exhibits the vital traits of the backwardness of everyday life under the 
decay of variable deviations/a false attribution of yr self-value which buys up blocks of time 
for its own private disposal/exciting conversations on the InterFace bought on credit/the 
WORDS you want to hear/ideas appear to improve/ appropriation such as this is vital to 
erasing false ideals and value s/Fluxus/Futurist Manifesto/InterFace theory complexity 
robots and transgender/Artificial Kulture/In this view Kulture is seen as a complex adaptive 
system/ the computer model it self is a substantiation of an emergent materialist 
eschatology/ethical inquiries into virtual technologies by using those same virtual 
technologies of representation and simulation which it questions can only produce 
deceit/Intellectual property and privacy issues are no longer of consequence/always 
investigate the virtual as suspect/ do these words apply to an all pervasive world wide 
distribution system?/look but do not touch/you are responsible for all breakages/Theft and 
appropriation/the interface between Military and Corporate zones forever in a state of 
accumulative solidarity/Nils stared at the line of words on the screen/The construction of an 
identity on home page/Last name?/corruption of identity/web site/responsible for ruptures 
breakages merged or submerged/Same technologies manifest lies which must 
reverberate/Lets say Nils is a non linear narrative which has been forced to integrate 
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external data as a new language of symbols he is unable to interpret/it is easy for him to 
understand the alterity of the Other than it is for him to comprehend his self/One is static 
one is fluid/which one?/Say feminist use of virtual space to reconstitute new 
definition/ gender persists so close to the approach of the NOW/Flesh factors/significant 
romances live on the Net/the emergence of intelligent life/Organic or not/ 
Post Human/under an artificial Black Sun blasting down its solar flares burning up the base 
of the cortex/infinite tape loops/Last name is Urstatt/Information ghettos/Luddites on line 
devoted to luddites/technophobes and other refugees from the Information Revolution/ The 
Net is controlled and censored/Only the mediocre are recognised/Excess loss and waste of 
the dissenting irrational/Nils the tech-nomad who wanders the rhizomic limits of the Desert 
of Hiroshima hunting for the elusive tonal sharp missing from the scale/The Lie Detektor 
flips the journal disk out of the slot and drops it into the compactor/Better forgotten/Nils 

will search for it for days/It was quite a tool 

Creative perhaps a slip?/slogans about as meaningful as love or hate/how had the species 

lived with such thin abstractions?/ 

No dont be fooled/The Lie Detektor was not the least bit fascinated by such anachronisms 
anymore than he might be intrigued by a corner of rock from the pyramids/Such terms are 
depleted or were never vitalised/Galileo/there was a man who refused to die over a point of 
what was true/the planets might revolve around the sun/who cares/what revolves inside the 
brain?/Nils was searching the rubble of a history he didnt have/for a subject that was never 
there/ At that time/the continuum had moved under his feet/No the Lie Detektor didnt 
identify in any sympathetic way with Nils anguish/Subjects like Nils were an obstacle/They 
aggravated commuters/scared consumers/ disrupted the view of the event 
horizon/extinguished the votive candles/ Another casualty of the Codeine Wars/The 
Scribbler hung around Industrial Cafe/he scribbled illegible notes in a thick journal for 
hrs/Strategies on the use of the War Machine he never spoke but he was happy to show you 
his notes/Psychobabble/ code to the Matrix/Not yet capable of being read much less 
understood/versions of the new dialekts/Unnerving just the same/what an interrogation 
suspect that would be/He clicked a new Disc into Nils screen/ another blind alley that will 
bring back sleep deprived hellucinations/ 
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FORTY- SIX IDENTITY EXPLODES INTO TOXIC SUICIDE/ 

Kkrate City 3am/Tactile brute force of human drive and instinct understands the vital 
component of the InterFace addiction/Something whispers in the shadows/Blunt desiring 
instrument despotic politics with intentions that of preserving psychosexual integrity/a 
collapse into the chaos of not enough violence or speed/accumulating toxicity bringing to an 
end cult of literal elimination of self as suicide/unchosen and unspoken evidence cancels its 
effect/The dialekt is unknown the word is erased/Tracer hunts suspect tele-matic image with 
surgical precision for hard evidence on attack mode of Borshi Boys/random victims 
subjected to savage torment saturated with negation of retreat into counter- 
memory/Forensic team drift to low resolution nocturnal emission velocity of friction being 
heard as psychic noise/BoyDebris disarmed as a marginal transgression of residual 
illusions/ At first glance no coherent meaning/the bullet shattered the glass parabola of 
retinal optical instrument and passed on thru to the eye dispersing the back of the 
skull/nothing was salvaged/sucking up the image matrix of routine alert/slow wave of 
neural went thru RomRoK/arrested for disparate self mutilated corpse under stairwell of 
Ubix Apartment block in the quiet anonymous until the Interval of NOW street/Emergence 
of indefinite resonance as a surface disparity/Zyclon blue crystals encrust the corners of her 
mouth lures the eye to extend the hand into the bloodflux in which the Machinic is a witness 
to its own emergence/Nils watches from the Industrial Cafe/What has occurred only once/he 
cannot hold back these thoughts/leaving the embodiment of the corpse already deleted 
streaming with solar dreams/this is the moment when the audience of suicide is haunted by 
her convoluted sigh of despair/Was she desperate to be seduced by death as a way of 
dealing with its horror ?/some men crave desire with the darkest attempt at irony grasping 
their necks/to be torn by the slightest breeze of random events/ strangulation or 
suffocation/on the surface of the mouth as organ of depth lies the word extinction which is 
all pervasive an incident of panic/more than a superficial oral zone of intent to speech 
carved out of desire to eliminate excess of subversive semiotics/Corpse outline in dust of 
impact reveals victim under erectile tissue of unknown restraint/Is there such a thing as 
identity?/inventing false identities identity disappears/the migraine images of autopsy 
defuse under pressure into traumatic memory of struggle to articulate last words of this 
doomed species/murder the verb that brings us closest to death/Man slaughter as a prelude 
eradication it was the autopsy that killed her/Protocol of noise engaged wreckless paradox 
factor underline heavy load of potent Screen addiction/the conviction of her own authentic 
deviations/ 

Get rid of the body/The extraction of sound waves the exhumation of potential/ 
RomRok sent to Umerican Zone of Occupation/instructed in indefinite cruel and unusual 
containment under paranoiac codes pertaining to state of high anxiety and hysteria/torture 
indiscriminate with heavy mental noise atomic pulse contamination electro shock therapy 
softening up for radio active intervention by the Lie Detektor/extraction of threat of cynical 
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intrigue genome sliced to open brain surgery stripped nakid and hosed down with desolate 
fallout from Black Lagoon distillation/No response/ diplomatic immunity dead/EveryThing 
has its limit even the truth sorrow death betrayal including TinguelyKeyMan/Death ends all 
arguments with vital revelation that each has the strength to die/ An alliance of tactical lines 
desire for reprieve under aesthetic noise attack AND murderous Sapiens with Post Human 
implant servo mechanism/to resist emotive signification as Toxic Soldier inherent in journey 
across Desert of Nagazaki/Resentful perspective under immanence of lucid and uneven 
Teknoid [Phallic XX] War Machine/InterFace pornography infects the Phallic XX 
population/its in the blood/sex without secretions/bone dry sex of the nervous system 
rupturing tissue of rigid organs/sometimes one sees so far ahead that expression is unable or 
refuses to follow as if it were affraid of what it might say or see/Vision is its own enemy at 
the margins of the Outlaw Zone where networks meet random inflammation dissonance of 
the mundane essence of rupturing synapse/The Assassin despair Machinic is on line again 
pumping its hard on/a trajectory of hellucinating possibilities monitor self control codes 
persistence of vision of hard drive/Interceptors infiltrate the bodies absence in prosthetic 
entrapment/what precedes recognition?/a parachute of sonorities spawning probes of white 
noise obliquely unthought out so as to minimize intrusion of the malevolent DogMan/the 
desperate search for sacrificial victims to enact the serial ritual of killing by the pack/noise 
involves distrust and friction behavioural SKz/noise is excess confused and in opposition to 
not noise which is more than enough silence/ any such destruction and subversion would be 
reduced to reports of iconic vandalism/the smashing of the atom/What noise was that 
like?/ Amnesiac noise is still not a value/noise is merely bearable/But not to Nietzsche/Unlike 
BoyDebris a partial of his life escaped delirium and coupled with Extremadura in Kkrate 
City on his way to Vienna/Nietzsche witnessing the enactment of the cerebral birth of 
Junkerloud precipitating paranoiac crisis of faith in thought and the artifice of the divine 
absolute/They are accelerant embryo of psycho GroinEngine perversity weld of rancid 
Sentinal MacHine/They dreadnoughts attrition of thought coupling Game strategies to rerun 
of Demolition 33/Screen replay of Game Gril/appendage brittle tongue of Extremadura 
immobile white like full coated routine of banal signs escaping the DogMan in the hands of 
GashGriLs/bleached occipital lobes to thin spectacle of life will be irrational primitive and 
complex/it will speak a secret language a dialekt and leave behind documents of 
paradox/Roving solar seasons alien aquatic border Guards eradicate Refujews digital 
cortex/Borshi Boys arrive from Desert OF Hiroshima high on GBH/ Abstract Machine fetish 
of PhiLLia blasts cerebral lockdown /black gasp of carbon dust covers stretch of torn Kkrate 
City limits/Epidemic corroded to junk fix syringe of recessive tape loop on heavy 
reverb/AutoHulk hits Nagazaki trauma limit dislodging isolated spatial features extraction 
of synapse on Narcotic Skyline/excess datatrash floods debris of aborted lives flowing thru 
exits in genome dataflux/China white dilated eyes scan the neural injection chaos wanting to 
hear Voxs Ethics of Damage soundtrack over and over again/thought is produced in the 
mouth of the anus/wipe yr mouth the sense of all senses/fatigue was overloading BoyDebris 
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insomnia of expiration to point of short circuit/the Disarmed VENus fetishizes ground of 
travesty brought on by arctic polarity/Veydra Synth being in no way mere audio-cipher for 
radius of a drag factor substance of hot enigmatic flesh/The Cellular Receiver of estranged 
neuralrush choke on offending sentence/VioleNt spasms a truncated struggle to articulate 
persistence of nakid exposure/contaminated by viral trace lock the dread body electric 
genealogy of harrowed derelict duty of vertical ascent into desires Post Verbal gap/its 
lacuna of Idol zodiac star trash decay/what pain for the SpecTator/a Contagion of suffering 
transfigured into pleasures lavish ultra Machinic flash gun/Viral Ikons excess of memory 
grinds equivocal addict of meaning parading chaos event as strange attractor/BoYDebris has 
stripped its noose of criminal slippage and bypassed the standard stoppage of the Sentinal 
Beings perceptive limbic system/But the Sentinal type the Sentinal one a fragment of 
psycho-phrenia depended on what he said what he thought to say what he revealed 
fabricated extracted what he chose to imagine to disperse he is just an idea pumped full of 
revealed ideas able to transmit ideas/ certainly not an ideal was he ever a Sentinal cock?/the 
Supremacy of the morbid pornographic over all moral contracts/brittle glazed fingers 
deadiron clamour/forget the abstracted violations/the impending glamour of extinction bred 
the skitzo-frenetic apocalyptic body parts dispersed across the social fields/the disarmed 
Disinfected Art of Noise celestial and sterile on into diverse couplings on the Body without 
dialogue of consciousness/already stranded jacked into the Screens/in their alcohol dreams 
all men immerse their bodies in the powers of life and death/the torso without limbs un- 
sewn raised on dust veins full of enactments of rage/The spectre of Phallic autopsy is 
celibate is a manipulated social conspiracy with the paranoid and artificial intelligence of 
partial objects which retreat thru damaged streets of City of Pain looting desire from the 
InterFace/a retrograde tactic leaving an appalling wound on the genitals full of destroyed 
rancour/the refujew grasps its own manufactured image which has no historical vanishing 
point/the betRayal of the Age Of Un Reason/its supposition of extinct cavities of will to exist 
in terminal violations/ he Protocols of the DisArmed Venus with flaming hair drenched in 
power of her marble flesh/cold blooded musak of the Sirens seduces those trying to cross the 
Maze thru the labyrinth from the City of Pain/contradiction of noise conquest of the 
irrational Spying Self/site of Nomadic psychosurgery intrudes on the autopsy/synchro dub 
void of excrescent aperture holds trace of yr own obsolescence/ 

RomRok shot dead in the street lumps thinly worn gunshot wound under departure by 
which everything becomes an act of terror/Sub lation as a concept always leaves something 
behind/the nakidness of lacerations which extinguish the invisible noiseless interaction with 
death/the need to be ruined transversed by erotic flows no longer matters/violated dry 
scarred lips perforated compliant utterance suffering at the hand of innate hydraulic 
syringe/perceptual identity crisis under illegal circuitry pursues chronic delayed response to 
dispose of self deceit/NO RESPONSE/a delay of stoppages/Prelude to dramatic escape from 
detection delirium to carcinogenic body of InterFace addiction/Protocol of Teknoid Phallic 
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XX/Code defies the hijacked fiction of pornographic rhetoric fuked to death by the fatal 
contact with sheer noise/paradox decays emotions first then intellect entranced by the 
sadistic violence of the Screens/Tracer of viral IKON delirium low key interrogation of 
terminal undercover suspects working the Control Apparatus/mimetic flesh the concept of 
its own generation on the margins of complexity/the dense exposure of the imagination lost 
details is laid bare/sagged under the weight of electronic sensors jacked into 
genitals/Dogman eludes RazorGril embolism/prophetic tales of Machinic migration 
throughout the solar system/white noise trails its escape velocity vapour stuttering gestures 
of imminent solvent relations with flesh/Effigy of the absolute X Dimension/Network of 
stoppages energises the Sentinal Being/no eyes or lens witness the Pain expanded in its 
ravishment expended acroSS its orgaSms/self fertilising zygotes excited by the spectacle of 
its own cellular repercussion as animated object within Post Human un 
conscious/ automated and rebooted routed the cancerous celibacy of frozen 
terminals/receding surface to freedom of indifference/a chain of chemically induced DNA 
isotopes ejected into deep Space/metastatic sonar probes the bulging horizontal Corpse/key 
determinant of power threaten tissues of data conflict to radical propaganda of subtemporal 
integuments/annealed nervous system of strategic Game trauma launch to reflective 
superficial libidinal body/Past split acrimoniously under communication within the elegant 
drama of the corpse of our fallibility to atavism of loyalty to pathological autonomy/Behind 
anaesthetic blockage hijack an organic plenum free of symbiosis/productive apparatuses 
engage where there are no longer any disputes about the word/Vox raps the holobike to the 
Sentinal shore with visual warning of incoming appliance of random moves/acceleration 
into density of suspension loaded with potential negative particles of InfoMation/takes on 
persona of DogMan pack hunting RazorGrils/The Protocol of DataTrash encases the SKz 
channel with angular harsh staring/the coded flows located on the Island of Erasure pass 
thru the not yet present but already absent contours of the organs without a body/where lies 
the innate wounds of punctuated unconscious urgency regulated/the collapsed disjunctive 
pulse of discharged life/to burden of singularity at transitional points/where chaos 
spontaneously emerges out of order/a group of previously disparate elements suddenly 
reach critical point and begin to co operate/to form a higher level entity outside the confines 
of the Control Apparatus but as part of its displacement of power dynamics/A War Machine 
with an instinct for growth/a clamour for duration/ amassing of force under the Zenith of 
Nihilism/cloaked intruder shits arctic polarity of Middle East Fascist Despot/ Absurdina 
soundtrack reveals wreckage of meme corrosion/destitUte of IdoLS we plunge InTo 
AbJectED HOrroR/criminality under the guise of perception technality of the valve carnality 
in which the nocturnal proximity to sleep is dispersed under finality/without resentment 
insanity as an original experience/the nocturnAL PROximity to sleep is dispersed/OverMan 
the creatuRe of Zero DeGreeS HumaniTy cannot be traced to vortex of the sinking servitude 
to the verbal/He has no answers/ExaCerbated when the Queen of Solitude plays her hand 
and brings the Interior Monologue back on line/Forgetfulness would erode that which was 
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never inscribed on the empty absolute/only aborted or servalised serialised uncertain 
identity can access the power to ImaglNe possibility is infalllABle/shadowed by clinical 
morbidity committing SpectUlative adventures into the X DiMension/The counter culture of 
IntrOlecT and ZeRo has no unity being NON BinarY by nature and by CoDes/limit of 
eternal recurrence holes and cavities and clefts of shaved wombs lips pressed flat of creased 
naked risk in the subterfuge of eroticism/Protocols of menstrual friction bleed tears of 
negative retinal level of inert fertility/the tool of BirthEd fake extractions strained time 
ridden faces/The decoupling of the PriSon of improbability/submission to illogic sanctions 
of starvation fuktions of inspiration exaction without terror frizzions duplicate the last 
attempt of a doomed species/there is nothing Nils want except chance replications/no 
priVilaged scales or precision of porosity recurrence of irreducible diversity/a replication of 
drift that proliferates precision diseases fluids putrid WarCRimEs vermin and 
sensualWeaPon/Exceeding its own content of non integral overkill/desire thinly veiled 
threat of speed velocity of self violence/ all aspects of irreducible shitmess an imperfect 
shitmess/a dread that feels strangely familiar/says NilsUrstatt/ arrives ex utero fully formed 
urge to breathe elevates evolutionary trajectory/choKed on his drool of spit resists the 
principles of OrdEr reducing Chance to RaNdoMNess again and again/ontology is 
intellectual famine/bones pierce the ear lobes overload becomes a thin dead crust of 
haunting oral hallowed chance of accident/ anti-logic a consciousness that out-thinks 
conscience/pushed thru I the BarriErs of eliminative TechNology sidesteps the Ideal for the 
ordeal/ arrgghhh luxuriant ImmEnsity ConVulsioNs of HaZarD singularity breaks open its 
imperative of alignment/the artificial mask of self repression torments muscular atrophy of 
peripheral organs defusing the diseased object/fuzz lines fuse meaning to reinsert being 
outside the parAdigm of human moRal consciousness/being was always just a chance of 
positive instants and insanities/chance proscribed by fictions of the sodas thermo suicide of 
rhizomic Nomad Junk apparatus/encodes techno crisis of GashGrils to strangled nerve 
ganglion/BoyDebris scanned mutated holograms/he get soporific deranged from neural 
rush addiction/accident irrational negation that aberrant space of diluted metaphors 
intervenes/infests the collapse of ruins/an un-limited corrosion/the notes of his Interrogation 
fell into wrong hands as an extrinsic predicate of substance drifting into abuse of the 
private/disappearance of the individual into the micro enclaves/ autonomous collective 
patterns of closed circuit mass culture and the gridlock of the trans-suburban 
environs/seriality of recombinant ambivalent complexity of decadent convulsive 
form/techno spectacle of the co efficient/the silence of confinement to mechanism of the 
hormones regime/noise defines level of paranoia access to anxiety and memory/also defines 
the self/but what is memory ask Veydra Synth other than overlays of the above substrates at 
the boundary of things that appear which accrete on the body without consciousness which 
is not dead just comatose/if forgetfulness precedes memory it becomes a starting point to the 
NOW/to form topologies which are endlessly secreted and excreted into the image of the 
anal- vaginal crux/ slow wave of neural went thru me/I think this to forget not to remember/I 
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am not born of a woman nor carry the mould of a Father but that of a fragmented closed 
circuit datatrashdrigembryo/Control Apparatus hallucinates its narcotic machine tool/Phillia 
to SKz/the low level depression left over from session of turbine Hologram interactions at 
Industrial Cafe followed nightmare of premeditated sleep/fuked out on RomRoKs red futon 
hung over Nils until ate afternoon/stay long enough in an online Space persistently 
frequented by multiple avatar alter world conscious or unconscious and you begin to 
multiply pain of isolation and alienation/ then a merging then a fluctuating shared 
borderline/a closed circuit system of the non-self sense/closed circuit systems are becoming 
more prolific/cults religious Fundamentalism moral and ethical integral genetic codes the 
Military Political polarization to the far right/in this agitated world you need to enter the 
small closed circuit life/where you don't have to think about anything or make 
decisions/LopLOP Superior of the Birds almost disguised by the dark shadow of the rusting 
iron forest in silence as it articulated his departure for the Desert of Nagazaki with its 
petrified corpses/Neutral time zones the clock/has stopped turbulence at the port of entry to 
the arcane remains the dilemma/hypertext of dead filmic immunity/Romrok observes Nils 
state of consciousness moving in the direction of the cluster of cortical neurons/activated 
around the electromagnetic field/pulled towards the ultra violet noise stimulus/this is why 
Interrogation should always be conducted in a neutral zone/full metal bondage of junk 
spinal chords hit pornocortex to gyno theft of ovum cells/dromo-sexual reciprocity 
detonates analogical chain lobes/JunKERLouD noise deformed as feedbackloop scanner 
reload Zodiac HardDriVe/Suicide Protocol hits viral drig embolism/the fused body 
proliferates fear trashdrone metal spikes crack fractile breasts with needle archive erosion of 
Sapiens judgement/LopLop drifted into a theoretical discourse on the noise of light between 
the spheres of dust that jutting down from the aircon vents in the ceiling of the Kkrate/the 
rasp of his fingers create too much expression on the face as protoplasmic envelope/each 
small cell machine sets up its particular whine along the conduits of the optic fibres/often 
what is without is so complex and detailed it cannot be reconstructed as a textual 
manifest/the symbolic fails to structure reality or reflects the inner complication of meaning 
and may set the subject now object on a circular path of repetitive re-enactment of possible 
multiple recall/Narcotic Codeine Phillia vigorous refrain of elegy blade cuts junk panic of 
dead static/white noise derangement/Nils narcotic body addict to excess fibrous 
datatrash/existence becomes more and more of an accumulation of routine artefacts the 
psychotic cannot fix her co ordinates of time space matter because they are in fact 
psychically indifferent/may not want to separate her body from its cleverly engineered 
representations/ why should she?/Nils persona was only a faceless silhouette refracted in the 
darkness of the corridor outlined by a candle held in the hand/play keyboard with the right 
as sweat runs down over fingers and forms analogue/hardened stalks elongated 
fingers/ slight tremor as the Synth exhumes tentative flow of tones/Unable to accept the 
concept of a bounded self the gun almost too heavy for Veydra to lift/you should articulate 
yr body or remain depraved/the secret potential of negation/ desire as a moment of 
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transitory thought/narcotic skin addicts hit SKz Phillia of trauma blockage/junk codes 
upload false entropic stimuli/Protocol of speed Matrix described as an iconic word in 
perpetual presence/the solitary mass of Nils days as yet without definitive meaning say un- 
exposable/the body is a container or the image is a subjective point of duration chosen for its 
capacity for incision under the skin of appearances/ At this point her mind pressed inwards 
still further to the aesthetic experience of the performance delayed from attachment within 
the transmission of known experiences/ the ability to filter cognition to make sense out of the 
destructive act/the torn mass of photographs become a vortex of horror and absolute 
wonder/the strange hologram of her emerging personality/the impact is of savage brutality 
dispersing with a dangerous slowness into the irregular dense web of fibres/entirely 
fabricated by hellucination and imagination and this incessant flux continues absorbed in 
the lifeless convulsions of its own inactivity/no RESpONsE/vagrant telepathic signals in 
analogue cluster heavy fix of sadistic image screens Control Lie/ ambient dubhousing to 
fragile mixdown psychosis from acid inhalation/ Autopilot trash wreckage of armaments 
dumped by Toxic Soldier as he moves in for the kill revealing its fragile and conditional 
existence/ 
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FORTY- SEVEN CALIBRATE THE RESISTENCE OF MEMORY/ 

The Soldier pulls on his hard leather boots laced up tight thick soles so he cant feel the bones 
and skulls he will need to march over/his uniform pressed identifies him as Private First 
class immune to the trauma of disengaging partial living objects/the camera clicks a wrong 
note sounds fading on the brink of sleep/he feels the weight of his dog-tags hang from neck 
shaved up to the scalp/polished boots orders clear wherever there is a blank space left each 
isolated in their own WarZone believing themselves to be the centre of the UNKnown 
universe/an open piece of fear one that howls for recognition/and within his tight posture he 
thinks of AutoHulk and the strangled features of Johnny MonOxide/he imagines his 
machine gun is an instrument mastered by years of familiarity/The Corporal grunts/OK men 
lets rock and roll/Private First Class rests the weight of his gun into the contours of his hip 
sucks up the dregs of his burn/He is always ready and leaves the tent blinded for a moment 
by the hot morning sun/Nothing else is in his head/He focuses on the 1000 dead 
soldiers/Something in their head made them casualties/distracted by memories fears excited 
by the prospect of moving out into the battle zone eyes limited to the topography ahead no 
peripheral vision no intuition no eyes in the back of their heads/they are deployed to a 
village known to harbour terrorists/Private First Class moves across the terrain in a zigzag 
close to the ground strategy runs across open street to doorway of demolished house/Others 
walk in the street as if its is a shopping mall/these are the deployed casualties/they are 
overcome by the immensity of the desert of the destruction around them they have 
questions in their head other than living/their boots creak/perhaps they want to be come 
killers/revenge for all those missing in action those body bags piled up ready to be shipped 
back to Umerica/the adrenalin blinds their instincts nothing is eliminated from this self 
relative world expressed thru excited gushes of speech from nervous chatter to apparently 
untraceable voices/A phutt from a distant mosque and the front soldier stumbles drops his 
weapon eyes wide open as he stares down at the hole in his chest big enough to put a fist 
in/he falls to his knees for a few seconds his face hits the dirt/his heart has burst and a pool 
of blood forms a brief puddle around the corpse then soaks away into the sand/Absurdina 
breaks herself down into inanities of shock/fragments of a post subjective 
memory/glossolalia/grunting and strangulations of mucous membrane speech invested with 
narcissistic libido of death/Private First Class ignores the gravity of the event subsiding 
without a break in concentration sweeps the frontier with his telescopic sight attaching eye 
to gun the way it should be between organism and machine tool/He sights the shadow of 
the Assassin in the watch tower squeezes the oiled trigger and is bemused by the expression 
of shock as the assassin takes a 20 calibre shell in the face/Private First Class is a molecular 
element in his own desiring machine of expertise/He is paid to survive in regards to both the 
meaning of surgical removal of the target and the psycho physical manifestation of the 
killing act itself/the shivering corpse behind him is a molar element an easy target bunched 
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up in a indoctrinated group called the Umerican Army/He is expendable/Private First Class 
has no allegiance except to his weapon perhaps sympathy for the enemy/he doesn't need the 
army with its noise and technology/he is a secret mercenary/the next move is already in 
place the next kill decided in his favour/the flesh of the self with its corresponding disease 
and torments its failures and rejections displacing the crisis forced to look into the abyss of 
contradictions in what is thought as unconscious and unnameable but alive in vague 
nightmare with its own scenario of failure is unknown territory for him/How can it be 
otherwise ?/Death ejaculated from thrombotic veins/he was a stealth bomber flying below 
enemy radar /His body was a prosthetic killing machine made of hard flesh impenetrable 
bone and iron resolve/He glides along the parapet already his last position is being 
searched for by the new Assassin/But special Private has become sand and moved to the 
next line of attack slipping a brass shell case into the breech/he never fires from the 
hip/ Always the shoulder/Blatt Blatt two shots at the most/ 
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FORTY - EIGHT HEAVY FIX OF SADISTIC IMAGE/ 

GroinEngine passes Kkrate City Limits along the shores of the Black Lagoons/concentration 
drops to zero across Bridge iron grill teeth hidden in frothed backwash of fetid embryo 
distortion/the fool lets the notes of his Interrogation fall into the wrong hands/enigma of 
harassed velocity blows Martial Law cover/hovers under fire escape fragile traction of speed 
4 lane freeway/over head loops become tarmac of rivers under monsoon downpour/aqua 
plane suicides dive into Bollards/posters of those missing in action peel in damp arc/data 
accidents in progress/desire blossoms in Desert of Nagazaki/GroinEngine resort to puzzle 
over the long stagnant breath of burning torso in the vacant lot/under glazed window the 
albatross ript carcass seizes the bones of ratgrind on brittle tissues of skin/inclined to hard 
core addiction of badly threaded words/water rises to mouth level a delusion of grandeur 
and perse cution/GroinEngine drags heavy coat untouched by serotonin wave forms cant 
sleep walk to City Limits/he pass the Terminal End at first light as the wire bound 
newspapers hit the pavement/waiters polish glassware and rearrange the cutlery on crisp 
white canvas/I am mutilated by the harsh moonlight as it sets ignorant of my particular 
requirements for disguise under hollow black eyes/erased neck hung from jaw line-parabola 
of ears pick up the SKz short wave subtitles out of sync/dead fish screem for air then sink 
into the mud/ seduce yr lack of sensual destiny/no caress of soft shoulder or posture of 
hands on hips/ sip froth of black coffee/his first cigarette/a shot of Saturn blue/ Anna O touch 
my hand with enigmatic abandon thru thick shade of thick blond hair/I follow yr eyes 
which are mine also/a tenuous violation of desire etch shadow in the auto erotic zone/induce 
fatality of pessimism/ attack the superficial exchange of lateral embrace reduced by 
mechanical servility to a habit of instruction in the ways of forgery of identity and 
appropriation of avatar/You are a montage of glamour able to disturb the most indifferent 
spectator who comes with pocket full of dangerous under tones/GroinEngine sheds the 
ironic pretension of his genius/We are hearing rumours of discrete linguistic 
moments/broken English sliced into static anxious mobility over house of rooftops which 
invades the event horizon/Dogs bark out the allurement of extinction/Resist the drive and 
repress their carnivorous teeth/yr mask exhausted howl in the shadow of yr face/musak the 
purest burst of transient materiality/the vertical ascendancy of desire/fuking the ghost you 
escape thru word dust stark monument to weathered facade/GroinEngines hands jammed 
in pocket fiddle with ball of lint scrap of broken glass attached to wire/I thought it was a 
diamond bracelet/Screen matrix returns fluidity to fingers mark the sliding gloss of sacred 
pornography intentional structures of gutted visual frames/tossed dirty clouds of toxic mist 
decompose memory of insanity compressed the vacuity of the empty streets/GroinEngine 
sits at bar Industrial Cafe haggard insomniac drinks glass of Blue Saturn/a neural wave 
washes over him/a liquid rush of haphazard tonal data/a counter tension to yr hiking field 
of love energy/in yr last moment we talk about how to live the end of days/Mr Ibid with 
enough evidence on BoyDebris to convict him of conjugal inertia with the Queen of Solitude 
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fuking her on the piano while she was in a state of Interior Monologue/jumps off the stern of 
the Freighter on his way to Anthracite City/a pillar of ugly slit eccentricity a deformed 
posture/the poet sits down equal to those with gangrenous limbs/operating under stutter of 
forced labour where only sound disrupts the air/the regret of the addict used to slow 
moving seconds of chemical induced time/indent password to get access to junk sickness 
disguised as protocol of dogma/The Austrian Princess red boots thigh high she lay back on 
inclined shoulder white skin sags against gold velvet of glare from 500 watts of 
illumination/DeadDogma moves stealthily around her nakid flesh first of all the compulsion 
to objectify the gender/ documenting the inevitable revelation of nakidness/the hurtling 
projectile of visual amplitude which leaves her breathless with dry mouth sucking bottle of 
aqua viva/the fury of her beauty needs no graven image/ desire the sole witness to this 
anarchic speed/torn cleave of voiceless resistance to memory passing trials of hypothesized 
intellect/yr dance of life swarms in fit of panegyric metabolism/this dead end answer arms 
strangle as well as caress/Vacant cranial detonation assault on the illusionary or submission 
to the illusion/restless tired sheets scrawl exhaustion/Nils huddle on the edge of human 
town separate and hypnotized by coded flow of insolent abstraction towards notion of dead 
end answer deployed in the cool perfection of yr intransigent signals/ 
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FORTY - NINE AUTO PILOT ENGAGES WITH REMOTE CONTROL/ 

Tracer Void of surgical precision injects hard edge of panic into Veydras subliminal 
code/forensic team drift to low resolution velocity/Boy Debris disarmed under stairwell as 
murder suspect by Detective Reznor/slow wave of neural went thru him as servo engine 
from interrogation machine attached to frontal lobes of corpse/ disintegrating under 
orthodox perverse explanation of line of command to Toxic Soldier/outside the Desert of 
Nagazaki fetish to Phillia blasts cerebral lockdown of rising epidemic/ corroded junk fix 
syringe hits bone/blunt self mutilation/Zeroid pilot as Airman hits City Of Pain InterFace of 
synapse on narcotic vermillion skyline over Atomic Beach/exploding spatial fixtures 
extraction of excess data trash/not to be reproduced as the detritus of recent lives flowing 
from ruptured vague purpose of intent to become data-flux/after the death of eroticism 
comes only the exstacy of pain and loss/isolation and confinement/the cry of the mind 
exhausted by its own rebellion/ and what if this life is death will I lack the courage to love 
this death?/BoyDebris was affraid that something inside him was terrified/sick/broken 
unable to follow his fate to the end/to merely die/to suffer afflictions/ cease to exist or to be 
outside the indefinite sacred/Where are the sacred places?/what effects of power [macht] on 
the self?/dont obsessions as discernible contradictions of motives to desire the object but not 
trust its ambiguity replace the fear of the Control Apparatus ?/He hurled forth the vividly 
coherent painful depth of his being only to have it forced back on him by the profound 
idiocy of the crowds/even two can make a crowd if you are used to being alone and just as 
intimidating/even if they act independently in their hate and arrogance towards you/if they 
are secretly complicit in their despising manner of denial/This violent penetration of the 
private self is to be found only where innocence adorns itself with platitudes of moral 
virtue/The Viral Icon contaminates the impure imaginings towards a woman under erasure 
of radical clone Grils sex/What man wills always possesses him and determines his savagery 
which engulfs him/resuscitate eroto-plasmic fuk digital cortex/a brain script under pressure 
of artificial drig-void sleep/would this be the sorrow knowing that the single instant wants 
to be lived rather than prolonged to another time?/ Always waiting/or anticipated space 
anxious to elevate your ruin to accelerate yr collapse into experience of SKz oblivion/in 
perpetual conscious state inherently negative critical reflexive embodied state of 
meaning/the chthonic needs of the illusionary soul finally forgotten/BoyDebris am slave to 
pulse of alternating current/hunts addict site to the entropic drone machine/Under film of 
solar latency the dismembered skitzoid reaches for the space behind the sky becomes short 
double helix of ruined internal flux having now to contend with another cosmos/the rough 
throats of men climbing the awakening dawn with battered mouths of loud disordered 
claims that not to take risks is to be nothing/wretched because they are alive facing 
execution every second their heart is in their mouth/the flamboyant ornaments of life are 
only to be endured/there is a bloodstain in yr eyes that trickles from the tear ducts/to bring 
love to a single being/even to ourselves is all we can hope for/Being a person of mystery or 
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mystique will not help you/the body is a weapon perpetually assassinating itself/5000 
possible diseases are nodes on its surface/trash ice Gril desire to sublimate with coupling 
drone machines of angel dust/Soon yr hell will be eradicated from the planet/Do what you 
know without me expecting it/ she slapped his face yet again/prey to deliriums driven by the 
sight of his restless anguish as rancid faculty of disguised inclination/to be done with the 
soul as a state of relativity/DNA flux ruined under exposure of parasite drone/exfoliated 
into membranes of neural script scar winds strip Desert of Nagazaki to bones of 
ribcage/dust to ashes/pierce exoskeleton/what dreams penetrate the corpses fluids?/the 
womb of Veydra corroded to thin spectacle of life/in terror effects are obtained persistence 
to nakid disclosure of subliminal agony to breath here under the heat of Hiroshima 
Desert/shadow of dead ash chaos sperm aborts to Teknoid [Phallic XX] collapse spitting 
electric cell charge of noise virus from Nils Synth/The Dogman walks desolate thru the 
white noise/ 

Absurdina awoke sick and fragile from St Valentines Day dreams of mutilated corpses/men 
with no hands fingering her flesh with their stump arms tied up like sausage meat/Coming 
at her in blocks of images hardlined and vivid colour/never wanting to sleep again/ could 
not screem thru ball gag in mouth/ do I sleep or am I comatose with eyes open?/invalid 
hypothesis/Test broadcast a nuclear desire for despair/ Absurdina is so beautiful in her 
irreversible moment of captivity/tissue containment wasnt anything to say which would 
pacify the lawless drive of desire/speak of laser tool cut thru wire of 

communications/Distant voice painful to scan sharp feeling of nostalgia for stable metabolic 
system/ an experience we think of as fleeting occludes the dreaming trail of knives/broken 
junk of exploding veins severed lateral invasion drains Viral Icon/rendered torso eviscerates 
hellucination of the body without mind/the gutted razor logic of GroinEngine circuitry 
pervades Celibate Autopsy/ Atrocity co-efficient boots network stoppage into Veydra 
Synth/she writhes at its mess of penetration/sex fatality kills sound before it erodes synthetic 
madness/ dissolves the skinless corpse of desire within endocrine manic energy servo 
engine/ steel codes cross over to Codeine addiction/Umerican erasure under blast of white 
noise/evacuate lower random impulses navigational systems down incessantly departing 
for the FrontLines/Urstatt missing in action hijacked body abjection crushed by latent phillia 
terror signals from Anthracite City/warning last exit slipping into the irony of devising 
psychotic fetish to cover his shaking hands/always a clenched fist/ dead body under the 
stairwell/shaved head broken china blue eyes lacerated fingers/as if she was trying to escape 
internment/Perhaps a victim of the InterFace?/the aim is lacking why finds no answer 
under interiority of affliction/Is this how death is?/the state of purpose to enchant addiction 
is wiped out by hollow flash gun of withdrawal symptoms/Unknown to the visible lesbian 
gas door is open to suicide indifference/the neural rush pumped thru the foetal syringed 
aorta in tide of vacuous suspicion of the Technic to[ Phallic XX ]/particle sperm discharges 
abnormality disease of will proliferates Umerican dogma Fascist Catholic 
Fundamentalism/BoyDebris resists arrest/Exchanges with RomRok as suspect/Doubling as 



541 

avatar becomes a past format and slips by the chemical ruins of the Zone of 
Occupation/ with its anonymity of fear of dead placenta strangled with hard fist of 
[XXPhallic] strategy of intention to eradicate/to mutilate manic energy noise blast of 
negative isotope into mindless servo engines/the music of genocide plays from the 
gramophone/The individual witness to the gravity of the situation now silenced/the 
Assassins form alliance with NegSonic putsch and attempt to keep decomposing reality 
from reducing the planet to low resolution necrosis factor/writhing in deadly warfare 
eroticism would be impossible/a fatal collusion breaking down the laws of the physical/a 
devastating loop of destitute words for destitute times/the dense identity is saturated with 
possible meaning creates intense anxiety/a mood of anxiety which seems to pervade 
everyday existence/not even the most wrenching love affair between two men can escape 
this eras shadow of the cancer of the subject/using an exhausted liminal impossibility of 
sadism when the disappearance of the body is complete/meshed in to part flesh part 
software/Nagazaki firestorm corpse of ash ejaculant produce rectal foetus expelled into 
stratosphere/bursts thru blood globule cluster/distended loneliness attacks with precision of 
vicious jaws exactitude played out in the old language of discipline that transpose sex into 
frenzy of something to fear/agitation of filmic horizon hits the Screens with time ending in 
ubiquitous silence/where flow of energy is well in decline activated file of instructions under 
archive encryption that is both a breakthrough and a breakdown/ 
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FIFTY SKIN WITHOUT THE TRACES OF MEMORY/ 

Absurdina attempts to articulate the nebulous Machinic infestation within her/ cutting and 
piercing of the sense organs/the contiguous realignment of membranes/the stomach 
becomes a mouth the breast becomes a sucking machine aggressive and cynical the feared 
and desired object a sacrificial awakening ritual of the Machinic beyond conscious 
explanation/she speak the persona dialekt/protocol of the Disarmed Venus which is her 
fantasy construct outside of language/cold blooded drig sub vocal slurs her voice denied her 
moment of exstacy/invisible dispersed remains of male hysteric illuminates these repressed 
factual images caught by the Screens/I am a fleeting improvised woman if only you will let 
me be so/ discharge of the great insomnia that lies across the clouds she is the victim of her 
own failure to arrive at the rapture of her lips/this excites her libidinous drives her desire to 
grasp the Phillia of her existence/ the basis of her self trajectory/it is not a matter of deceit of 
the self by the disunity of the one image and the imagination of the other/the paranoia and 
illusional horror tht psychosis plagues its victims with is a successful attempt to distinguish 
between the apparent social real and the imagined other selves/those dimensional 
wreckages as network of flowing atomic intensities bleeding from the past into the NOW 
the only existing interval of duration/what fragments of data that pass thru the Screen must 
first pass as a fluid into the opacity of the body/hard enough to achieve in the presence of 
the dominant hegemonic self which refuses any splitting of the fateful double by purpose or 
accident/proclaiming the divergence between desire and the real fetishizing of death the 
symptoms of life and calling it insight/spawning zones of spectacle as excess of terminal 
swarms running with alien radiance/impossible in the presence of the other which defies the 
imperialism of the I/for the psychotic thinker there is a consistency and opacity of 
connection between the immateriality of ones self and the replicant others who are easy to 
access as immaterial selves flowing into the connections and gravity of 
embodiment/ Absurdina is not compelled to normality by these replicants for they too have 
the capacity to project excesses of a disorientated sense of selves/who wants to enter the 
amplitude of speech in a hysterical manner/there must be cold disturbances of language to 
accommodate the new realities that await her in the Machinic/yield to the intimacy of Post 
Human technology/the becoming cannot tolerate expectations of what they should 
be/ always an undercurrent of desire to surface and reproduce sublation of these demands of 
potentiality/the terror of the unknown/so easy to let go and sink into the emptiness of 
scanned drone images/decide none the less to proceed copying life as a fatal disorder/the 
amniotic detritus of terminal Cartesian ideal of a rational autonomous self/able to 
manipulate and control its own subjectivity as well as the phenomenal world is a disjunctive 
passage/the self is irrational and the real simulation/that which we cannot desire/RomroK 
and Veydra Synth extrapolating under narcotic fadeout/innate to feel themselves dying even 
in a cataleptic agony of terrorist brutality/being is an extremity of violation/fraught with 
congenital cellular trauma/always the risk of taking steps towards the brink of extinction as 
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a faceless perversion/nodes of intersection coding the Machinic with whom we must 
converse but don't have the language/polymorphous generation of the Sentinal Being in the 
embryonic membranes of dispersal/exceeds that fixed by difference in an 
elsewhere/composed of patterns of interruption and interference/a noise of intervals/silence 
infested noise/Screeming in Absurdinas he adsp ace/This is an uprising/A revolt against the 
anthropomorphic/where the animation of power has become impossible/ 
Vox is a rogue DownLoader stripping the Screens and the InterFace of data scouring the 
chaos of fragments without remorse searching for her autotelic copy of porno script/having 
itself as its only purpose/her avatar/that which comes within sight and insight/all insight is 
intuitive and forms two states of being/unreflected consciousness is essentially thinking 
without being conscious of thinking the consciousness of quotidian where there is no 
consciousness of I/I does not perceive its self thinking/on the other hand reflected 
consciousness is thoughts about thoughts/memory of memory/a state of being for 
itself/being in itself the objective view and being for itself the subjective view/NO 
RESPONSE?/Being for itself is consciousness created out of nothing which is the Machinic/a 
rupture in the paradigm of sentience/Vox is being in motion never stationary never in fatal 
contact with desire always detached from the dangerous difference between technological 
poetics and the deadly creative body/Vox is responsible for creating her own futures within 
the confines of discontinuous time/experiences open to the conscious can only become 
knowledge if they are conceptualised by reflective consciousness/she must question her 
selves objectively as if this plague of urgency to prevent this body from ever changing were 
excavated by outsiders in search of her heterogeneity which is always already there/Vox is 
interacting with the electric other on the Screen/Nils is oblivious of this and continues with 
his Protocols of Noise as means to derange the Screens deadly weapon/with its persistent 
pornographic flow of Information edited from the InterFace a collision of electron particles 
entering her magnetic fields and passes into and thru her libidinal neural fastforward body 
hijacked into the NOW/the disappearance of the body into fluid into cavities and convexes 
sinister machines from the space of the holographic/Vox insists on total freedom of choice a 
sense of sexual excitement highly contingent and unpredictable in the face of the revelation 
of the nothing but that which is Machinic and inaccessible other/She risked her life today for 
each tomorrow not knowing if it would arrive/be exceptional when you encounter the 
perceptual woman/astonish her with yr self control yr danger and yr simplicity/yr 
persistence in the face of interminable absences and silence/you will never know what she 
wanted you to do no matter how many times you remind her you are still here/ and it is 
clear that you have something on yr mind that will not wait/remain curious and shy with 
the needs of men running thru yr veins/ 

Absurdina is becoming Veydra Synth is becoming hysterical avatar of dread in 
apprehension that dread will never be resolved and have a pleasurable climax as it does for 
Vox/not the common experience of anxiety which is ultimately reducible to fear/a state in 
which she is afraid of a specific thing that threatens her/terrorises/fear of and fear for/held 
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captive by whatever it is that affects her/Agitation which threatens the life principle when 
fear is free floating attaching itself to everything that is of the body/chaos of 
anxiety/Illumination she cries I want light I am tired of this darkness/this eclipsed 
Sun/Dread never allows such confusion to occur/dread is dread of but not this or that 
specific thing/what she is in dread of and for is undefinable/not because she is unable to 
define it but because it itself is incapable of definition unable to break open again in to active 
apprehension of an object/ dread is unfocused fear the hysteria of freedom/Despair is the loss 
of self in which the despairing self lacks or resists her own power of re-interpretation/the 
despairing ignorance of having a self/there are no words there is no language except the hiss 
of the synapse in a state of death shit feedback/Dread feels strange as it seeps thru the skin/a 
sticky sense of vertigo/ disorientating/the eyes blur the mouth is sucked dry the head pounds 
the heart shudders/all sinister visceral lacerations and she along with them sink into 
meaninglessness of abandonment under the regime of annexation of insolent 
prediction/different rates of speed for different zones of occupation by 
thought/ Appropriating someone else's suicide note/this slippage of meaning presses in 
upon her in turbulence of dread which oppress her/a weight on her chest/there is nothing to 
hold on to/fear which controls her and keeps her in check in her closed circuit heading for 
the Technoid subject condition proliferating alternative possibilities/NO RESPONSE?/This 
minimalized marginalized molecular space is laid upon Absurdina by the Control 
Apparatus/cybernetic feedback loops of apprehension/escalate deviation in her system/ that 
which threatens is everywhere but nowhere/anxiety is due to the fear of fear/the loss of 
control/hence she desires more control and she minimalize her being yet again/meaning 
appears to disappear and nothing remains/in this unnerving state all that is left is her own 
pure vulnerability/Those around her refer to her descent into a madness that is a situation of 
the flesh hidden in the nervous vitality of its non human side/ dread is insanity says 
Extremadur a/You have changed since I last saw you says Romrok/but she cannot 
reply/ dread robs her of speech/all utterance of being falls silent/what can she explain?/who 
will understand?/ anxiety is preferable to dread/fear is containable and able to be 
medicalized/she may try to shatter the empty stillness with compulsive talk/this sense of 
dread which appears to reveal nothing of its existence what she has dread for and dread of 
is the nothing that crowds upon her when she is not immersed into the Machinic/as the state 
of being is sucked out and replaced with despair without knowing it/FlashBacks of 
inexplicable pain and cruelty/but this expelled being is always re-created and over- 
determined by the Control Apparatus/its conditions reverberate in her minds and fill her 
with a sense of desiring production of inorganic re- wired things and herself into circuits of 
alien agency/the more time spent hanging in the space of nothing the more difficult to re 
enter the allusion of apparent definitions of subject and object/Veydra Synth is already a 
synaptic plug in/facilitating her potential as circuit becoming/ and this is the next biotech 
move forward/the surface a volume into which she returns creates intuitive panic of an 
impending end to subjectivity/Once the InterFace has annexed the desiring engine of the 
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synapse the Sentinal Beings absorb the neural network into the membrane of 
Information/ always looked at in terms of fundamental paranoia/ venereal alliances 
biodynamic texts/Barely in terms of the inherent genes for self destruction and neural 
deformity which flood Veydra cerebral composite/Assault with a deadly weapon?/Dream of 
becoming a Gashgril like Vox?/Her alignment with BoyDebriS and his protocol of Teknoid 
[Phallic XX ]/NO ResPonse?/The feminine is engaged on the Front Lines where energy 
destroys and removes itself/Do not count on death to save you from life/The inexorable 
terror of yr diffusion of hatred and greed bloating this useless body of suffering its wretched 
instincts hooked up to the InterFace/A slight shudder and they are finally addicted/ 
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FIFTY - ONE PHALLIC RAZOR OF VISCERAL ENGINE/ 

Nils had stayed up all night alone with stokers feeding the hellish fires of great Freighters 
moored on the banks of the Black Lagoon/ alone with black spectres who grope in the bellies 
of redhot locomotives alone with drunkards and an army of addicts reading the first 
Manifesto of Marinetti and the Futurists which Nils with his radiating electric heart beat 
appropriates to contextualize his Protocol of Noise/Nils had nothing to make him wish for 
death unless to be free at last from the weight of his inspiration and his sense of 
consequence/Nils wanted to crack open the unknown not in desperation but to replenish the 
absurd the irrational the illogic of energy and danger/His is a lonely vision perhaps the last 
great vision of a doomed species/in a state of feverish insomnia Nils needs to sample 
wreckage of corrosion in ravenous time/except in struggle there is no more great 
beauty/glorify War the worlds only tactic of hygiene/Nils was obsessed with the sample 
technique/The Protocols of Noise would be a polyphonic tide of noise revolution/Let us 
cross Kkrate City with our ears more alert than our eyes/Sound alien to our life always 
noise and a thing unto itself never revealing all it avoids the repetitious banality of 
music/razor claws of a DoGman the crisis of the sound object crushed in the jaws of the 
dialectical machine/7000 violins screem their crescendos of sinister promiscuity of morbid 
restlessness/Blind point of fallout where sorrow slaves away to render high pitched 
resonance fatally exhausted/the empty exertion of rhapsody/trapped between two 
monuments to the dying/the Unknown Soldier at the front line and the Desert of 
Nagazaki/with cages of sonorous noise over the mutilated breath of a dead woman under 
the stairwell slowly rotting/excites the cerebral membrane as a rule against the abstinence of 
violence/ cornea exposed to the eclipse of the artificial Black Sun/fuked psychic ward of trash 
sensors zero in on the residual self disclosure of RomroK/He must arm himself against any 
inclination towards the idealist fantasy of significance/ventilating slashd Razorgrils to end of 
coded inevitable SKz/what opposition to the function of body protoplasm under attack by 
the Machinic will give rest without causing sense of vulnerability ?/Discontent with destiny 
in the absence of any known restrictions to virtuality/The perspective of several lives lived 
at once under the laws of arbitrary utility/events real or imaginary/ abortive events that fail 
to relate to similar overlay maps found in abandoned Road Freighter black box/neural 
memory/what was behind the motive to engage the Screens/to create insomnia and harass 
human imagination?/a fear of vulnerability that extends beyond the self/ anxiety that 
madness comes from the incessant noise of the Screens or the Song of the Sirens drifting up 
from the Black Lagoons/yr fatigue or vacuity prevents you from maintaining contact with yr 
Interior Monologue/you cease to make contact with thought/thought in search of itself 
becomes a function of forgetting and memory fades/you will find Nils at the point you lost 
him/past thought offers no solution of continuity in the NOW/the duration of dream time is 
no longer or shorter than the experience of reality time/why rely on the observations of the 
daylight and ignore the experiences of night/what sinks back below the surface once you 
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open yr eyes/what thin layer of debris is allowed to infiltrate the day/the sequences of 
dreams that are broken apart by the illumination of the City of Pain/yr awakening so 
hard?/wrenching away from the unconscious you ache to fall back into sleep and continue 
to dream?/Nils is only interested in that part of his intellect which wishes to leave Kkrate 
City and find Anthracite City/the proposed deferential between day and night having 
nothing to do with free flowing consciousness of the dream state/its obvious that you fail to 
recall the details of yesterday as you fail to recall the details of a dream/so which is the 
illusion?/for there to be a illusion there must be a reality/In the Post Human space time 
continuum there are no ethics no dualities no illusions only Information as it is perceived 
conceived and the velocity it is processed at/Nils is a simulation of himself as he imagines 
attempting to work his way back to a state of being as pure becoming/liberate instinctive 
impulses which surpass the domain of consciousness which can only conceptualise/Science 
is no better/ Aesthetics conspire to project illusions/there will be a momentary feeling of 
uncertainty in deciding whether to release the instinct to destroy the self/He no longer 
believes in the illusion of the world/only the minimal of mechanical functions/yet still 
terrified that such an insight will drive him into insanity he remains anchored to habits of 
mediocre interaction/human reason is it the only access to truth?/madness becomes 
apparent as soon as an image becomes conscious arousing in the unconscious disturbances 
repressions by the very process of thought as a cause of the disturbance/ Absurdina pulls her 
chair close to the gas fire hidden under plastic burning logs/She is waiting for Nils/He wants 
to use her voice on the Protocol of Noise/she holds her hands out/Nils anticipates that the 
organic voice may be the deadly weapon that will disengage the Screens/Nils stands besides 
the ladder that reaches into the roof cavity/he has made his room as indecipherable as 
possible/he can see she is having difficulty breathing in the reduced compressed space filled 
with years of hoarded objects/ even the ceiling with its 100 watt globe plugged into the 
socket brings to her attention the waves of peeling paint the jagged brush strokes water 
stains nails sliding out of the softening plaster/as she lowers her eyes back to the fire she 
avoids the observation that there is no heat coming from the flames/ An agitation of 
turbulence starts to roll off Nils quavering body/she resists the pull/She thinks of 
Ophelia/They had faith in their sense of reality moderated by drigs/we attempt to resist the 
potential ravages of fantasy by producing more passionate interactions/a greater sense of 
conviction during points of excessive desire/ 

Nils is all illusion in his own mind/he can never be what Absurdina perceives/falling prey to 
fantasy an identity without a recognised qualitative stable position/He cannot be described 
or deciphered except as a wreckage of immense equivocation moving from one identity to 
another/ absence lost in deprecation/he has no significant voice able to express itself 
coherently to the other/He is an insatiable product composed of inadequate language/pure 
figuration/a consciousness that fails to maintain occupation of its Interior Monologue 
Absurdina could see clearly the burning futility and despair which renders tolerable the 
need for disorder and chaos in the subliminal assemblage of impulses flowing thru Nils/of 
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the inevitable extinction of the self she is fleeing from/ 
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FIFTY -THREE APPARATUS OF PARANOID CRITICAL ACTIVITY/ 

A slow wave of neural went thru Veydra/A teleological reduction of abject existence into an 
idol of exorbitant reason struggling to surface as the irrational/Deviating from the usual 
inhibited limit/Pure aggression glides above the City of Pain obscuring cancerous ardour the 
work of Screen negation and destruction in spirals of servile dust the ordinance of 
perversion falls/Clouds proliferate the shadows thrown by the solar flares of the artificial 
Black Sun/Veydra questions the plurality of herself and finds no-one she recognizes/Veydra 
becomes what her pain is and seeks anonymity to fully suffer its contagion of 
delirium/unpredictable and menacing a period of silence and exclusion/Pain gives form to 
what is formless/Have I ever really slept longer than that instant in which I lose 
concentration in staying awake ?/I wasn't there in yr soul but you confirm the endurance of 
being a survivor of the Desert of Nakazaki/The empty immensity of things the oblivion of 
the I which I have not been for some time/This embittered monotony the anterior sphere of 
exposing what the memory concealed/Dread is a way of forgetting the real and reducing it 
to silence/What substance abuse immobilizes you other than the critical elements of sarcasm 
irony and violent irrational synaptic closure/of flying visceral lacerations demanding the 
conquest of irrationality becomes fatigue lines in the belly of the cluster of selfish ideological 
chaos/motives silent and turned within/against the Interior Monologue a lightening 
intervention/The resulting stress/fractures excess deviance/is always extreme/Devotion to 
the incarnate is inextricable from intensity of desire stabbing holes in the ripped dark 
sky/motive vanishes as being to difficult to translate into words/ 

Emergent thinking as imagination a case of synonymous anarchy/Veydras thoughts at least 
had the advantage of being incoherent to the Screens/ 

Entirely unattended at Nils inevitable extinction each one alone forming strange new 
becomings as the social structure fragments/One state of hysteria is not more valid than 
another/Foul night the fateful companion of the human will made material/The Assassin 
haunts the space where seethes the enchanted images of primordial law/a voluntary 
obliteration of the self that sharpens yr necessity in my eyes/here I am in the alleyway with 
everyone asleep/Nils is the creator of wrecks of music/Vox has listening to it many times 
and each time she hear more it unfolds and the flows from various plateaus of immanence 
which make themselves apparent/The "refrains" are full of the vacuity of the night and the 
use of the voice not a transfer of power but a changing of reality/ drum machine percussion 
passages work well with the envelopes of the Synth/"noise" is effective and quite 
instrumental in its harmonics that in smooth space time one occupies without counting 
frequencies can be distributed in the intervals between breaks/as Boulez might say/as 
influences you maintain yr own tonal qualities even if exposed to synthetic sounds opening 
up many territorial assemblages one as itself and yet alongside another reaching " all the 
way to the Cosmos'Vthe territory is haunted by a solitary voice the voice of the earth 
resonates with it there is a new relation to madness danger limits I as the "One Alone" enjoy 
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the sounds the intervals the beats/Nils know how to do a crowd/Debussy formulated the 
problem of the one crowd when he reproached Wagner for not knowing how to "do a 
crowd"/the cry of the dividual of the One-Crowd/you make audible the composition of the 
passages and the hand is audible on the production of that process/puts the listener in 
contact with other elements outside the compositions/But this synthesis of disparate 
elements is not without ambiguity chance or accident as Artaud would say/it has the 
ambivalence of texts by the mad and the potential derangement of noise concerts/Sometimes 
one overdoes it but this collapse into the noise as static as what the French call parasites as 
entropy within the sending of the message is not overwhelming in its duration or 
levels/Duration and intensity are components of the work/The use of the single beat of the 
Synth to denote contradiction in noise timing is effective/there is plenty of electricity 
happening here and "overload" enriches the effects and affects of the sounds and 
tonalities/There remains a degree of consistency in the work and a "discernability"/At no 
point does one feel lost in the statistical heap of technology playing the composer/all the 
variety of irruptions occur and the sobriety of the passages is what makes for the richness of 
the desiring Machines effects/ 

there is not a thought in his minds that will provide recursive Information again/No one 
would be able to say who I am nor know who I have been/When I comply with others 
transparency of exteriority there is at least one thing I lose/Acting alone/The lights of the 
City of Pain are particularly brilliant tonight and I cannot help but desire to be part of the 
Machinic/There is nothing else left for me but the Protocol of Noise/what I cannot have I 
destroy/he was a multitude of fragmented imperilled waves of anguish so full of pity for 
himself troubled by the apparition of life as a prolonged sensorial nightmare/ 
The will to life is to over come death the unsurpassable chaotic zero/ 
She is a triumph of radio activity her wounds belong to quantum physics/I don't know if I 
am happy this way nor do I care/We squander our personalities in the termination of co 
existence with the other who consumes our being and becoming/A slight daze like the 
beginning of being stoned or drunk that sense of something being on the verge of revelation 
that soon slides into decomposition as the drug overwhelms the nervous system and 
disrupts connection with the brain/a lucid but confusing vision of distortions of time and 
space that make the habit so addictive/the complications that arise in contemplating those 
acts we will never accomplish which amounts to the same thing as doing nothing/Leave me 
alone screems Veydra what I cannot desire I must refuse to respond to/Life in its essence is 
perpetual insomnia and all that we do and think is done in an inert stupor/my dreams sleep 
but not I not the I you can ever know in this apocalyptic interval/You try to track me down 
and give me a pronoun or a name but I am in the Forest of Equinox hidden in the rust of 
LopLops saliva/the rust is disguising Veydra there are holes all over her leaving the marks 
of the sacred instinct of having no theories on the becoming of rust which is 
living/viral/relentlessly consuming itself/ 
A recurrence of beauty in love with love itself looking for strange interferences with her 
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miscarried thirst for sensuality of perpetual identity panic/ 

Pessimism reigns when we talk of tomorrow as a possibility of an afterlife without faith/ 

You are a reciprocal delusion you are an imminent grid of linear interruptions/ 

The SKz logic is a multiple of atoms convulsing in the pestilence of loves incomplete 

combustion as there are ashes and some commitments to be dismantled 

defused/Disengaged from/But this will only trouble those who find themselves attracted to 

futility/Veydra unwinds the thread of her clasped hands/The only thing I feel to be mine is 

an incompetence for living/On what distant shore am I standing while roaming the streets in 

the late afternoon?/ 

She cloaks Extremaduras face with a primitive mask of spinal cavities and pelvic bones a 

disguise of evocative obscurity that blurs the hazards of desire/ 

Creating a temporary female abstract code a profusion/of tangled geometric lines that 

redefine the empty spaces masked by omission or repression/ 

You lone futurist how when and why do you avoid inspired moments of 

indifference/Treading an endless tightrope between inertia and change and chance/The 

sexualization of everyday seconds/the words of fear you carry in the calmness of yr voice yr 

future a repetition of yr empty past/ 

A past uninhabited by the distance of difference to the imagined future/ 

In the dark of yr eyes there was too much light to illuminate the wish to destroy this last 

chance which only comes thru taking the risk/ 

Why can we not bear that which makes us wait deliberately as in life with no end as 

yesterday is over even with the anticipation of a memory of tomorrow/ 

The value of forgetting is obvious as to remember one day would send us mad/to anticipate 

another an attempt at capturing reality of the Now/ 

You are looking at me but there are no questions/was there nothing left to ask?/ 

I have nothing to say words are brought to an end and yet it is not finished/ 

But bought to a climax before it was started/The claustrophobia of a burial/ 

Life is a soon enough forgotten affliction/We can no more think of NOW/the immediate 

interval/than we can think of the past as having been and the future rendering the paradox 

of memory almost unbearable/The weight of death lies in its inability to be misunderstood/It 

makes no error/ and leaves us with little hope of bearing it/Desire neither consents or 

refuses/it is that reserve of feeling which cannot be felt without approaching the night 

without sleep/Suicide is always apart from thought or truth in which the self propels itself to 

that place forbidden to all/foreign to will and desire/Desire to compose is a pointless 

obsessive search for absent meaning in the obscurity of the interim of intervals of 

thought/The neurotransmitter has resistance to being embedded in memory without the 

exact degree of trauma/Desire to compose is a search for absent meaning in the ruinous 

awareness of obscurity of the intervals of having just thought/Some women unveil their 

bodies while retaining their mystery/There is no waking except at night during the delirious 

hellucination/To sleep during the day is to create a volatile body of restless immobility/Sleep 
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becomes hard to one who has lost faith in everything/who no longer believes who knows 
the fear of men is revealed in the night/The sinister things looking for some idea that is 
infinitely stronger than death/No salvation only the contamination of life by death/I have 
been in here for so long I dont believe there is an outside/But there is always a pounding on 
the door/ 

We die with the one who dies and s/he dies in our place/adorned with the halo of a crime to 
exist against and not with/ever drifting with the hours of visceral processes thought 
becomes radically corporal and grinds the image on the bones and sinews of pain/yet 
everything remains to be done/the inertia of a dead thing needs to be re- vitalized/the words 
of too many fragile texts/at night the dreams of death when the one dies with the many 
others/Death is overcrowded with the desire to preserve the living/I refuse this speech 
which you speak to me of "who are you" and "do you prefer pleasure to pain?"/I am in yr 
logic dog of ghosts and in the breath that torments yr lungs with the flame of being 
unique/there is not an instant in which you rest from me/I am in retina yr synapse yr 
fingertips yr lungs/breath my discourse and I breath yrs/Mouth to mouth 
revelations/Affliction proceeds and exceeds awareness/ When it seems like I am 
remembering the past I am thinking of something else a dream perhaps or anticipating the 
birth of tomorrow/Some ones end and an others beginning that episode of the imagination 
in which I have the style of a ruthless self expression revealing a still electric whiteness/the 
cold blooded noise of the Sirens uses the Screens as a conduit/Nils is Skz and 
incomprehensible so the Sirens have no effect on him/but his ears bleed in the drop in 
pressure/ Abstract things are hard to understand because they do not attract the cerebral 
attention/This is particularly apparent in this time of the fragmentation of meaning into cults 
and dialekts and tribal discourse/ 

The solitary bed the falling asleep bed this disintegrating bed saturated with loves fluids 
and penetrations the seminary bed dispersed with living the agitated bed of convoluted 
lovers/the body is alarming porous always being penetrated violated possessed and 
eaten/ there are many superfluous words that affirm what I deny/preventing anything from 
being silent for even an instant/Still nothing is said which even the evidence of agony does 
not reveal the transgression to which we feel we are accessories because it is also our own 
strangeness/this infinite murmur/I cannot find lifes rhythm but have become a nocturnal 
being falling from a poisonous wound/womb/I wished that night would fall in the 
shadowless solar flare of noon says Artaud/there no longer is any law any society and yet 
nothing free nothing safe only a devastating violence of memory and of a suffering presence 
that extinguishes itself/living with doubt that engages with the surface of every 
thought/empty transgression that nothing prohibited precedes in the nocturnal space of the 
vascular groin/there are violations and the dying which breaks the non-possible the 
impending birth of things which as yet have no name or meaning/it is forbidden it is 
inevitable you die you do not die to gain an extra moment withdrawn into the NOW of 
present time/Drinking Chroma Fluids dread always and everywhere guilty/a detour of 
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illusion a mask of infidelity/Composing and dying are the same thing what death would be 
in the act of dying/we cannot do otherwise/beyond to duration/finally the trap/we abandon 
ourselves/failure that finally fails nothing/inhabiting the edge of death life is hidden always 
elsewhere/to be perverse enough so that nothing matters not even being mortally wounded 
when all else falls back into absurdity/Seek help from the paranoid critical apparatus 
haunting obsession to bring dying back to itself/the words exchanged under the duplicity of 
difference/I seek a complete self possession but suspect that this will come to me in a space 
of uncertainty and longing/My tongues are speechless/I play the role of a vulgar woman 
who lies and pretends to take pleasure in silence and pseudonyms/it has not yet annihilated 
my strength but has dispersed my masculinity and turned me into a misanthrope/a recluse 
who constantly averts his gaze from the infinite network of automata that call themselves 
human/I am only a self in relation to another self/or perhaps selves/I cannot be one with out 
at first being at least two/Myself and the other/Contra Freud I affirm a radical exteriority of 
psychic forces/What Kathy Acker called her demonology/If it were not enough for Nils to 
exhibit patience/ contain his fragile vulnerable theoretical obsession with objects that lack 
provocation even while he sleeps/If it were not enough then it was less than enough/the 
fragility of what had already broken in him was beyond repair/There was no drig in the 
Universe that could eradicate his ancient fear of breaking himself into fragments/the 
interruption of a sentence was all that it took to render Nils thoughtless/He is affected 
directly by the nausea he is seized and agitated by something that yet remains apart from 
him and is not accessible to his powers of representation/I think when and because I am 
unable to act/Sensibility begins in pain and pain forces Nils to think/Every anomaly of my 
personality is a point on the catastrophe curve/the trace of discontinuity in my life/In am 
here more than that I cannot say/face darkened by insomnia/Assessing the space of the 
Kkrate from the door it seemed immense to Veydra but she crossed the distance in a few 
steps looking behind as the moons disappeared/It was a movement she was incapable of 
finishing the effects of the drigs caused a rigidity in her muscles and she stood an immobile 
disaster/Terror had its day and night its unknown galaxies its ends of the earth its place at 
the bottom of the ocean reaching out for its forgotten lungs which drown in the depth of its 
plunge back into the amniotic fluids/ 
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FIFTY- FOUR THE MUTE OBJECT/ 

Rusting iron pipes ripped thru Tetsos thighs and chest his hands became the multiple 
barrels of machine guns/all that was left of his humanness was his eyes/even his mouth 
spoke in bullets/Tetso Iron Man/that is Vox favourite video/while listening to Thirty 
Seconds over Tokyo/conceived in ingenious ignorance born of intentional rape fear 
educated on the streets a self styled musician/she lives in a Kkrate behind the Industrial 
Cafe using the Net to track suitable sites for data deviants/pathogenic vectors able to zone in 
on sensual distractions of the virtual flesh/no physical contact required/no chance of bleed 
thru contamination from projected imagination/Vox was a screenhead and was obsessed 
with the visual image the spectacle of the abstract improbable psychic formations that 
always left her drained with the fatigue associated with voyeurism/she feels she is always 
watching the taking place of her life but is never a part of the process/drinking Chroma 
Fluids until her next move/ she floats in and out of concentric demagnetised motion fields 
accelerated by drigs and fast food/her brain checking rogue addiction to memory traces her 
life would be unbearable if she were conscious of it/Vox would come to the dead end of the 
same thoughts as Nils/of a past and a future dependant on the virtual density of the space 
of the NOW/excreted illegal drigs form crystals along her spine/The Chroma Yellow 
underlining her eyes stained Blue Saturn on the tears in her clothes her ratty leather jacket 
her worn jeans torn stockings plugging the holes/brand new Bros boots/her carefully 
demarcated image appears to Nils both Nomadic and impregnable/GashGrils adrift in the 
Networks electronic maze of imbricated circuits/Vox loves body raves speeding with Johnny 
in his machine and otherwise being amped up/radlining/RPMs musak sucked out the vortex 
created by aerodynamics of Zeroid on her trip into the recent vestige of her last site of 
hellucination concerned with the possibility of never having existed at all having no 
memory of beyond the Beyond of the interval of the future that will never come/What was 
on the other side of the Desert of Nagazaki?/she was at the limit were she was both discrete 
and incomprehensible/Vox could not theorize her selves into a world of things or being 
rather than one of desire/A tormented mind is its own kind of pestilence/Her dialekt was 
disjointed and full of neologisms that had no context in her memory by which to associate 
the referred object/Even her music was made up of uncontrolled drives that seemed to 
invade her compositions/Unrepeatable abstractions of compulsive fragmenting and 
changing noise/Her violin mimics her voice sounds which resonate with her dialekt/there 
was no longer a connection between words and objects/Her subject has no surface no plane 
on which to project/She loves her delusion as erotically as she loves herself/Resolving the 
problem doesn't prevent the damage done from impregnating the sense of loss and failure/a 
degree of pessimism that silences the self/A signifier of collapse and lack of closure/Fissure 
of mainstream contamination by violence and terror simulation taken from the Screens 
swim deep into her dreams which disperse her sleep/the resonance of the subject being at 
the same spot it just abandoned leaving her desperate to go beyond to the maximum of 
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human enclave which no longer remains as the structural elements of 
consciousness/Velocity of processing Information has been annexed/Vox lived this velocity 
as pure speed an escape from unreality which threatened to suffocate her/Others like 
Veydra traverse thru the indistinct slowly developing scenes seen and re-seen even though 
she has yet to see or feel embodiment/Being this vague identity Vox hasnt lived life but 
simply endured it/ an inward stagnation of thinking and feeling within the void/The art of 
deception lies in the sensation of pain which ravishes the soul/For a long time now she hasnt 
existed/the violated limit of her body/Her eyes a telepathic screen/Usable and disposable 
swelling up/the network of stoppages spreads thru Voxs system/She wanders around the 
three small rooms of the flat looks up at the six metre high walls disappear into the 
indefinite half light/Her eye caught on the ceiling roses the profile of the design flecked with 
soot and ash from the wood fire/Kitchen one chair at a laminex fifties style/the hot water 
heater works for two minutes then shuts down/there is an old Limit fan with copper blades 
moving the hot air about/it was 1.30 am/the day had sweated around 40 degrees 
Celsius/Noise cranked up a howling radio of wind/Dawn has not happened and Engines 
believe in heat and movement/Continuous wind of spinning drone becomes engines 
mind/Vox hands Nils disc from Ophelia/He slide it into the data base/select replay/ 
My dear Vox ...I saw Johnny Soon who runs Exit Art Gallery for lunch at Terminal End in St 
Kilda/the toilets at the intersection were overflowing/shit and foil wraps swirled into the 
gutters/men in radiation proof aluminium suits swept up the bodies with heavy bristle 
brooms/Most of them had the marks of razor wire cut into their skin when they tried to 
cross the Maze/What incites them to take such risks ?/I want exhibition at his Gallery/he 
promised to buy me a loft in Kkrate City/ closer proximity to Queen of Solitude/appointment 
with the Lie Detektor at 6pm/I told him everything over the phone but of course he 
demands that face to face contact he so loves to document/he insists I make another 
appointment/Nothing can be done my energy is dispersed on to so many fronts by the end 
of the day/I fill in gaps of time between your visit/Of course none of this exhaustion is of my 
own making/I am already drained from merely following orders driven by instincts and 
this urgency to be with you/I have no control over nor can I indicate which should be in 
what sequence/I create solely by excluding myself/It is not important to create/The thought 
the imagination is the power/the creation is just the release of desire/I am a place from 
which resistances to desire and acquiescence are produced spontaneously/played 
out/contradicted/humiliated/The paradox of multiple identities and desire can never be 
dispersed or deleted past the limit of the knowing/Inert become alien and lost in the other 
side of night/Where there is no dark or light/Desire unfolds and develops within the control 
of infidelity where ghostly it would be experienced/plenitudes of atomised wants and needs 
flowing back and forth across zones of intensity traced out by your finger tips/I drink to 
escape the confrontation of my ageing sheen/happy to assert ill informed negative critiques 
on my post organic sculptures/Oh THATS very Aztec or THATS very PRIMiTIVE?/LOVE 
the colours/I on the other hand ignore the crowd/the acting out of the framing of the image 
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as dissonant abrasive eye/The impossibility of sadism that contrived glance in the age of the 
vanishing body/It will not return to the eyes/Do not ascribe any importance to my 
death/Occupy multiple subject positions at once/move to another then another/Abandoned 
by my body into a delirium of impotence/And on the other hand I possibly remain 
stationary/ all ears and false tongues but responsive evasive and dogmatic/In every moment 
I doubt the projections and exhilarate over the friction of intercourse producing a tension of 
intersecting beings in ambiguous critical positions/In everything I am nothing and 
compelled to defend and attack my play of will in resonance with deception and avarice/I 
am so beautiful don't you think/they all agree they grab my hand and tell me oh dear you 
are so beautiful still/within my life the Lie embroiders itself and the desire to self deception 
has no sense of guilt only cleverness... 

Nils place the disc on the couch/He is jealous of Ophelia/free to imagine what she 
wants/Vox is agitated by the grain of the voice/Who is she speaking to?/I never heard her 
rave on that way/ 
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FIFTY- FIVE SUBJECT LEAVES CRYPTIC INSTRUCTIONS/ 

Nils pull on old blue dressing gown with white dots/ Vox looked up the ladder against the 
far wall leading up into pitched roof/Thats where I work/ go on up/Under the roof it was like 
a sauna/Nils opened the front single window to let in the cool change/Vox stood looking at a 
painting of a woman in a green velvet dress/Uccellos Circle/MO/1989 ...her spread hands felt 
the smooth glass/What do you think?/Vox responds in GashGril Dialekt/"fetish of phillia 
clone Grils resuscitate machine of Angel dust exfoliated into membrane ash dead chaos 
sperm aborts to [XX Phallic] /visible androgyne the neural rush fuk digital cortex ruined 
under exposure addict site to entropic drone"/Are they real flowers in there living off the 
paint?/as she stood smoking her cigarette she pointed this out to Nils who understands her 
dialekt/her words rupture and enclose the synapses in an exstatic state of arousal/Sensation 
and emotion become visceral processes that consume the sadomasochistic edges of 
apprehension/A mass where the tensional qualities of Voxs voice/ at each 
listening/introduces new tones within what Nils is hearing/The question of how to 
understand the GashGril dialekt/Only the Desert is clean and has the smell of metal/havent 
lived just endured weary bored/Resurrecting the memory of a sense of anxiety we have all 
felt when confronted by a tear in the fabric of reality/this is problematic but Nils leave it for 
Veydra to decide/Can he hear beyond a certain level of audibility where desire ceases to 
exist because it is filled temporarily by absence/there is always something in Veydra words 
which slips by/an excess which Nils cannot account for/her use of the dialekt of the 
GashGrils/Not every word can stand the exposure of understanding/ evade/evasive/this 
should be the extravagance of wordplay/But desires floating signifiers become 
paranoid/Vox has a secret and that secret is itself a desire which excludes Nils/But this 
hidden meaning is not a dead end of non meaning qua translation/there will come another 
demand for meaning/one that does not practice strategies of avoidance and 
dissimulation/There is no demand on meaning from Information/Nils sense of an imposed 
fate/Threatened by the inspiration that precedes her words/ crowded by an impulsive 
living/The thick trace of kohl that outlined her eyes/the shaved eyebrows/the lip rings/the 
shaved sides of her head/no sigh escapes its echo and duration will be measured in 
intensity/Nils is driven back to her words/into her words/to uncover that which wasnt heard 
at first/exposing himself to the unexpected/the new/the surreal which demands acts of 
transgression thru attempts at interpretation/this fragile and exposed sentence reveals 
something other than itself/an ambiguity/ an instability that speaks to a community of 
marginals that knows the cruel infinity of abandonment/Her voice drives me back into an 
Interior Monologue both prolific and deprived of the limit of attachment/Vox has put the 
diversion of velocity back into what Nils is hearing/the torment of purification/the data 
trash of dada violation of the flesh as matrix for inscribing the insane and the beautiful/twin 
poles of the paranoiac state of presence in thought thinking itself within Voxs 
head/Fascination turned into Skitzophrenia/You operate in technological time rather than 
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biological and the effect is stunning/Object fetish reified as moment of seduction the 
prosthetic implant of breasts on male torso under the ironical sign of reversal/Difficult to 
locate at the moment of abandonment/a skin of words without the trace of memory or 
experiential repression as libidinal mood implants representing that point of fatal 
impossibility/the spectre of loss and violent annexation of symbolic exchange and 
consumption of the texture of the words and the vibrancy of the breath/The tangled conduit 
of cables the metal spools of the tape deck slowly turning the VU meters fluctuating into the 
redline of distortion/ the Synth set on random noise generator mutant textures of industrial 
ambiance the voice of the Post Human reflexology cross with hyper-psychodelic/lower the 
headphones on to her ears/turn up the volume/time of the dead clock on her wrist/the toxic 
drives of techno/The first section is normal speed/the second is played backwards the third 
half speed and the last returns to the first/Vox looks bored/ 

Intuition which is the intellect at full velocity decides by levels of anticipation of incidental 
presence/Vox has been here too long?/She need to leave/too much distraction spinning her 
out/ this is our last cigarette/you do not know me/you should not have appeared so 
intimate/showing me yr private space/more more you always want more/no just a few 
minutes/Wednesday then/There are men and there are things but I shall pass in silence 
having moved towards my ruin/Each manifestation of the subject is a consequence of 
trauma and pain/ 

Have you seen GashGrils live at the Terminal End with DJ Ff ATAL?/ 
Nils says no but wants Vox to stay longer/She lights a cigarette and pulls out a sheet of 
paper from her jacket/Let me read you some of my words from The Ethics of Damage/it's a 
sample mash a re-mix of a recombinant trash and dead end codes/screem of expulsion of an 
unbearable internal polarity between lifes force and deaths negation/Lets do a rap?/ 

The Ethics of Damage on the event horizon 

explodes resonant fadeout to static violation/ 

Lacking a Baroque aesthetics of convoluted damage 

In Kkrate City the subject collapses into sinister uncertainty 

of imminent extinctive deletion of complexity 

beyond this age of corruption velocity saggs as you speed away 

into density of perverse Information I cant identify/ 

night infiltrates Machinic icon stare wrong note sounds 

drifting on the edge of sleep under vacant memory of insomnia/ 

In this dance of the magnetic world we fade to silence of 3am 

illicit predatory mania on the brink of exhaustion 

push the limit to reclining nude recognise hell as the spying self 

autopsy of an objects final moment the overdose is always fatal 

Time under notorious sonic effects of self savage codes 

Violence can do nothing to the paradox of dying 
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a wave of expulsion desecrated by delirious emptiness 

as dreams imaginary signals collide with hysterical distortion 

desolate drig addiction penetrates fukd prosthetic implant 

erases minds abjection idol of the irrational act of Space rape 

devoured by encryption under Screens notorious sonic effects 

of neural predation shattered partial objects fuking the Borshi Boys 

GashGrils are immortal hit worn out spike track line of trash 

gesture of defiance chaos decodes indifferent brutal times 

craving for psychotics sign marked in solitude of flesh wounds 

infests those addicted to addiction smell of fear in their words 

as visceral spark of delirious elation useless thoughts imagination 

techno beast we are nomads androgyne revelations unfolding 

the auto-erotic dimensional flows awakening one who never sleeps 

concealing vicious thought we are outlaws at terminal volatile end/ 

Machinic incision of endless fatal drama of repression 

cuts doomed species adrift exposed to futility of violated solitude 

of senseless ruthless exclusion from the enigma of my psychosis 

speaks to me of slow seconds of chemically induced narcosis 

traverse the desert of the corpse as parasite of invisible sensations 

talk talking under hypodermic precision luminous image erodes 

transparent electrons sordid glow sodomy clings to raw skin apathy 

suicide a selfless gesture fascinated with intensity of death 

eliminate passion from transgression narcotic infinite artifice invades 

schizoid limits excessive noise finds means of attack and delay 

arouses irrationality of extinction ghost of angels self destruction 

the conscience of yr insomnia exstasy of speed boredom of inertia 

thinking times friction prohibits abstractions final anarchy 

Lost in the matrix of indifferent illumination of terminal code 

The hostile craving yr extinction under mortal wound of fatality 

One day thru the illusion of a paranoiac spectacle darkly passive 

savage the warning signs the swarm of paradox but no less deadly 

Boredom exhausts law of aesthetics this is Ethics of Damage/ 

Vox fold the paper and replaces it in her pocket/She lights a cigarette/ 
Nils responds from his Protocol of Noise/ 



They are watching me the Screens they are listening to the murmur 
of my fractured uncertainty my lack of allegorical irrationality/ 
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Their evasive sonic euphoria full of alert frequencies and flows/ 

To speak is to lie to live is to collaborate fear of living or living in fear/ 

Hysteria proliferates revelation fades narcotic sweats the injected appliance/ 

sharp edge of delirium infiltrates intention of the danger of rhythms mystery 

propelled by duration a psychotic incident location unknown/ 

Assumed to impregnate the Machinic with noise virus resolutely perverse/ 

In the glare of an unknown destination a provocative crash of abstraction 

which repeats Absolute is dead man is dead but corpse man is more deadly/ 

remains suspicious they are watching me I am exhaustion of appearances/ 

I stumble on thru this maze of badly threaded words a language of dialekt 

which is not destined to be a disclosure that they are watching me/ 

they are tracking my moves they are erasing my memory that illusion of becoming/ 

That which I was and will never be again the closed silence of my imagination/ 

Circuits unfolding and closing meaning attaches an absence of sense/ 

no desire to be radical only difference can ever be obscure and enigmatic/ 

the aesthetics of the search supplants the search for aesthetics/ 

Obscenity was predicted because that disguise was most unexpected/ 

so now they are watching me watching my velocity of embodiment/ 

Where the mind drifts without a sense of suspicious certainty 

the dream of apocalypse is critical mass manifested/I Lie I Lie I Lie 

the great disposable LIE the speaking of tongues comes at point of infinity/ 

drig logic is a neurological machine a new form of natural sadism/ 

it sucked out of the empty adulteress the dirty toxic air of subterfuge/ 

Fukdolls junk of cunt whores of the City of Pain prelude to a tragic rape 

fall to the vacant inside of time residual sounds drift to noise of head offline/zooming the XX 

Phallic Razors fornicate heavy metal logic rots the flesh/ 

all that chaos has to say bandits stealing available lines of speed/ 

Substances abused substances consumed they ride a perilous moon/ 

They are Not at the end but the end itself which is watching you watching me/ 

You must understand Vox that I am a reciprocal delusion of emergent Machinic thinking 

outcome of synonymous anarchy the willto life is the will to overcome this life of circuitry 

that exonerates itself from ethical modes extricates my detour of repetition into silence 

which spend Informations itself all at once in a carnage of dying ceaselessly miss carried 

towards that which is not dangerous but deadly is nothing less than a sense ofthirst for 

facility ofgrief fullskin flakes hairrise electrifiedface erupts trans atomic effect its 

absenceofrecall transatlanticdeath smellof cordite appliancezoomlenzfocus come 

downthedead shaftoff light isthisthe suicidetime 3am/Vox you must understand are they 

watching me?/The silent jargon of ersatz that we shall never know/ 

I am quite insane in this thezone pleasuresofWar where being deleted continuallyexhibits its 

absence ofinjectedsporific becoming soon enough/ 
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itz selfterroristoccupies all possiblepointsofmindplot could be a Atomicbomb could be fuk 

fuk fuking in yr bed distracted positionbutnot anything less/velocity justobsessive wait 

driven intothesea special Wargrade imminent renunciation retaliation shellthe breach an air 

of solid pain grows evil watches over her wounded face/The algebra of exterminated 

identity comes to me slowly/ 

waist deep we arelivingshit hopeless iscombinedbreakdownengine PSYCHOSIS screen the 

culturehaslost shadow INOUROWNFUTURE the pain of living without knowing what for 

atunnel thru to the other philosophy of skitzoid erections split between the inscribed cunt 

and the markofthe anus metabolic atrophy of scarred visuals of nomovingtargets shrapnel 

OFSHAVED BURNS panic grows on the move constantly forced to live on hand to mouth 

synthetic welded toskin likesyringeto bone rancid waves of probability violate 

determinacy/Do you understand Vox?/Are you checking the locks?/ 

You are an imminent GRIDof linear interruptions atoms convulsing in the idol of the 

occurrence when everything is a message a warning to escape but where?/ 

Looking for temporary femaleabstractcode where each limit on fuking is 

revealed as becoming paranoid in its chaos alone without a function 

thru its transgression towards the threshold of limits they are watching me/ 

Smeared from the woundinside/the exitand the entryofthe outside of existence/this is the 

well of my grief/You must understand/ 

The conjugation of to Mech-art [the Machinic aesthetic] 



I 


mech-art 


You 


mechan-art 


We 


mecha-art 


They 


mechro-art 


He 


mechra-art 


She 


mechra-art 


It 


mechronized-art 



The disaster of the Teknoid which is a fantasy trope replacing the post modern 
subject/Boredom excretes its own mess of shit you know Vox and it is the answer that makes 
the question possible/ while tongues screwed thru to the roof of the mouth/without even 
being considered violations/A synthetic act of invention is on the event horizon/But while 
Nils was concentrating on his libretto/Vox had left/Not vexed by any sense of evil but with 
the progression of the wrung out and twisted derision of the living flesh become patterns of 
Information that she is bored with/ 

The Spitting Boys are trying to get their insanity back from this reality of defecation he 
wipes his arse with his hand and smears it on the wall in the shape of a sunrise/what do you 
want someone to write after such a gesture if not indolence?/Enough smelt enough felt 
enough known boot marks of nails on yr face the lacerations cured by sea mixed with sun 
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on a desolate screem of furious tones Nils under delirious panic departs for Desert of 
Nagasaki/Identity is unstable securing psycho-sexual integrity his is the other side of all that 
imagines it knows of itself/rotting bridge pylons in the glassy thick water of Black Lagoon 
abortions float in purple absolute Equinox of sun and moon/winter solstice/flecks of light 
break thru the torn and rapacious clouds covering the escape of the privileged because only 
something which has a purpose comes to an end and all the rest is abandoned to imprecise 
situations of error and misunderstanding/This is the way of the sub-cults this is the lack of 
interest in communication/those who create great things are entitled to die at their leisure 
under the radiation of Atomic Beach/ 
Death must come out of the inert igneous night of 3am/ 

Abandon earth let them dress in the garb of Machinic hurtling to its destruction/ Yet 
delaying the collapse of things that beloved attrition dispelling others carnage may be heard 
in the empire of silence/paralytic tongues whisper leaps of thought/throw the loaded dice 
with the skill of a tranquillized brain where all thought blurs indecision comes again and 
you lose relentlessly/leaves you with the illusion of contradictory thoughts being 
explained/But I am not convinced that when I sleep what I know and what I dream are 
manifested with equal intensity/Who navigates collective journeys to locate intentions?/The 
law of one is the prohibition of the other/Fills mouth with tears/forges the alliance with the 
Plague Beast and the universal sorrow of living such a velocity of death/ 
Cross border authentic return with bag of silence which is cutt up and distributed and in 
turn/over determines the edits of the Apparatus/The skitzo has retreated in order to silence 
and suffocate violation of the fetish/Is it the essential or nothing of consequence?/And in the 
forest of LopLop we talked about impossible things and our voices were part of the texture 
of the iron forest the frosted moonlight crackled under foot/His penis is flecked with ice 
crystals/In the warmth of my palms it thaws/I never had enough to eat as a child says 
LopLop/ 

Reproduction is a sick debt to the future terminal phase of slow fatal fadeout to swarm of 
potential sorrow returns/To be a burdened inheritance to a dead species/when she leaves the 
Mausoleum take care of the endless variety of time she leaves behind/fear she carries in her 
arms/Paregoric bottles full of human organs and body parts drunk on formaldehyde and 
Blue Saturn/Rows of skulls and thigh bones/exhumed under autopsy with the velocity of 
survival strike rate dependant on the Toxic Soldiers/Low voltage bass E 20 cycles a second 
lines the perimeter of the Black Lagoon/hits you in the back of neck/erodes the base of the 
cortex with sonic boom/Nils takes Subway of 52 to the end of the line/I find nothing that is 
worth more than emptiness/ 

Inside the Terminal End the highs from the horns are shrapnel the resilient hard edge of the 
scratch tears the eardrum/concealed by transparency and at once fear filled electric heart 
short circuiting the pulse/Drops some XTC and half a bottle of Blue Saturn/Central nervous 
system of the grasping Airman softly encompasses her youth and her notoriety soon to be 
taken over by tragedy of Ophelia floating in diamond river of rose petals tangled hair 
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crinkled by madness/a selective mechanism of profanity/ As BoyDebris fiddles about with 
skulls he thinks up a slogan/Nothing was definite not even the indefinite/Or/Although we 
paid not much attention to each other neither of us would have continued alone/Terror has 
an endless capacity to ingest its most vitriolic dissidents with confusion and doubt/to turn 
them into synapse of narcotics/to market them as flashbacks and replays/Constraint as hard 
edge of panic under drig induced moments/what we had forgotten and what we didn't 
know or were capable of imagining/a corroded distance of geometric shapes concealed 
within the body of the diminished fortitude/will exult with you in the transmission of 
artificial noise/I have reached the stage where death is a person the incarnate fiction of my 
own company/I am a creator of indifferences and paradoxes that cause yr mind to crack 
open in desperation/To work the time space continuum is an art/To believe and converse 
with the supernatural an almost extinct skill/ 
Vox is exhausted by her engagement with Nils possible failure to connect/ 
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FIFTY - SIX ENACTMENT OF THE IRRATIONAL NEURAL RUSH/ 

Misogyny as a form of self hatred or failed attachment of desire to the self/The more isolated 
Nils became the greater his self loathing at his failure to determine his Protocol of 
Noise/Was it worth all the effort he put into this isolation making his life a long drawn out 
process of carrying fear that does not belong to him/he suffered silently consumed by a 
dread of painful constellations of untitled harsh noise circuit bending the sequence in which 
things happened in his inspired repeated acts of provocation and ritualised forms of 
transgressions/Direct experience is an escape for those without imagination/He resented the 
ease with which Vox produced her compositions/Vox somehow managed to bring an 
imaginative aesthetics to the Ethics of Damage that defied interpretation/No form of art can 
hope to escape the restraints of signification/There is always a meaning eventually unless 
there is limitless Information available/Perhaps his technics were at fault/what modulates 
each sequence in his Protocols?/you cant annotate continuous fields of random noise so you 
have to record every sound/ and even that does not mean you will be able to reproduce them 
a second time exactly the same/Description must always fall behind the infinities of 
permutation/ gradations and remixed combinations can never be described in words/In this 
sense the Machinic had a distinct advantage/these shifting fields of energies/a sense of 
urgency in the beat more upper harmonics and decay/should be a little longer/redefine the 
graphics drop the bass out/feed into shortwave SKz between the stations/Where everything 
from transatlantic cross talk to Control Apparatus bulletins and Radio Secretarys 
transmissions from the Freighter/flow thru the oscillators/always moving a context of 
endless complicated communications of noise fed against the tracks of the Synth and drum 
machine/erased by dissonant vocal lines/contrasts of speed/staccato rhythms/chopped up 
beats fluid vocals running over the top or the reverse or both avoid the tendency of lyrics to 
overbalance the composition/Look and listen to other things/Headphones on full 
volume/Whats the temperature going to be in this piece ?/because among other things 
sounds respond to temperature/up here in the studio in summer its 50 degrees Celsius/in 
winter minus 20 degrees/a wide range to work with/Noise is the primitive and collective 
unconsciousness of music/needs to be brought to the surface the libido of amplification/the 
analogue hum of earth loops/the scum and fear that surrounds sonic life/the disinterested 
play of sounds/the strictly individual impulse of noise to erupt out of silence then disappear 
again/muffled and submerged under duress of forced exposure to erratic feedback/The 
exstacy of sound itself a poetry of intellect rather than emotion/Micro particles of sound 
enmeshed in a collusion of excess overtones and distortion/A collision of elementary 
structures spontaneously shaped in performance/its dialekt layered in scores of sub 
linguistic fragments played at the limit between harmony and noise/The tones progression 
becomes harsher propelled by hardcore spasms of intricate chromaticisms/pushed by the 
octave divider and absurd dynamics of mixdesk sliders coated in dust/hiss of magnetic tape 
over recordheads erased remixed until it becomes an instrument/hint of low register 
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saxophone plaintive synth spills out anemics notes/there is a sense of apathy and futility in 
the 5/4 timing played out at half speed/pressing against minimalist Machinic drones trying 
to free itself from a glut of emotional waste/to let extroverted rhythms overflow slowly 
decays into abstract stupor and neurotic atmospheres of density and obscurity/deeper than 
mere provocation lacking a baroque aesthetics of elaboration with highly disjunct contours 
diverse object of improvisation yet programmed/ assaulting the senses/muscles 
contort/bowel moves/Nils obsession with noise was losing contact with his need to 
disconnect the Screens/The absurdity of it all was that there was no one to receive the final 
product/Vox was satisfied to play to the crowd at the Industrial Cafe/ 
Back down the ladder/Nils look thru the cracks in the floor boards/you can clearly see the 
shop illuminations below/ at night they form bands of light like shutters projected thru the 
floor boards/what do he DO up here/This is a the composition he is working on/A Protocol 
of Noise/a sound passage based on error and dropouts/a diseased gene pool of tones that 
can never be exhausted/bringing noise in from the cold code of silence which he will not 
allow to produce the track that there is only one of in the world but its not an original its a 
copy/Remix musak drawn from the sampled second deck/Hyper predatory rhythms on the 
wild frontier/proximity to the ear kills wavering mirage of distance/you are enfolded in the 
sensation of the sheer weight of volume leaving no room to be/Repetition is the life of 
machines/I am the sex organ of the Synth machine/the Synthesizer switches on the sonic 
register/it generates the illusion of self transparency/the flight of the laser across the 
grooves/When you resonate with a concealed sound and draw it out as a noise you have this 
memory created/flashburn that exposes a state of pessimistic condemnation in the 
subject/Who am I to myself?/Just one of my illusive sensations/amplifying the low end of the 
scales slowed down until it becomes an inert element/how to get the cracks and scratches 
the images between the notes into the same depth of field of vision/something like 
ManRays lips under sky filled with mackerel cloud/ always engulf me with a particular 
discomfort/or Gustave Moreau the Temptation of St Anthony/Nils pulls a book from the 
shelves but Vox is already gone to another temporal dimension of ruins/Her bodies instant 
displacement out of space and into another a space infinitely empty/Disassociation of sense 
in time and space of the shadow of violence of the madness of extremes/Nils felt he was 
close to the border/outline snatched out of a discarded reality artificially produced by its 
sciences its mathematics even its Arts/his vision/never trust what you can see/dont believe 
in what you cant have/Rubbish of stars and souls in the solitude of the night sky/the smell of 
patchouli oil drifts/never trust the dead the book cover or the weather/Johnny always 
removed the covers of the books he stole for Nils/what is the greater risk to lie or to 
trust?/Lie that no truth upholds/The uncoupling of the virtual truth from the illusionary lie 
as a revolt against an oppositional discursive state of conflict between the post modern and 
the Machinic/Nils had begun to resent Voxs move towards the ultra radical chaos of profane 
negation/ 



566 

FIFTY - SEVEN SUSPECT TO THE TRUCKS CONTENT/ 

Vox has friend Absurdina from Desert of Nagazaki with skin like camouflage and thick 
bristles of black hair down her spine/Seeking out modes of inertia is it possible to locate the 
danger point of losing concentration on the terrorism of the Machinic code where ever it 
surfaces?/insomnia a state of anonymous impersonal vigilance/even when you are alone 
there are neural blockages and memory is prevented from moving into the territory of dead 
words of carnal knowledge/everyone has to satisfy their curiosity about the image of their 
identity/they cant help themselves/Vox is impatient with the image she projects/it has to be 
drained of its virulence its threatening ambition to close down infinite analysis of haunting 
by the absence of atrocities committed in the City of Pain/The word unfolds looking for a 
referent to explain its need for a continuum to discharge its flawed portrait of iconic 
depravity/the image has cut itself adrift/This state of mind a respite of bodily 
functions/Almost vibration of sexual brutal perversion/Close to expiring as profane time is 
filled up again and emptied/They tortured his body with cigarettes but there were no 
answers to be given/The sabotage of archetypes and primal rituals/adoration mixed with the 
irony of existential validity/Disconnected construction of metabolism quivering with the 
nothingness of what remained of today nothing more than the start of yesterday again/ This 
defecating of excess/images and codes circulate thru the Screens giving their own version of 
the events that happened when the Screens first transmitted violent images to support 
words/the apocalypse is everywhere but invisible/the disaster of the Singularity never 
happens in the present/it is a rewind a playback of the abyss swallowing every presence and 
all present/Something is all ready happening at the crash site something like pleasure which 
must be delayed for as long as possible/Humans love a disaster/form a negative circuit with 
it/a confluence of image and subject on the elusiveness of complexity that exceeds the 
primary drives/ an allegory for the affection of trauma/ Absurdina works as a highway flag 
Gril directing traffic before and after in between accidents/usually Freighters heading for the 
Front Line/roll overs on the Ring road or coming down off the Kkrate City Bridge the load 
moves to one side and the rig topples/she loves it when the tyres blow out and the rims hit 
the asphalt sending shower of sparks like a retro grinder cutting thru girders/These 
accidents of chance are happening all the time but we confuse them with everyday life she 
explains as she waves the Zeroids around the wreck/but they remain out of the ordinary/or 
else they have already happened so often but so overwhelmingly as to have wiped out our 
memories of what things were like before or without them/ an augmentation of addiction to 
speed and the speed of addiction to the performance of error/A failure to coincide with 
opportunity for annihilation/it takes a certain kind of personality to do this work/its a lonely 
place to be 200 meters above the Black Lagoon in heavy traffic rain wind and exploding 
fuel/vulnerable yet self possessed/which lays bare a certain kind of aberrance towards a 
point of relational distortion?/The intensity of trauma hunting its target driven out of 
smooth digital space of silence into the noise of shattered mechanical obliteration/Behind 
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this power of the imminent destruction of the order of things/a war of nerves reminding us 
of our own hellucinating death/abandoning everything that is infested with death/I cannot 
stand yr imminent death/an internal depth that restages the draining of the energy of 
animate and inanimate enchanted subjects/a return of the repressed as abstract clusters of 
embodied energy/ Absurdina is vigilant in her search for detritus from the crash sites/she 
scavenges headlights red and orange reflector plastic torn chrome/wreckage from the load 
the Road Freighters are carrying/fractured windscreens penetrated by the drivers body/ An 
event that codes animate Information with object Information/emergent life resembles those 
moments of unconscious intrusion into waking experience/The Codeine Wars Absurdinas 
only source of distraction from the boredom of routine death she lived with/She listen to the 
Screens every night on the way home in the truck hoping for some Front Line action/the 
destructive event that brings an original death an absolute penetration of the body by 
explosive metals that either kill or deform critically/the noise of a voice without a visual 
presence in the dark cabin of the truck/ an internal vanishing point from the sight of twisted 
metal and lacerated bodies/If no strategic encounters Absurdina played her Matsumi 
Kanamori Japanese noise discs distorted vocals bisexual punk noise performer warped 
house noise musak aka MU techno kill tribal dialekt mono sybillic /she came home each 
night covered in oil and grit her face that of a coal stoker or line worker at Vulcan casting 
furnace/when she undressed her breasts and genitals exuded the appearance of body parts 
that have been forgotten under the splattering light of a grimy tarred sun/Her partner 
JunkerLoud loved to fuck Absurdina when she was oiled up and covered in road debris/he 
was a sculptor and constructed readymade collages from road trash she bought 
home/Headlight reflectors indicator glass grills front panels ripped off by the impact side 
mirrors cracked by power of flying shrapnel projected from other Zeroids and 
RoadFreighters/the shelves were cluttered with such junk/the yard was full of bigger parts 
she dragged home in her truck/paint scrapped bare metal rusting some buried in the dirt so 
that rust set in quicker which JunkerLoud then treated with tar and sulphuric acid so a 
silver trail dribbled down eating thru the rust revealing shiny metal spot welds/he waiting 
for the day when the rust would leave feathered edges and ate thru the thin stretched 
metal/he would make a suit of clothes from the pliable steel/Habit kills desire no contempt 
for the unclean body/surprised by nothing thinking against ones self all strength wasted in 
suppressing the urgency of the fuk/Behind closed doors tragedies take place/Escape that 
horror in a corridor you can exit from/ these are the material surfaces of Post Human life/a 
state of sorrow that erases the body and returns it to invisibility/Time is that which ends 
duration is the sufferance of times limitations/Man is an artefact the way any weapon is/they 
say/the psychiatrists/ that in mania/the synapse/the exchange of energy across the neuron 
transmitters travels to fast/in depression it goes to slow/That's what they say/ Absurdina 
suffers irregardless of what they say/She has tolerated 15yrs of medication/the eyes blur the 
ears deafen the mouth is perpetually dry the teeth decay/Where can she go?/this haunts her 
in the middle of an attack/where can I go where I will feel safe/The medication becomes the 
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only safe place in the end/she stood under a 25 watt Mazda globe the shadows bouncing 
wavering accentuation/her shadows not off the body but on her body/in her underwear 
exhausted but erotized by the nights crashes/her breasts pale brown as she removed her 
singlet/he embraced her rubbing his white skin over her greased flesh/he spread a white 
sheet on the bed he fucked her his pale white lips kissing the oil licking the grit from her 
face/he fell asleep on her/she rolled him on to the floor and stood up to look at the imprint of 
her body still writhing on the sheet/the greased outline/his shroud of lust and restraint 
smeared by the body parts that moved free of the pressing down of his body/she hung it in 
its place in the row on the walls/Polluted evening Zeroid emissions ripple and stain with 
bled colours octane yellow benzine red toluene grey carbonised black and additives 
white/He call them Corrosive Xerox/he stole the name from Nils Urstatt and his xeroids 
which Nils made using silver paper on a xerox machine/she fall asleep again and dream he 



THERE IS A STATE WE ARRIVE AT WHERE THERE IS NOTHING LEFT TO SAY 
ABOUT THE MALE GENITALS/FATIGUE ELIMINATES THE SPHERE OF THOUGHT 
LEADING TO THE POINT OF DEATH WHICH COMES TO US AS A SENSE OF 
DECAY AS THE MIND IS OVER COME BY SLEEP/THE MIND REFUSES TO SHUT 
DOWN AND THOUGHTS CONTINUE THRU THE PARADOX OF DREAMS/CAN 
LIGHT BE SAID TO EXIST IN PERFECT DARKNESS7/DEATH PROVIDES THE MOST 
IRRESISTABLE DARKNESS/ 

THOUGHT CANNOT BE SPOKEN/ONLY THE ONE THOUGHT AT THE ONE 
TIME/AND CONNECTIVITY IS A MATTER OF THE REDUCTION OF THE KNOWN 
TO THE UNKNOWN/THE INDIFFERENCE TO ALL THIS TALK OF SPHERICAL 
GONADS/ 

stood up from the side of the bed his raw tool limp the sacks split open and the testicles 
dropped to the floor/turned into metal balls all the arteries and ganglions pulled back into 
the sphere then protruded as spikes and levitated to shoulder height still the ooze of 
fluids/they attack me/I cover myself in a corner scratched walls indicated by 2B pencil 
pulled what I can of the drawings over my self/Junker stood ready she caught a glimpse of 
him/he had grown black hair/long gristly bristles of hair all over his body and his nose 
flattened almost into two orifices his lips thicken his ears drooped his cock had transformed 
into a fat solid tube with a spear point on its end/it waved around/he screem the futile 
erection turns to violence and hate/failed desire like a confused transmission jammed in the 
grid must break thru to its destination which is nihilism/ 
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FIFTY - EIGHT FUGATIVE EXPECTATIONS OF SAD LONGING/ 

How much time have we got Veydra before the last human dies?/The dead are interred our 
losses fill a void of annihilation/Countless missing in action/Casualties of the Codeine 
Wars/viral pandemics compromised immune systems plagues from the Black Lagoons mass 
incarcerations in the Psychiatric Sanatoriums/the obscenity of a society which cannot 
function with out slaughter conflict grinding fractious unendurable horrors of the mind 
inflicted on the body and reflected in the City of Pain/without access to the shattering clarity 
of a vision with events that preoccupy our imagination with what is happening in the City 
of Pain to the addicts of the InterF ace/Their agony has always already passed in the 
night/The Screens exude excessive amounts of distraction/This last enclave of humans trying 
to decipher the noise and the dialekt/the visual static pregnant with death no matter how 
many foetus are ripped from the womb/Distorted inscription thinking discourse a madness 
which is ours is seduction/the dark magnetic instructions of repulsion that breaks down 
under the ruins of speech/there is always a need to stop and think and much damage is 
done in this space/I am the exhaustion of this forced appearance night after night/Nils is still 
mad even under ordinary forms of temporality he cannot grasp the NOW but slips into the 
Subways of 52/living a disintegrating memory too late because there is no right moment to 
bring coherence to meaning under the revelation of Skitzophrenia/Post Human Skz 
pathology spread by contact with drigs which fuk with uncertainty of dopamine 
neurons/The disappointment of the sad child which is what he is on the inside/trapped in 
the soundless night of not being able to think or sleep/The empty forest of not being able to 
feel/The end of history has no other meaning than the split between the Machinic and the 
body flesh engine/Flesh modules encase the excited membrane as rule of silent procession of 
days is put into regime under code of Sentinal Beings/which recognises the limits of the 
human body/What is not likely to happen/As much as it takes/just this second/no time at 
all/a stalled matrix of intervals one failed night after another/What can we say that will 
resolve the crisis/just keep talking until you have crossed over the limit which does not 
exhibit but keeps secret fear for the one who is affraid/has no limit wherein lies an inhibition 
a habit of control an obsession/Nils patrols the locks and switches each night twisting and 
flicking/DeadDogma distresses the film negatives scratch on role of photos uses cylindrical 
apparatus small pin or nails driven thru a glove/scratches away at the emulsion outlining 
images with a veneer of incisions/Nils thought Veydra spoke the imaginary vernacular of a 
word too many but listened to her just the same/same as dead flared night but desire made 
you repeat the unknown/forgetting the script not even a trace left behind/Veydra told Nils 
of her fears a vague and anxious sadness that she will disappear into the collapse of time 
and become nothing but dust/Surfaces without depth bring exposure to alien time/menacing 
smoke clouds/The moon with a certain loss of the light radiating the night/smell of vectors 
of epidemic dispersion of rotting corpse drifts up from quartz halogen security lamps that 
pale under the intense illumination of the light grid of the City of Pain/the moons imitation 
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rides sharply into his view/a line of emergence with high levels of alertness to the presence 
of Tetrahedrons/Hunting the cerebral/Nils is subjected to high levels of involuntary spasms 
as DJ Ffatal reverses vynal on his turntable/the sounds from sampler echo only those most 
recent inputs of random noise of exhuming scavengers/memories intact activated and 
recorded pure thought is always contaminated by the external wounds of abandonment in 
which listening is both impossible but inevitable/until the ear is rancid with noise/a horrible 
sound of defeat/a vicious battle fought and lost in the psyche of the Borshi Boys/a hatred 
excreted in the soul and the body/even to think in silence can be used against you/every 
electrical device making lines of enquiries fed back to the Screens which document 
aberrations/the strange violence of persuasive rhetoric in yr fatigued grain of voice/Log 
off/Heavy mental deliberations turn you into lightweight accumulation of disparate images 
as outward witness to the interior of endless serial synaptic waste/Select the part which 
indicates the whole fictional account of entrapment to the code/Who could ever love you 
worthless desired relic?/Lack of fixed perspective Nils body forgets to function/He has to 
remember to breath/ All those who wait in obscurity persist with a demand for answers 
already knowing that time and space are one/Nils had a positive fervour for technique of 
creating his own disappearance/Withdrawal symptoms from the InterFace are always 
fatal/Motor Neuron shutdown/The addict is addicted to addiction/Chains holding the 
barges on the Black Lagoon crack like decayed teeth downcast in feelings of insurmountable 
impotence/so plunge thru the negative aesthetic to a bruise a puncture a gash more easily 
codified by vacillating emotions/Cross reference of hysterical ambivalence with past not a 
simple case of reversibility of counter memories that defuse each other/the imaginary and 
the real are a loop which rewinds then unwinds/the routine oscillation of both dialectic 
content and eschatological dogma of final things/There will be locusts that eat the strangers 
escaping from the human enclave/there will be blood that flows with intensity into the Black 
Lagoon/The monument with the feet of sand and the torso of brass will collapse under its 
own weight/one merely but absolutely underlines the other above or below the medium line 
of the surface talking/memory is automatic in talk descending as it does to sinister visibility 
of the body as Teknoid/Silence engenders indifference to the limit of stress and the 
excitation of zero/Speak the material limit of an invasion of so called reality/Where is 
BoyDebris when I am not there with him?/deaf to the sensory spectrum/He listens to the 
silence of the hours with words of repeated absence that loss is impossible under the 
openness of the psychic detour into slowness and speed/ 

Nils is here in the form of the Interior Monologue when you are not/Nils obsession with 
white noise injected into dark ambience of percussive sound machine/Veydra is an 
instrument in the hollows and curvatures of her body/If one cannot speak plurality and 
diversity one should remain silent/Nils wanted to be reverse detonating speed of 
thought/expand the field of the sonorous/There is something living in the consciousness that 
is not human/where is the line of escape for those who doubt the tyranny of the edge of 
conceptual death/the persistence of a memory that refuses to allow sustained state of focus 
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distracted by constant repetition of hum crackle and static/Recklessness is what makes the 
experiment of death beautiful/ that leads us to believe we have never heard of death before 
this interval/ 

How do you keep yrself from dissolving into the Desert of Nagazaki?/What answers should 
Nils give to where he wants to be?/which in the end has to be within his perception of a 
brilliant destiny/the vision of yr lovely mouth as it opens and speaks/Where do we go from 
here?/What interest does Veydra have in human affectation/ the loving becomes more 
complex and superficial/She is detached he is hysterical/role reversal which prevents you 
from finding a space on her body where you can cohabitate/simple oppositions and complex 
differences/ the smooth is the continuous variation of the act of drawing a diagonal on the 
score which is horizontal sometimes vertical/ 

The crooked smile in breaking face of bighead terrorist steel tipped shoes tattoos along both 
arms to disguise the Detectives relentless search for tracks/I see each thought/Why do 
women do this?/Helmut presses his face on the glass of the Shop Window and licks/the 
imported shoes along front/racks of barely existing opaque dresses/In middle of the Shop a 
ballerina in her black and silver brocaded layers of chiffon/Hellmut completed his tapdance 
against base of plate glass dinting fake bronze trim/he doesnt know Nils live upstairs/but 
his kicking shoes cause rivulets of anxiety flashing from hands to feet to face/Once a minor 
raw terrorist prone to short but devastating attacks of manic activity damaging small 
borderland of his suburb he usually drank at Megabyte Bar or Rainbow Hotel across 
road/he dreams of being a mercenary for the Assassins he hates Jews Umericans and 
slopes/on week ends he takes his Rottweiler down to Zone of Occupation and terrorises the 
Jews and gooks/his best friend has a shaved head and a scar across the circumference made 
by a machete/now they carry baseball bats/Hellmut was born in The Zone of Occupation 
and is used to the politics of the tank and the night stick/ 
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FIFTY-NINE EXCESSIVE AMOUNTS OF DISTRACTION 

Vox butts cigarette in the tray poking and moving it around grinding it into the 
terracotta/BoyDebris could not look at the blur of movement that was her life/Test Broadcast 
from the Zone of Occupation/ driving on highway with Intenz Borshi Boy in his Zeroid hit 
speeds of 200kms/she loves it with the hood down/on hot nights/perhaps that was her next 
stop/Nils was jealous/she moved from cluster to cluster of action no attachments/always 
molecular attached to any desiring machine but never molar/She clung to her singularity 
outside even apparent gender expectations of the GashGrils/she loved it when Intenz played 
AutoHulk roof down view back towards Kkrate City lights accelerated past her/the 
potential loss of control/big dose of amps before she hits the seat/Intenz is pleased to be with 
the Ghost/ an eclectic dimension of unseen pure constantly fluid energies intersecting with 
their marginal existence/Personalized syntax and transgressive intimate prole ethics 
knowing only on/off volume as a level of perceptive restraint/The sacral object is a target for 
Intenz/a faithless voice as machine of guttural desire exposed to the incomprehensible/you 
never feel alone in a crowd when you are with the Ghost/Vox is elegant with her shaved 
head her facial tattoos and her provocative albino spine bristles/Vox was a cyclothymiac 
prone to outbursts of manic glossolalia and even her depressive incidents were ruthless in 
their volatile heteroclitic oppression on those delirious enough to be attached to her/Self 
medicating with Chroma Fluids and LSD she could live with these erratic and exhausting 
episodes/Intenz found the unpredictability invigorating and possessing a symbolic validity 
that suited his image of himself as autonomous able to engage with the reality of insanity as 
subversive insight into the enigmatic content of the Ethics of Damage/No one knew Vox like 
Intenz/ 

The Desert of Nagazaki is a dust bowl/sand is everywhere inside and out/its gets in yr 
teeth/Intenz hates the hot northerlies wants to live in already overcrowded Kkrate 
City/InterFace addiction is not deleting enough of the Data Trash who obsess over hard core 
pornography/ And that you defecate what they have defecated under the precaution of 
contracting syphilis from swallowing their own words.../ 

Nils and Veyda assimilating ubiquity of the narcotic fade out going back into thought to 
grey turgid dawn of the permeable sequence of the variable answer and the endless deferral 
of the question/Say it do you love me cold and frequently exposed to the infernal clamour of 
words to say something?/Not another delirious dusk/What happened to the night?/The 
perverse expectation to explain myself fills me with the stillness of time/We fuked/Did we 
confess under that marginal essentially identical voice that murmured over the filthy City at 
night/that it was pleasure is no longer self evident while you lay full of wakefulness in the 
negligence of insomnia/yr thoughts are of neural decomposition and exhumation fragments 
of a disintegrating memory that seemed to be seeping back into the NOW as an libidinal 
erosion/The arrogation of the extremist takes on the sheen of transparent and oppressive 
allegories/something is written in the digital which seeps into the darkness of yr thoughts 
which you don't notice until they are deleted/then you notice the absence/you look for the 
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body that radiates the loss of thought/Divorced of actual need for happiness we exhume 
ourselves to the Screen memories attempting to feel something/ anything/To say that you 
have a body when it is racked with cool memories from the intoxication of menacing 
visions/lovers crush the others limits/A spectral dissidence is to ask why the nocturnal 
proximity to sleep is dispersed/In wakefulness he asks what is this crisis in 
embodiment?/ such moments of synchronicity are rare and usually occur in public 
places/ death stripped of its intimacy/the defiant exultation of violence acting with a surfeit 
of velocity an incremental dying that excuses the victim from carrying the passion of tragic 
desperation for imperfect human desire/vertiginous possibilities have replaced the absolute 
of the repressed/a violently un-ethical reaction to sensual rapture/But of course this will be 
the last self exploration as a trauma of self interest and realization that death is an imitation 
a mimesis of life in all its dying/I will not be alone with distortions of the supposed truth of 
an acute sensitivity towards solitude and the danger of incomplete understanding of the 
internal dialogue derived from this solipsism/Nils was making the real unrealizable/but 
without the explication of intense concentration it will be separated from what ever 
suffering there is in passivity/Simulation replaces experience which has had its reality 
suctioned out/radiating arctic polarity and reflecting nothing/The shadow of her conclusion 
disappears/a shimmering expectation as symbolic disasters/What am I doing here a 
lingering trace of an after image in a dissolving world/Exposing the essence purged and 
sanitized of risk/Why is there something rather than nothing?/A state of near fatal error with 
each decision made without intense scrutiny/The fatal error puts words in our mouth words 
of explanation and excuse neutral and passive disarmed desire detonating the unity of 
occurrence the limit of fantasy and the excitation of habit/the fetish object is mechanized and 
puts itself beyond judgement/ catastrophe is everywhere but invisible/its is in yr dilated eyes 
yr sense of rejection and yr disassociation from suicide as revenge against all those who 
loved you temporarily/the disaster never happens in the NOW/its happening soon in the 
irreconcilable differences ambivalent and indifferent/the difference between eroticism and 
raw violence/Information wants to flow undeterred by meaning/being is not stable but 
precariously capricious/it cannot be anticipated or reversed and lacks embodiment/we do 
not hellucinate an imaginary presence it is rather presence itself which is an incongruent 
dispersion of the self as the occurrence of a not as yet human target in a bullet proof 
reality ?/Engineers of machinery distort the descent into the noisy codes/Information 
overload is proof that an new external world really exists/In order to apprehend life it is 
necessary to go to the door and let the silhouettes of kiss with sharp lips in/Reality 
sometimes exceeds legends and transgresses the impossible/Nils mind was painfully subtle 
and suggestion and ambiguity exhausted his sensations wore down his intense obsession 
with the density of his compositions/Effort does not flow it crawls on its hands trying to 
understand the nothing that gave birth to it unasked for/you can never be satisfied with the 
need to be deciphered with agitation and loss/Nils is an inscription in a dynamic game of 
words which only stopped when he ceased to think/a Game of which he cannot know its 
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form or what rewards it promises/ all psychosexual identities are derived from the illusion of 
a vivid imagination of a substantial being called the self/a form of seduction of the ego 
which is its own seduction of the will/a superficial phenomenon under the pretence of the 
seamless subject/The Game is a self contained work of play referring to nothing outside 
itself/Nils Protocols of Noise is an excess of excrescence sliding into a context of no 
context/He has lost sight of the detail of composing a anti-Screen device and become 
obsessed with the production of an artefact of an original work/par asiting a complex dense 
endless network of sounds that defuse their power to attack in the decay of their hyper- 
atrophy/this Information Nils has constituted is Information between consciousness and 
existence effects rather than affects/he is infected by his defects at a site within the Screens 
rather than at the boundaries/the mind wants to desert the body and couple with the 
Machinic/Ignites and leaves a trace of compulsive passion to find being which is always 
hidden elsewhere/Veydra is afraid of the ruthless proximity of silence itself having become 
embodied/Her face is extended in solitude/What is the difference between what is fear and 
what is fascinating/the aesthetic of distance/a space that encourages the heteroclitic/Veydras 
invisible despair is hopeless since it is the result of the realization of all her desires to 
dominate time and space/Veydra is without hope against the noise which assassinates the 
mind/which produces an hysterical intensity of life and living and an imagined open-ness 
and transparency/Dawn cruises the horizon having seen death coming/its ruthless 
chronology a circus of hysteria/for isn't man a world that has become abnormal?/ Are there 
no secrets that Nils fails to confess?/Where are the hidden objects Veydra will never find?/I 
know far to much already/I am all noise/Yield to the intimacy of the Machinic/ Androgynous 
woman with lightening in her eyes that illuminate the passing of the excluded now the other 
of sense the origin of the plurality of non-sense/Her imagination must remain in the form of 
an indelible memory of her self pressed onto the fragments of Nils vacant mind which will 
never know her/I am in ruins and suffer under the coercion to prove that I am here and I 
am becoming and doing and leaving traces which have neither function or form but are not 
abstract/Noise ensures its survival by emanating from us and being heard by the ear/in not 
being heard the voice has no sound/ within the closed eyes circumference there is no 
space/In this time of loss and impending return to the precarious seriousness of the 
primitive/Visions of yr body segments moving without motion yet taking its immanence 
from one excremental place to another of continual modalities/down the steps leaving only a 
series of images blurred and distorted/I can recall by chance yr name and speak it in a 
whisper/I know you are outside of the one who speaks and the other who has thought the 
speaking/passing on something not desired/furtively hiding the implications/the immensity 
of trust and attraction with the highest of reasons and motives/There is an understanding of 
an end but not an end to understanding/reflective planes of solar distortion refract off a 
surface that is meant to be penetrated/ Absurdina fornicates with ExtremaDura under an 
artificial Black Sun/Post Human late afternoon the moon at that angle in the yellow dawn 
sky/no face to face contact just grunting the right to reply with repulsion/ disturbs the 
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impelling thought that I have always been a passive subject preserving and capturing a 
reality which has faded into an intimate organ of sensation I no longer know how to 
arouse/perhaps many/every cell in the body is irradiated with radiation under the murmur 
of perceptual trespass/virulent yes but ultimately complacent and disregarding the 
implications for the Interior Monologue/What is really happening none of us know/the 
normal has been perverted but what was the normal?/words an extension of will and will a 
force of conscious subjective desire to possess/I want this and I will speak it into my mouth 
and herein lies my power/My lust for the power of speech/ this auditory imagination/above 
the noise of sound I want to hear yr voice deny me my inner experience of subjugation to yr 
will/Just grunting the right to reply to the superficial passage of the slightest impulse of 
desire/Dogman and Razor Gril lick sex-fatality under narcotic sky of Kkrate City/Get rid of 
the body that is the first precaution to take/the body is a witness to the event after the 
excitement of the killing slides into decline/Seduce yr destiny as the auto-erotic avatar of the 
mechanical bird/He has reached a summit of evil and there is no fault to be found in this 
dialogue which tries to explain away the motive/RomRok you were the other self my avatar 
in the Game but you disclosed too much under the deviation of infatuation with the 
InterFace/in your desiring for an infinitude of continuous being with the paradoxical other 
you hoped not to limit the other to the hellucinations of the self/You made the most of 
nothing/a deserted world/a Post Verbal Gap of impossibility and in this become disposed of 
yrself becoming a thing/Boy Debris was worried what RomRok might say to the 
others/Chaos is the condition of yr world and yr fascination with paradox/The decisions 
have been made for us/BoyDebris could feel a resurrection of RomRoks addiction to conflict 
as the condition of all life/if there is no conflict/no friction/no contradiction there is no life/So 
what is there outside of this state of constant agitation and entropy?/A neutrality of inertia a 
state gradual instability while dying/there is something of one drawn into death and also 
something which resists its laws and tries to escape it/exhausted within the circumference of 
existence at a point of closure/a species at a point of escaping its being lost in new Machinic 
territory/In yr isolated Interior Monologue the world is unfinished and in this it is a 
reflection of our selves which is impossible to be drawn together in desire or in 
death/ dereliction and wounds and ruptures without limits/A world of sensation rather than 
reason/RomRok is passage of being that shifts and changes like the objects that are in 
relentless fragmentation/held together by the pressure of gravity and the power of the 
electron/which at the micro level is a delirium of movement transfixed by the negative and 
the positive/RomRok invades lunar plane of consistency defined by ruin of the self a 
sacrifice to the carnal act of subordination to the question of "where am I " in this crowd 
which is lost to exposure from self savage codes/Radiant is the blood which coagulates from 
the incisions in the body/cut the body cable to the cerebral tension you epidermal rush 
addict/even the sender of the message cannot be sure what has been sent and in what form 
it will be received/The Interior Monologue cannot be communicated except as strange 
threats as it is unique to each and emanates from the Queen of Solitude/it remains within the 
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self in labile discourse with the conscious incapable of realizing a self in the other/or 
another/BoyDebris watched Romrok InterFacing/entering that fold in space within which 
the epidermis comes into contact with negative isotopes which cannot be seen but only felt/a 
salacious warmth that infuses the neural network with ultimate violence beyond what 
would normally cause death/The InterFace is the desire to go beyond extinction into an 
eternity of desire which paradoxically is death/RomRoks hair smelt of rust fell long down 
his spine pushed out by the pink bristles growing out from his backbone soft hair sensual 
with slippery codes/Boy Debris lifts it in his hands a veil of gossamer floating in the waves 
of air generated by the InterFace covering his eyes slowly drawn into his mouth/BoyDebris 
kissed Romrok/His mouth tasted of salt and an indescribable electricity/the smell of ozone/ 
The failure to connect/a fall inherent in the elevation of infinite improbability/the virulent 
madness of its autonomy in the total night there is a body moving towards its own 
extinction within enigmatic transactions able to live only thru excess of an obscene meaning 
the cunt a drawn and dismal expression of boredom/[Bataille]/BoyDebris shifts and 
changes/There was the insinuation that you were coming to a conclusion/a suffering and a 
breaking away/a drift towards the vagueness of what does it mean to be not be there in the 
flesh?/The urge to speak without knowing what was to be said and where it might 
lead/How can you trust those who imagine they might know you that well and can speak on 
yr behalf/Boy Debris always doubted the possibility of his own silence/He became subject to 
deranged states of mind/his mouth hard to control/his vivid imagination full of reactive 
aggravation towards the opinion of the other/there was no fluency in this blockage/I attend 
to myself and its demands as I would to an exile or a prisoner/ this is what I am in this place 
sweating on the impossible pain of the cortex which transfers its suffering to the flesh/I 
cannot lift the weight of my head which sags on my chest drooling and unable to swallow 
stretching the back of the neck into a burning strip of muscle threatening to snap/teeth 
shatter from pressure of jaw/the weight of the head/The idea of possessing what he never 
had and how to respond to those who complain of its non-existent loss/Cant you stop 
referring to the possibility of acquiring this sense of having known something that was 
never there/I don't know but I have a feeling that in parasitism of the brain there is a core of 
ancient thought which holds the answer to all/ 
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SIXTY ASSAULT ON THE ILLUSIONARY U WRITE I READ/ 

The most frightening thing in this world is being made aware of the abnormal in that which 
is closest to us/That which is ourself/On the contrary he must admit to himself his 
loneliness/ dissect it in order to understand it/Nils feels he has over estimated his loneliness 
in imagining it is greater that all of mankind combined/Nils craves society/sex and death 
worry him greatly/the shadow of death slowly decomposes eats away at the interior an 
invisible solution to the absurdity of life/Most things in Nils life have an uncertain 
intensity/There is no order to his composing only that it is done at night or what appears as 
night/He uses three candles to judge his work schedule/Carefully isolating each noise he has 
sampled splicing it to another attempting hoping not to recognise the combination/ 
Nils cant understand why Extremadura wants to give up the studio in Kkrate City and 
move up to the Frontline into the Desert of Nagazaki/The Codeine War is into its tenth 
year/burnt out trucks shell craters salinised rivers crusted with white crystals/bloated 
carcass dead skeleton fish on they belly torn/corrugated iron flaps in the hot shimmering 
northerlies/flys and worms eats flesh to bone/The artificial Black Sun created a dust bowl of 
choking red powdered rock/Extremadura her dyed blond hair showing dark roots/She drive 
Zeroid down the Coast Road to Ophelia's deserted house/already the harsh conditions had 
decayed the wooden structure/Nils plugged into a terminal that he found in the yard/it 
looked like strange multidimensional construction of circuitry half buried in the sand under 
one of the two palm trees the only things still growing/had a solar panel/The Screen was life 
size/rhizomic optical cable attached almost too fine to notice looping in and out of the sand 
and into the open terrain/Screen was showing paragraphs and images so fast/ generated 
multiple lines of code and text/could only get a few sentences from the constant flow of 
words/each time Nils lost concentration he missed paragraphs and pages/the excited cortical 
membrane as rule of absence discharged fuked howl expulsion of icon dead cranial sex- 
psych wards trash sensors zero in on the residual self disclosure/to ventilating slash 
RazorGril frames the endcore termination of coded inevitable SKz opposition authority of 
body emulsion wired gridlock supervision speed limit velocity enacted as transference 
projection of plasmic tincture flash module anger towards seXX boredom sequential sex acts 
reflects something chemical has been introduced into the points of disjunction threat to 
Ultra Machine tragedy of suicidal risk under data flood of gesture/not attraction but 
repulsion is the Game strategy tranquillized against desire and the energy to embrace 
death/the toxic suicide of repetition and habit/What was behind the impulse to engage with 
neural processors?/We are molecule of imperfect genealogy adrift in spatial trash corpse 
encoder as dimensional fracture/flesh modules encase the illusion of subversive emulator 
touched to forehead membrane of ROM hooked to stellar body case phonetic ear 
transplant/ compressed whiplash lip flat linear directional body blow sentence like this is 
Machinic obsessional tactic to break the encryption of body crash to vital infection datarush 
edit script on escape mode sucks cavity into shape of accelerant posture/I Read U write 
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trash sensor addict foetus pierced by the glass shards of automatic impregnator capsule 
working on the micro-quantum of magnification sucks the epidural tubes puncture nostril 
cartilage cancer cells latent arrival under death strategy circuit erase the lies of escape to 
Zone of Occupation/This Archive holds the plot of every document every conceit every 
facade every mask veil deformity all the lies of the delirious individual/ always been other 
in fact that is condition of being/I have already chosen not to be myself but wish to be 
another/I look into the Screen and see my self coded in words/if I am assured that I am 
suffering enough then I can be sure I exist/the aggregation of all attempts at being an 
autonomous self/I walk back so I get the full frame/its dark now and the Screen glow warms 
my face in the frozen night temp/window in this fantasy the earth is dead becomes obsolete 
matter of time rain and wind that run wild into outer space/a tunnel of spinning wind that 
sucks the air out of yr lungs/qua runs wilder as leaves gravity fleshbody become 
obsolete/Machinic body equals earth minus biological life and therefore indestructible/can 
move hide recreate exteriors holograms multi-dimensional/Now processing two lines of 
code. . .ENCRYPTED black CELL phone on wall Industrial Cafe PENETRATESNETWORK 
LATE NIGHTCALLS MESSAGE MEMORIAL YOUWRITEIREAD TOCRISIS 
TWINPHALLUS CLOSE DOWN FRAME FROM GROUND ZEROLOGIC OF EXTREME 
ANXIETYCOSTLIVES hardmutationof skin ERECTEDUNDERGAZE THE legs wound ache 
recall asduelthe one thousandstarsburning light zero gravitational pull yr stinking invasive 
phonal invasion is overlaid by IMAGE OF a mass murder victim under stairwell frenetic 
sense of hit the exits escape awayTHEDOGMANPREDATOR HAS from fireball of solid 
heat stairway crammed withbodiestorso hacked limbs and political despots resort to tribal 
genocide afeelinglikethe shaft of a love that does not have time to unfold itself 
bodysknowledgeof diseasewhich the mind tries to evade and deny appendage reach for 
make INSTINCTUALSENSE STRATEGY FOR WARMACHINE TACTIC air pockets 
speedandimpedimentof screem OF GLAZED HYSTERICAL MISSING DARK MATTER 
fluctuate mechanical gestures fugue of escape MOANS TERRORPOORMANS SUICIDE 
NUCULARWEAPON born of the dust of past accomplices space dominates the slow turn 
not liberation but incineration Desert of Nagazaki Atomic Beach slow motion frame hold 
databasestructure intact timeis FLEE WRATH MANKIND IS up all night waiting in the 
subway watched WATCHINGOVERTHESADISM by the OFBORSHI BOYS ARMEDAND 
DANGEROUS eyes of desire over whelmed withdisgust to slow motion frame GASHGRILS 
CONTINUITYOF ABSURD LIMITS WHICHOUTSIDER ISOUTSIDETHE LAW?/which hold 
database structure archives intact/TESTBROADCASTFROMTHE ZONE OF OCCUPATION 
illegal traffic in TRYINGTOHOLD ONTOCOORDINATESOF PROTOCOLS OF 
NOISE/FRAGMENTS OF CORPORATE FREEDOM SOMETHING THAT MUSTBEIN 
OCCULATEDAGAINST/POWER virus of data probability/exhaust pipes hissing on a cold 
spring morning/truncated tough times ahead rupture tanks of aviation fuel explode in a 
serious tone such an absence of presence/OVER AUTOCRATIC ANONYMOUS REVENGE 
TO OVERCOME DIVINE COMEDY/INTENTIONBECOMESIRONIC tragic Veydras love 
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FOR ANY ONE NOT CONCENTRATING/is always a pretext/A MEANS TO ACHIEVE 
CRITICALPORNO RESULTS something to go somewhere something to think/if any one 
fully understood Chroma Fluid they would have access to one of the IN ZERO ACCESS TO 
THE SECRET ICON NEGATIVE DIALECTICS/ultra Machinic flash modules of 
life/CREATE YR OWN UNIVERSE/you ask WISHFOR which BLANK SCREEN/THIS 
STATE OF is the first plague?/the sun turns to blood and black rain falls on uncertain drastic 
contemplation/freedom is the possibility of isolation/DEATH IS A LIBERATION BECAUSE 
TO DIE IS TO NO LONGERHAVE NEED OF ANYONE/the words of others are mistakes of 
our listening not enough/HARDGAME INTERVENTION AS GHOST MARTIAL LAW 
STALKS data rubble collides with each frame advancing/THE CELIBATE 
MADMAN/OFFERS SOME RELIEF OF A KIND Manifesto of continuance or revelation of 
theological warning IN FORTRESS KkRATE CITY/which states transgression is outside the 
limit of becoming dead dying day by day/Focus on yr mortality by the moment/Adore yr 
pathology/ 
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SIXTY- ONE GASPING VULVA OF THE AIRMAN/ 

At speed thru the twisted rupture of Deserts ruined fabrications of the Codeine War electric 
rolls of razor wire and rusted hulks of War Machines entrails of circuitry ripped open 
spread against collapsed buildings made of white sand give way to walls of red stone/a 
desert mirage as target for inside of sun burnt eyelids closed to moving in dark heat engines 
of black stars in the yellow dusk sky/Absurdina changes up a gear and the red Zeroid surges 
forward onto the other side of night/ coast road a narrow passage with a cliff on one side 
dropping down to the wild sea/No unexpected strange thing can happen here between 
Kkrate City and the coast road a stillness that exists no where else/Unknown noise to be 
silenced by fatal tactic of ignorance/air so clear disintegrating with illumination of the stars 
light/Only those with imagination make the journey to Ophelias house/Few have any idea of 
its existence/Passing thru Codeine Wars where brass shell casings lie in the dust hot in the 
sun/Blackhood Assassins hook out the eyes of the wounded and dying/Dead bodies set 
alight in twisted piles ignites the skies with the stench of burning fat/A long desperate 
tongue of highway clutching that steering wheel with hands bleached dry by long distance 
driving nerve fibres on edge/Ophelia was a ghost of the wired future already existing 
outside the Machinic and the human/I would tell you more about her if I thought it would 
make things any clearer/She existed between the Now and Subway 52 an insinuation in time 
she refers to as the enigmatic ghetto of finality of the imagination embedded in history by 
shock and fascination/A state of frozen duration/The ports of access are blocked/Resonance 
as Nomadic rhizome becomes a plane of continuous flight into infinity/The windows of the 
Subway of 52 are blackened out/small cracks in the glass give you a glimpse/Of what?/Cold 
metal image fall out radioactive rain each crack a segmen/a syringe of luminous fluids in the 
mouth circling predatory birds dark wings overtakes someone walking missing in 
action/This is not an abstract mystical notion of life in the NOW refusing judgements on a 
body of noise which is yet to be regulated as system of meaning/Questions/ all digressions 
are intentional/where did that life end up?/a hypothesis an indefinite pathetic life/Ophelias 
life is everywhere to those who are beyond being pure energy or invalidated negations of 
dissipating electrons breaking into clusters/She is alive on the space time continuum/Beyond 
being neither self nor other Ophelia exists within the emptiness of infinite dispersal/She was 
the last of the Goths/Most had been driven off into the Desert of Nagazaki by Screen static 
the brutal occupation by cold seduction terminals of central nervous system/Tetrahedron 
from the City of Pain radiating arctic polarity which no one hears its stalking thru white 
noise/ 

Ophelias house at Fairhaven/right on the crest of the escarpment carved out to allow for the 
Road/ an old California bungalow with louvre windows and rough cast exterior cracking 
around the windows as the house moved on its footings depending on the moisture in the 
sandy soil/ covered in tufts of grass/the door was always off the latch when she was 
expected/Vox walks into the hallway with its carved cedar half circle room divider/looks a 
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lot like Uccellos Circle/she wish she had camera/What fantastic images of this dread mood 
today neural rush sets flight to Angel hipster dust/Tetrahedrons all uniquely different made 
of iron ice crystals invades the living organs of the Goths/Screen static of dread mood attack 
mode caught unaware/Ophelia was in kitchen fabricating strange masks and neon 
cocktails/Vox leaned against the refrigerator/Ethics of Damage was on the CD player/Even 
in the worst of ferocious pain she smiled when she saw Ophelias mouth and wondered 
what it had just finished saying/I shall never be silent never fade to a whisper leaving 
nothing of me in yr head/We are in a space of listening to her Interior Monologue where the 
sound is heard and responded to remains intensely connected to unconscious/nothing is lost 
in translation/I shall never be a nothing in yr head/The unheard makes us reflect from 
within the Interior Monologue the lonely murmur of cycles of a horror that makes itself 
invisible to be alone/Will I be alone ?/How will I communicate with you?/Vox objected that 
in the world where suddenly the apparent silence of noise is lacking it is in this space that 
the obscure nakidness of an unknown meaning-less failure of language will assert 
itself/Capable of destroying all other dialekts/Voxs Ethics of Damage encapsulates this chaos 
of ersatz semiotics/Vox wanted to push back the limits of the imaginable/a fascination for 
chaos combined with a desire for nothing/The white glare of the City of Pain at night 
inspired much of Voxs Ethics of Damage/The empty words of command are silent but none 
the less deadly/The unspeaking speech very much resembles inspiration and the 
dream/Ophelia uses a variety of organic drigs to create a condition of aloneness and 
sparking nodes that informs her sculptures/She wonders how long people will hold out in 
the dissipating event horizon of words that no longer have objects to refer to/I can say how 
long these efforts at destruction might take but if the annihilation is complete the word is 
finished with/there will be an inertness of words replaced by electronic pulses/But first the 
fatal seduction of words an amnesia of meaning/Delete/No response/Letters transfer desire 
to pleasure/All words are desire responding to thought/the debris of the closed text once the 
sentence has been uttered/ strain yr ears to the utterance of silences/After the last human is 
assassinated or suicided starved or consumed by desire at the InterFace/ Anyone who cannot 
leave noise behind on the deserted surface of the body can remain drowned in it/and what 
strategy then?/The missing body falls into libidinal flows of dis-rupture and dissonance/ 
Her obligation as she saw it was to advance to the black depths of the unknown the 
subversive source of the thought/ 

Vox went into the spare room which Ophelia used as a workspace/she sewed fabrics into 
contorted organic shapes then painted them in blues reds and pale ochres/they reminded 
her of Aztec symbols/so many extrusions/a starfish/you could roll them full circle/the paint 
dried hard on the soft canvas/in the left corner was a tent made of ten two metre/square 
tubes of fabric each on with a four sided peak roof/Ophelia claimed it reminded her of Paris 
and the Poet illegal immigrant no papers from Morocco she met there/Black as night with 
green eyes and shoulder length blue black thick hair/Ophelias body was thin and porcelain 
white/she wished someone had a camera/the two women ate shellfish and Vox had a couple 
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of joints out on the back porch/soon enough her nervous system was suffused with drig her 
senses heightened the crash of the waves on the rocks engulfed her/Absurdina always 
complained that she found it difficult to focus when they did sex/Was Vox there in her head 
as real as her body on the mattress or was she wandering some distant vision/ always 
alone/Absurdina caresses her bare spine kissed her on the neck/the fabric of her clothes 
came off her arms like a shedding of scales/her eyes cover and uncover lids heavy with spilt 
mascara and layers of black lip gloss/Vox sat in the cool night air her feet resting on the 
wooden steps/Remember love is terminally internally self centred and solipsistic/The bottle 
of Blue Saturn is empty/Ophelia let us use her sandblasted wine glasses which easily 
demarked the line between what had been drunk and what remained/the fluid appeared to 
begin penetrating the surface/this is not the lesbian body/I ignore doctrines of feminist post 
revolution/our love is the object of the third sex which has no gender/the calm of yr silent 
breath of well ruined days and suffocating nights/ remember the first time I showed you 
my thin ribcage my small plateau of breasts olive skin and waiting for yr recognition/take yr 
shirt off the night is a furnace/the paisley silk shirt caught the late evening wind from the 
sea/I was always curious of my breasts lack of development/drawn to my attention because 
of the seemingly trained expectations of men and their gaze their cock their transparent 
foreplay hands of their groping solipsistic sexuality/ 

Women have ever present desire but men have only specific affectations to grasp the object 
of their lust/waiting for the spurt then sleep/watch yr step ejaculant/they have been 
satisfied/and this speaks only of the sensitive ones/the rest are mere pigs following a 
biological urge to fuk/they have no relationship with their own body a celibate surface-less 
untouchable blur/they hate the homosexual who loves their body/This is what makes them 
so susceptible to addiction to the InterFace/Vox unrolls her drig/fresh heads the smell is 
overwhelming/She rolls a double papered joint and lights it with a match/the smell of 
sulphur mixes with the salt air/she takes a long pull holds her breath turns Absurdinas lips 
to hers and exhales/she passes the joint to the Ophelia who enacts the same affectionate 
release/the joint burns slowly the moon has stopped the sea is silent/only the pounding 
heart and the strong odour of perfume comes between them/but they are only half way and 
soon all senses will concentrate on the hands of the lovers/Ophelia was overcome by the 
strange incantations the drig aroused in her neural network/She turned and embraced Vox/I 
will write you letters about our life together/I will write you stories straight from the depth 
of my Interior Monologue/I love creatures from anachronistic time which is outside duration 
as we know it beyond the limit of excess operating at the interface of desire which is 
delirium for fatal contact with sheer noise/Distortion/the production of a machine which 
transforms the power of thought into excitation/Disorder always increases in a closed 
system/this is a call a shouting a demand for openness of the corpse to the plague of the 
noumenon/These words are certainly vibrating on the margins of degrees of figuration but 
to a lesser state than that of reserve and dissipation/ this is an Ungestalt moment between us 
unformed by intervals and strange swarms of silence/the sea is a ravenous mouth eating up 
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the coastline/Soon my house will fall on the rocks/a textual destruction image full of noise 
and immanence/pure exstacy/pure complicity/pure catastrophe/ seductive because it attains 
a point of masochistic stillness/one composed of total movement but not motion in the sense 
of velocity vibrating within its selves/Noise and love are inescapable both involved with 
collision and collusion with alterity and androgyny/a strategy for electro magnetic survival 
in the Post Human world/You love drowned me in the sounds of self predatory 
annihilation/the exterminator of dogmatism/at least disorder expands and fills the void/all 
living art might have been irrational/primitive and complex/it may have spoken a secret 
illogic and left behind documents of paradox infested with the molecular presence of 
vandalism and iconoclastic vehemence/everything existing in the desolate wastes of the 
unconscious is androgynous or asexual/ difference sprawled upon zero an inappropriate 
excess messily exhibited and coupled to an engine sprawling with desire/Time is a plane of 
immanence advancing towards the unheimlichkiet/the submission of ruinous time to 
Ungestalt/the impossible plane of immanence corrodes the mind in a tide of eroticism/the 
eruption of excess/The divine the final guarantor of persistent being the ultimate principle of 
utility is to be erased/ Any passage of text I write to you will be a transgression against 
transcendence the dark and unholy rending of a depth of wound/the violent absence of the 
good and thus of everything that protects the fragility and volatility of the human 
personality/the intrinsic Ethics of Damage/a sound from within the visceral in the form of 
dissipative energetic flow uninhibited by repression/un-pleasure is an increase in the 
quantity of tension as excitation and pleasure to an diminution a rending and abuse of the 
desiring compulsion to evacuate and interrupt the flows of the hyperbolic of that or several 
interactive desires/Indifference as a cognitive act/stricken with weariness which is less 
tolerable than fatigue/the organs are depleted of the power that is deployed in the leaving of 
a trace the marking out of territory/a mould upon death which is overkill/violating all 
human utility based in the divine crimes against the rights of the self to expend itself 
uselessly against the persistence of death/One day we will make love like that every night 
says Ophelia as she entwined her hair with flowers/Each day we will wake up and you will 
teach me to ride the Velobike to the Sentinal shore and I will teach you how to sing the 
subterranean mourning of the Sirens that breathes life into dead body parts and diseased 
organs/we will go into stores that are playing psycho-delic groovy music and dance for five 
minutes and dance out again/I will smoke a cigarette and let you brush my hair/we will eat 
food and dress up in each others clothes and I will outline yr eyes with a kohl pencil/Our 
lives will be filled with laughter and joy that comes from talking and talking/We will have 
notebooks filled with ideas/we will construct sublime things an excess of things we will 
collaborate/I will hide my eyes in pride and embarrassment as you perform outlandish acts 
for the crowd/We will make heaps of money/We will become famous for our respective 
works and our works together/Most of all we will fall into bed every night delirious and 
exhausted 100% sure that this is the right thing for us/I cant wait/Note from Ophelia to 
Vox/ 
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you know how to recognise her in the dark or yet another/doubt yr existence but its not the 
doubt but its that her existence should be yrs/my face reminds me of yrs/but then again my 
face I see in everybody and I hate it/I hate being reminded/I am terrified that I resemble you 
in other ways that I despise the probable possessive/The moment I cease to forget my body 
is no longer my own/I no longer know which faces to avoid/my feet were not made for the 
patience of waiting they keep pacing on the end of my legs/refuse gesture talk and thought 
as it moves from the inner core relentlessly to the surface where it will be deciphered/the 
surrounding error of the observers assurance or judgement/the intoxication of concentration 
the delirium of losing track ending in streets you dont recognise/which one to go down/how 
do you continue to live in a state of constant presentiment of selection without choosing a 
singular outcome imposing a future as precise as yr past even as I agree I still interrogate 
memories of indeterminate approximate failures to know my selves/ divergent/impossible to 
take a grip on any sequence of time/I swerve away in the Zeroid with no intention of an 
ending to the engines irrevocable pounding/but still you will demand that it was me that 
was in motion passing thru a passage leaving you behind/ 
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SIXTY-TWO NEW HUMAN HYBRID/ 

Nils drink Blue Saturn until he was drunk in the evaporative fumes of the alcohol/his 
stomach distends abrasion of the flesh full of deformed surface voracity/some limit has been 
reached/one of cool dejection addictive to substance violation/Ophelias life had been deleted 
from the space time continuum becoming a slow night of shadow/but around him her 
existence continued to flow/running after the pain she will cause in order to overtake it 
before it afflicts the ones she loves/morality is not involved/we invent our loved objects Post 
Human/Vox how glad I am to be living at the close of a world where everything is 
appropriated stolen recycled transitory/identity exploded to such a point that we cant even 
say that it has been lost/Sinister authorities responsible for our own self deception/what is 
forgotten as a condition of autonomous being is that being was never autonomous/ 
melancholia is a recursive self replicating structure continually generating alienation/ all the 
disjunctions of her dynamic existence the tight rope leaves a vital plunge/her wrist fluid as a 
pianist hangs down graceful and loose jointed/ this is how it ends up/its a limit of unreason 
to die young/but only if you want to escape the state of being penetrated by the servitude of 
a depression that no longer has the vitality to drive you to commit the violent act of 
suicide/There is nothing to be afraid of but still I am afraid/She filled her pockets with stones 
and walked into the lake/Ophelia was 30/a selfless gesture not curious about death/when yr 
culture is erased there is a depth of shadow in which she will exist/a continuous move 
towards an unattainable origin/ so there would be some relief/its not something that comes 
after long conjecture/but when you leave the door ajar/ discrete linguistic moments/those 
few seconds unexpected you stand with the rope in yr hand/loaded intonations sublimate 
the inclination of trust to take a risk to remain faithful to a memory/this temporary incident 
of genius folds into a short span of her art of living/I leave my pallid life to the vagaries of 
this transitory age between the Post Human and the Post Digital/without conviction that 
something will change the trace of our obsolescence/waves break down on infinities 
shore/we exist with the one who is forbidden to speak because she lures us on/adorned with 
the memory of disappearance/to exist against and not with/drifting with the hours of 
visceral processes thought becomes radically corporal and inflates the image of 
embodiment/yet everything remains to be done/the inertia of a dead thing needs to be re- 
vitalized/the word to many of memories fragile texts/at night the dreams of death when the 
one dies with the many others/I am in yr logic dog of ghosts and in the breath that torments 
yr lungs with the flame of being unique/there is no instant in which you rest from me/I am 
in eyes yr mind yr hands yr lungs breath my discourse and I yrs/Mouth to mouth 
reflections/Affliction proceeds and exceeds awareness/Quite by chance the stranger here 
switched on the light in the Industrial Cafe/The sky in white flames of dawn/InterFace on 
the grid/ 

The Borshi Boys/They dont care about the InterF ace/They dont want to be part of its 
process/Is that enough to say about their situation?/We dont give a fuk about desire and the 
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InterFace/We dump the space time co ordinates/We stay here at the Industrial Cafe and get 
drunk and stoned and listen to the music/We arouse our hardcore neurotransmitters/our 
motor neurons don't need pornography we spontaneously orgasm on Blue Saturn/But they 
arent at the Industrial Cafe are they?/Where are they in the reciprocity of being?/They are 
nowhere it seems/they are voices in a blank void/But can a void be blank/Isnt it full of anti 
matter?/They are in the Game/out there beyond the stars in Nils head/can there be voices in 
a blank void/its black I know that and there are voices in my head so they speak/But they 
are no place/Yet perfectly visible/just as the InterFace is a miasmic mass of atoms that 
suffuse the body and suck out its electro field the Borshi Boys are voices of molecules/They 
are not even that because they are being "described" without a body incoming memory from 
Subway of 52/Then talked about in the NOW as fully materialized/they have nothing to say 
for themselves/They dont even have names/memory in Kkrate City is short/You don't 
remember me says Intenz?/Underworld City in our plague cold wind of zero rage thats 
what comes to Nils when he think of the Boys/Now how can he remember that?/that 
episode of the imagined we call reality/One is called Intenz because he is the main player 
and at 15 the eldest/ another is called Scrot and another is called Szusza/they are 
androgynes/But Nils didnt know that until a few seconds ago/Information moves slowly in 
cortical time/You have to plug into the hypertext to get a decent velocity of events/They 
have enough desire in their codes to erase Kkrate City/They slouch they are erect and 
tall/One is reading a poem by Bataille/ 

. . .deep in the crypt of the night/together with a fellow voyager in madness/I crossed the line 
into death/which is called hell because police control heaven. . ./Nils want to tell him its a 
shit poem/But its written by Bataille who is written about/and about/the police control 
heaven/a paranoid erection of the XX Phallic/This Boy called Scrot sets the book on fire with 
his Zippo/The one reading keeps reading as the book slowly burns because it is a thick 
book/a part of a burning page floats. . . aborting the human race man is by nature a political 
animal. . ./Im not a political animal/Because I want to compose music that disturbs people 
doesnt make me political does it?/the next line is . . .he who is stateless is either subhuman or 
superhuman. . ./Kkrate City isnt a State/That makes the Boys which?/which brings us back to 
Underworld City in our plague cold wind of zero which is I suspect is where the Boys 
live/Borshi Boys are not at valid space co-ordinates nor do they care to be/scrawled graffiti 
of abduction whiplash signature perpetually retrievable/its a sentence with words and 
means more than it seems but does it mean as "much" as the police control heaven?/How 
uselessly cruel to suggest that it is a bad poem now that he is dead a screem provoked by 
what becomes its own meaningless/He is accused of repetition/But he does this not out of 
fear but because by perpetually insisting he will be understood?/ [Noon]/Bataille is in love 
with the word annihilation/ Ah the recession of extinction/the dying of dying/The erotics of 
erotic/There are loose threads here which I would like to follow up on with you but I am 
getting to my first point about forgetting/and to show you I dont forget I make it now .."..to 
repeat is a sign that one has lost the thread. . . "/the musician drunk on imagination/and 
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conceptual sex like the most passionate consensual sex is a hellucination that comes together 
with the most violent porn on the InterF ace/Nils switches his Synth to low E and flicks on 
the noise generator/He can feel a fever coming on/He is sweating cold rusty black 
flesh/ digital being is the ultimate state of aloneness and the Queen of Solitude resorts to her 
piano to a cold audience of anxiety waiting for the music to come pouring in/If only upon 
the literary malaise/ cannot even remember the content of the crumpled pages strewn about 
the waste bin/or the previous paragraph or chords or anything/No adequate attempt is 
made at recovery/One begins again/What is an end after all/the end is a limit and the Limit 
is The Protocol of Noise which has a last resonance which cannot be avoided/is it not 
permissible to sleep asks Intenz?/Szusza crumples her [empty?] packet of cigarettes and 
throws it at his head/Im not going to the co-ordinates that gap wound of psychophillia/of 
course contrary to what everyone says Bs texts anticipate death as does this one being 
written/an ocean of death where waves have no memory says Nils/So why forget and have 
to begin again to repeat/there is an ice pick in his shoulder from the weight of the Roland 
101/He [Nils] lets out a broken wave of air a reminder of the emphysema Post Verbal that 
will kill him/He coughs/He wipes his nose on the back of his hand/Something inside me has 
undone itself and I am wasting away/ an involution fills this dialect/I sit heavy in the chair 
breathing fast trying to get enough air but mouth of synapse deteriorates into violation [sic] 
of dreams/Nils is running a fever and knows this is the time to be composing/when he is 
burning up inside when his blood fighting infections or death/Must be repeated/by the time 
the Sentinal network locates him he will have escaped into a future where fragments of his 
life will exist perpetually retrievable/I can feel the cold closing in says Nils/Turret guns from 
a Hummer open fire in the distant on a rogue male [XX Phallic ] erotic immune system 
down again/ there has been a revolution in hell the police control heaven/Kkrate City isnt a 
State but the Queen of Solitude controls the Interior Monologue which has the instructions 
about how to cross the Maze/once a specific crime has appeared for the first time its 
reappearance is more likely than its first emergence could ever have been/Nils was slightly 
delirious/He cant remember why he came in to the Industrial Cafe/The book lies in the 
ashtray smouldering blue smoke a wreckage at its end/Unreadable/Scrot has torn the page 
with the poem out of the book/How uselessly cruel how stupid to hand over yr 
consciousness to the InterFace/addiction/Substance abuse desiring escalates thru the auto 
suck and the finger reeking of rectal mucus/Nils wondered if any of these people could 
understand Kwo speak/Getting back to the question of the sound what do you want to make 
of yr life as if it were open to us to make anything?/one shudders perhaps an end/there was 
a beginning and there will be an end and there is some space between which might as well 
be spent at the InterFace as standing in the Industrial Cafe/ 
At what point did we enter this story at what stage were you at yr high point of 
magnificence?/How would you most like to be remembered?/Not for what you have done 
but for what you are/Love is the object of rationalized desire says Nils/Both are verbs and 
adjectives/split infinitives perhaps?/ death will have to wait/Nils breathing is laboured/We 
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dont give a fuk about love and the InterFace says Intenz/all that ultra-violence/Nils walks to 
the window and watches the blind fragments of his life in the winds of objective 
hate/Something was unravelling in his head/He didnt recognise his reflection in the plate 
glass/The Borshi Boys were talking about some runners who tried to make it across the 
Maze without the Interior Monologue/Razor wire has no memory/Cuts thru the callosed 
skin/Contaminated particles drifting up from the Lagoons infect the slashes/Never look into 
the eyes of a Teknoid that is not yet addicted to the InterFace/The Gaze is a weapon of 
possession/the police are in charge of heaven/ 
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SIXTY-THREE A FATAL STRUGGLE FOR SOLITUDE/ 

This is how Nils imagined it would end/ripped sawtooth of relentless disappearance/ cut out 
of the fabric of the heterogeneous indifferent residue/a waste product of a parasitical 
dependence on ritual and fatal collusion of self possession/the vermillion sky over Atomic 
Beach where even the most wrenching uncertainty cannot escape the pull of the tides/faces 
seeing each other for the first time where desire ceases to exist because it is fulfilled/you can 
never be promiscuous enough to satisfy the need to be complicit with agitation of the neural 
circuits/a realisation that Teknoid desire has no history but is awakened every instant to the 
ugliness of superficial clarity/the soft focus of docility/ cool dejection erased in the walk 
away from the scene of an incident/the truck exploded/at first there was a gaseous billowing 
smoke then there was ignition/ExtremaDura went to the back of the truck and into the boot 
where the radiation was less intense/while pulling tools and cases from the boot the lid fell 
and broke his neck/such was the pressure of an anxiety to survive and preserve the moment 
of exposure to Machinic understanding/this paranoia of the self a distrust based on a clear 
understanding of what the other is capable of/this is the sickness of waking up and seeing 
the dawn light again and again/out of the consolation of lack of sleep/I sit in the dark/Nils 
has developed a facial scarring which looks as if the skin has been burnt/ the more he is 
interrogated the more ugly he become/the more the other is attached to him inner disgust is 
manifesting where it belongs/on the outside/does this rate as a deformity or a superficial 
affliction/last night Nils dreamed again about the craft or body/a vitreous fluid he call the 
Zeroid that he made his unconscious travels in while he tried to sleep/it was an 
elongation/ an ellipse/the bottom half of the shape white and inorganic the top section of the 
apparatus fluid glass held in by a dark blue membrane/it hovered in the space between the 
Kkrates emitting waves of sub auditory sounds that vibrated thru the trees and bushes/then 
it rose a meter and moved towards Nils/a space in the dark blue membrane opened and 
inserted a crystal in his forehead/behind him a bush burst in to flames/three women stood in 
the flames/one of them was Ophelia/ all that remained in the house was her answering 
machine and Nils rang it every night just to hear her voice until the service was cutt 
off/what tragedy could be more unbearable than her own death/screems that met each other 
in the Zone of Occupation kept him awake at night/where pain accumulated and became the 
City of Pain/and the double screem marked by the sadomasochistic edge of apprehension 
and the hollow curve of birth reverberated across the Lagoons/The City of Pain is the place 
where things too terrible to recognize happened where abstract cerebral machines of torture 
create a tear in the fabric of excessive agony depletes the resilience of the listener/screams 
puncture the isolation of elsewhere which protects us from pain which cannot be divested of 
its anality or be caused to mean anything less/where forbidden dreams and memories are 
abandoned and exposed to the elements/Do this to remember do that to forget he weeps and 
his tears strip his face back to the bone/Desire unattended will not burn for ever but go silent 
in the end and leave the world in darkness/the normalizing of the psychopathic/The 
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flourishing of bursts of energy die in circles of smoke suggesting that all delirium is 
expansive in the hands of the impulse/attempting to escape the constraints of the normal/ An 
intimate experience between an object and a subject maintains curious specifics/ discharges 
of noise hurled into the yellow dawn are transmitted by notions left over from dreams/What 
a difference between the fluctuation of noise and the brutality of words/What was the first 
word uttered?/The cry of being ejected from the womb?/Naming the unknown by the 
forever/The mutilated word can no longer express its transmission code/No word is capable 
of carrying the passion one wants to send with it/Words from the Screens allow 
metaphysical illusions to assassinate the thin hrs of insomnia the incongruous bleeding of 
tortured inspiration/sometimes Nils sits for hours with nothing to reveal/noise as less than a 
poetic drive towards the need to determine the destruction of words for letters of sounds for 
noise/How long will people hand out responses in the shrunken domain of sound/There are 
more grains of sand in the desert than there are words/Showered with junk of exploding 
stars/That's what the FrontLine is like in this War/Whats left of the human enclave fights it 
out on various sites/In the case of the Zone of Occupation there are only a couple of hundred 
Assassins fighting over dust of Cities long ago turned to rubble/This is a War to 
extermination based on a Fascist Fundamentalist tribalist War that has gone on for 
thousands of years and will continue thru to the ultimate end/But the identity of the enemy 
remains uncertain/Even the most important holy sanctuaries of the dominant powers were 
able to be violated/ 
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SIXTY-FOUR IT IS UNCLEAR WHO EXERCISES POWER/ 

Mirror-Maxx had dead piano flesh thin and inert injured incurable/bruised/staring at the 
nakid hands spread against the glass door of the hospital ward/a weariness of waiting/there 
are men and there are things but I shall pass in silence without knowing the dull effects of 
either/I will not/I cannot be more precise about this movement towards my ruin/and now 
the intention has passed and wild shadows gather around/could not maintain my attention 
to detail in this strange mixture of fluid and solid/this passing between one and the 
other/you scarcely breath but you breath just the same perhaps in this state you feel 
nothing/hear nothing between the intervals/tears gush from his eyes over nothing just the 
pain he had to listen to/as if at the end he was to understand the meaning of living/too late 
better than not at all/Eclatant Tenebres was Mirror-Maxx lover and he was infected with 
him/wasted by time in viral dreams of wasted virility/the smell of rectal mucus/ an extension 
of desire promiscuously erect/which vanishes without ever having to move or constantly 
moving without ceasing but in this matter he has no voice or control/no other image is 
appropriate/his senses tell him nothing about his mans torment/or his involvement in it/a 
brutal trauma has entered the lymph glands/he hears the needle scrap the bone searching 
for a vein wakes screeming at night pinned down by the disease/the weight of his viral- 
ness/the accumulation of deviance the painful tension of withholding/self reflection the 
object of its desire/I place my mouth close to his ear/a confession or a submission/a 
masochism/the mouth opens wide to repeat the reverberating orgasm/sleeps the night 
fitfully/accepts the dawn to compound the inessential rapidly exhausted sentence of his 
collapsing immune system/a specific type of psychic infection/my separation in shifts of 
time not a moment too soon/should I ask questions about this lack of faith I have in his tired 
struggle to reach dissolution/absolution?/I exaggerate my need for him/if I keep talking until 
the language fails in its attempts under all circumstances to keep him here alive with me/to 
strain the connection between his coming and his going/leaving finally a beginning to my 
time without him or his memory/unless I have to be reminded/when something happens/a 
noise that reminds a stifled cry a tight chest a tumour bursting thru the skin and then 
another/ dread phillia of contagion of suffering under surgical precision/I code my desire for 
the delirious to read/The night firmament is abstract density of music sifting listless from 
flung windows/a piano resonates in the distance the tables are set the knives and forks rattle 
in their drawers/I twisted thru the scars of my creation from a labour and a weariness/I am 
Mirror-Maxx using torn photos from magazines newspapers postcards polaroids and 
newspapers/resuscitate The Medicis cartoon of Renaissance faith into a new Century 
hieroglyph unfit for human consumption/I do it for my lover who is dying of [XX Phallic] 
now a source of pleasure with no reference pulverised by time/obliterated by habits of 
sodomy/distressed by the passage of intuition thru an unrepentant libidinal technology/the 
truth of power relations between men/a moment of imaginary immunity obviates the blear 
of his imperative conjunctions/drigs/sex/blood/shit and technology penetrate and excavate 
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his body/the alien body the foreign body/that contaminated the host assimilates at the 
cellular level thru mimesis deforming the codes distorting the harmony of the Interior 
Monologue of containment/the epidemic of a lack of resistance defecating irony and self 
loathing/morality within the corpus to the excess of self annihilation/a paranoid 
resentment/an incapacity for acknowledging ones limits/ abandoned by the promise of a 
future/saturated with life and passion/and out of his distress he cries the noise of engines 
breaking down and breaking out/the pistons ream/the cracked arse/ always the hope stored 
there in his eyes to escape at the last moment/the antigens the phagocytes located within the 
victim/pneumonia and a sarcoma fed on lust for the starfish/see him glow like cracked 
furnace door left ajar the fatty tissue burns to fuel the sickness/he is burning with love and 
because of love/ and in spite of love/ and besides love and without love/pissing cloudy fluid 
of blood and pus/what is unclean and disturbing/no clear transmission systems/we exist in 
absolute malignancy/I secrete my fleshd icons in the head and death rows the sleeping 
marble icon down the river of shit/where the root of bare arsed thought runs ruin against 
the wind drift/listless fevers into the void between the sacred and profane Delphic 
holes/ auricles and vents/we dream on insanities survival a black gape of pain/not enough 
gauze in the Universe to fill the rotting holes in the flesh/visual contagion that consumes 
deeply into the other/raining drops of blood over a gate of human bones dripped in 
excrement/not enough fear in the Universe to open it/I dream of an art so eclipsed by desire 
no museum in the Universe secure enough to hold it/Up the scaffold into the astigmatic 
coughing attic on my back with a candle on forehead/I construct my version of a feral dying 
world in mourning for the loss of meaning/yet for death seen thru yr eyes after the 
withdrawal of my erection here I paint there I pant/a new genesis/plaster ribbed ceiling 
covered in a chasuble of pale blue firmament decorated with gold stars sailing thru 
anthracite galaxies using the seven colours of the Tuscan tradition/in the lower zones at the 
four corners I place the four great crimes of modern history/ Absurdina hacks off the head of 
General Holofernes the endless recreating Toxic Soldier of mans fascination with War 
waged under the Symbolic order of the Despot/while Extremadura the brazen serpent 
strangles the President of Umerica/the Death of Goliath the Electro Media Giant 
assassinated by Vox/the hanging with piano wire of the Fascist Mussolini by BoyDebris for 
heinous crimes against eternity/true to my severe spirit down the middle a sutured slash of 
blood red/the separation of darkness from light with a wasteland in between of pestilence 
and apocalyptic disease/the drunken Noah playing with his cock under the black Nomads 
tent the Original Sin the Heroic Sibyls the adoring Prophets/there is dementia in his 
voice/Using Titians red/Da Vincis lamia the gold haired snake goddess Medusas daughter 
turns gently to her Book of Fuk reads the parable of the barren field where Jeremiah pines 
for his lost Empire/Cumaean Priestess of Rome with terracotta muscles enough to carry the 
nine Sibylline books/inhabits a cave with one hundred mouths singing the fates/and wild 
faced Ezekiel film maker of cyberscapes allegories and porno vids rides his chariot into the 
flaming sun/while I of the Mirror-Maxx diligently reproduce with paper and glue the Sistine 
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Chapel in this space above my sweating roof/It has to do with containment this space could 
be as wide as the universe and still contain with restraint the masochist body retrained and 
subjugated as the last choice of the once skitzoid subject/what remains when everything is 
taken away and only the hum remains/except not everything has been sealed up/the ears 
remain open to the prospect of extermination/ 
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SIXTY- FIVE PHALLIC RAZOR OF VISCERAL ENGINES 

Nils afraid of immediate death repressing continuing drig voyage of anticipation/photo 
falling into imminent future/his recorder twisting a reel of tape a message of total resistance 
playing in reverse/In any event for fanatics the plots and conspiracies of noise lurk 
everywhere/the strategy of finding out what he was devouring as limits of sound/ 
Randomness and order two consecutive equivalents or accomplices in fractured discourse 
on plenitude as aberrant space/I need light tonight/I am tired of my blindness to frontier of 
impossible zero/I want to go to the Terminal End to see GashGrils/we could go together/let 
me dream last nights dream again/I retire to elucidated utterance of scar tissue over deterred 
sonics as a fugue and disappear into sadism of cramped solar flight/recognise hell as the 
spying self/I hear what they say about me/its not a question of arguing/its the InterFace that 
enslaves the people/The Screens are their perceptive extensions/I come to relieve you of 
incumbrance of tendency to be deceived by desire for the obscene/to be oppressed by the 
lurid and groinal pulse/to disconnect the cunning artifice of the perverse subject/thats my 
mission/I am conduit/profile on loan from the Incarnates/ an assignment profile that is 
surgically precise/ disconnect the ideal of the illegitimate/ cut the ropes of the hangman/ shoot 
up liquid rush of haphazard tonal data into minus gravity/no no of course not/ditch the 
abrupt burst of ragged nerve convulsion of performing strange possibilities of hard 
core/burn the hardcopies/shred the ashes over the Black Lagoon/every breath was a tear/the 
melancholy effect of the inorganic nature of water is eradicated by its great agitation and its 
constant play with light/I contact yr turbulent blood/ suicide is a redundant theory/Nils walk 
away with black box of keyboard data/back across the skeletal scaffold of thin concrete 
bridge coated as if corroding metal flake/all surfaces deceive as to what is beneath the outer 
layer/the river/superficial water/because Nils recognized him self in its reflections/the brick 
work a layer of emaciated fibre glass which gave off the odour of shit mixed with fuel 
emissions/catch the excoriating sun located by detail points on a map of ultra terrain/should 
have exhibition stutters Johnny Soon in broken English/Mr Nils yr musak graffiti re-mix 
king master blaster/you speak with yr fingers choke triangular tones into elongated gash 
circles of noise wave form pulse width under regulatory protocols/smeared damage of half 
light strokes synthesizer into desecration of polyphonies/Continuous tracked dimensional 
dataflow overload excerpts to inner monologue/contracting and expanding as if breathing 
the gaps of silence/No clock blank hiss of analogue tape difference rather than digital 
equivalence bland gated envelope follower/Hybrid irrational overlap of tracks decays into 
synapses/ always resist yr fingers eh Nils/shaky hands dead giveaway of sickness for 
drig/but free supply not way things are/his hand cutt thru smoke catch locomotive insect as 
big as anonymity/crawls in his mouth/Nils stare over the bridge rail to the traffic 
below/Freighters rupture the silence and exhume clouds of black and grey diesoline engulf 
us/you give me Soft Wound of Road Debris performance like I see in Metro Gallery big price 
for loada junknoise?/yes/?Else you could have BAD accident/Nils kicked a chunk of 
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corroded concrete onto the road below/Thats not me I dont do performances/Johnny Soon 
sigh/for me you do anything OK/his grip on my elbow is a vice the skin is bruised/he waves 
cellophane bag in my face/lucky its my left arm/what ever you say Johnny/ 
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SIXTY- SIX HALO OF SILENCE AND RESISTENCE/ 

Screen eyes vibrate thru Kkrate City/The repressed today is of the body under the revolution 
of Information demanding more hard drive more neural processing at greater velocity/Ride 
corroding music beam back to Desert of Nagazaki/ Avarice is a fine skin covering the 
genitals of the male erection/To screw is to aspire to enter another person consensually or 
otherwise/ 

close contact with the place of mens Other has been constrained by gender War and the 
annexation of consciousness by the Sentinal Beings/ contaminated by men searching for 
revenge/the Grils they inhabit the space of mens Other as a fortress against Teknoid [Phallic 
XX/] always a blank space of muscular iron bars and abrasive sinews/Nobody went there 
except the Queen of Solitude who located the Other/mens feminine/in the Interior 
Monologue/men had forgotten how to speak the instinctual Interior transferring this to a 
drive impulse to identify with the self to the InterFace for libidinal arousal and the 
appearance of satisfaction/Instincts are amenable to psycho symbolic takeover and rewired 
as sexual drives so that even the instinct to eat becomes a sexual drive/actions were 
ingrained automatic the synapses irritated by the images of the Screens flooding the gap 
with Dopamine/ group driven and focused on the addictive relationship with the InterFace 
monitored by the Screens and the Machinic which become part of the male perception of 
their self exteriority of embodiment/What could men say of their psychosis/I know where I 
am but I do not feel as though Im at the spot where I find myself/Outside the InterFace I am 
a dispossessed becoming/ space seems to be a devouring force pursuing marginalising and 
digesting and ends by replacing the self/the body separates from thought moving towards 
the more pleasurable/he breaks the boundary of his skin he feels himself disintegrate and 
become space/dark space where things cannot be found or reside/He needs the 
light/Perpetual gash of illumination/no longer a sexually determinate subject but a 
perversely determined object/Neurons attempt to divest themselves of excitation as rapidly 
as possible/Once looped into the InterFace the synaptic arousal electrical discharge is 
relentless as the endogenous neurons attempt to satisfy point of arousal/the drive 
transforms and transcends the instincts becomes an addiction/ 

Nils minimized his state of synaptic excitation focusing on his impulse to couple with the 
Synthesizer aroused by certain combinations of noise and tones/the pleasure of the noise 
overcomes the resistance which allows for the neuron to discharge and connect with the 
chain of neurons/Only those stimuli invested with enough affect and repeated enough times 
gain the force to achieve conscious exploitation of the imagination/This was how Nils was 
different/His neurons were thru repetition permanently modified/he was no longer labile to 
sensual desire/The drive attaches itself to a fantasmatic object/The instinct to a real need/His 
obsession with noise was his only means of protection against the dim memory of a terrible 
beginning as a surviving abortion from the City of Pain/Before the nights of the 
DogMan/His ability to deviate his drives from his instincts a lethal weapon able to outweigh 
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its fictional limit a thought-less shadow/but rather than an imaginative drive aroused by the 
sensual Nils instincts and drives were aroused by the imaginative/which is the compulsion 
of embodying fantasy into an endogenous expression/who wants to enter noise in a 
hysterical manner ?/de sire aims at nothing above its own proliferation or self expansion/the 
will to action is more interesting than the completed action/frequent delays halts waiting 
and interruptions to the crude shock of the image of minimal devices made of light 
suspended in the air/Nils along with other marginalised subjectivities discharged vast 
amounts of pure uncontaminated irrational imaginative energy/It was the mission of the Lie 
Detektor to hunt down the liminals and transmit this energy to the membranes of the City of 
Pain/ 

The Lie Detektor interrogates a suspect using a repetitive text of fictitious questions drawn 
from Cinema visuals unfamiliar to the person being interrogated/edits of sample noise 
played at mental excess of volume used to disorientate/Draws his conclusions from the grim 
warning that even words will come to an end/a black thirst for silence and a night for 
blinded women/Indeed we are elsewhere and the male Mantis is impregnated by the female 
Mantis and becomes the living incarnation of the act of being eaten from the inside out/some 
limit has been reached in this delirium of the male Mantis which arouses a saturation point 
of death and production of life/the masochistic Mantis has a taste for pain that does not 
spring from a lust for pain but from the hope of procuring by means of pain a strong 
sensation raising the threshold of what is bearable/to the female he is just an egg 
machine/she has no interest in either his Interior Monologue or his metaphysical fate as 
devoured thing/her only love is for the orchid and the black lily/ And so with the InterFace 
replacing the unconscious which is composed of nothing but perceptions which strive for 
conscious expression/ 

Nils wants to know what the Lie Detektor wants from him/The Lie Detektor places a gun on 
the table between them/Desire does not construct permanent multiplicities/it is Nomadic 
and meandering/This body is divested of fantasy a body without psychical or secret 
interior/I am interested in yr imagination/the imagination is the neural network before the 
conscious the unconscious/I will present you with a random sample of images and sounds 
and I want you to respond spontaneously/The imagination holds the infinity of cerebral 
perfection/I warn you Mr Urstatt that these are questions that I know the answers to/As 
Blanchot said and if I speak it is with the voice of others a voice other than mine which 
somehow accuses/interrogates and obliges the other to answer for a silent affliction they 
bear without awareness/ 

As you can see Mr Urstatt we are in a railway freight yard and there are robots climbing 
out of the rail trucks and fighting with robots that look exactly the same as them/that our 
existence itself implies guilt is proved by the fact that we fear death and would sell our 
dying to live under any conditions/Macht is the machine the functioning of the 
possible/There is a nightmare interlude of cellular panic life suspended between two 
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ways of being/what does memory pursue during sleep?/ 

. . .to write what one is forbidden to read/ to think the repressed outside the control of the 
instincts/sleep drifts from the corpse/can an ear be more or less closed?/our encounter with 
the real is a missed appointment/Is this an interpretation or a situation in which in place of 
plenitude there is not lack but becoming more or less a case of death perpetuates itself 
eternally/The House of the Law strikes the word in the throat with muteness and nothing 
falls except the illusion of collapsing into our tomb which is in the future waiting passively/ 
sound without words a psychical identity in full flight or a psychotic 
adornment/Nothingness cannot be counted on to end anything/we do not have death in 
front of us but more existence/it is a case of the Machinic being opposed to the machine/qua 
human/everyone who shows a mask to the world has one that is hidden/ death at the 
intersection of presence and absence/at this point dream memory concentrates on space of 
heavy addiction focus on Subway of 52 port of exit/ 

The intensity of the decay of the will that extinguishes thought/What were you thinking 
about when you composed the Protocols of Noise?/ 

I compose by excluding myself and entering a fugue state sampling noise and text/I think 
noise as text/each word a tone/each tone an over-tone of excess to distortion/What is the 
body as instrument capable of in the face of the new paradigm of velocity and flows of 
Information?/nothing but noise of panic at lack of access/They are constant replies in the 
form of flows and intensities of sinuous inspiration/Dirt as auxiliary signals a site of possible 
danger filth and contamination/Dust and decay mixed with bodily fluids the piss and shit of 
metabolic process/he is eating his words his codes are consumed/the shit moves slowly thru 
the intestines dehydrating and hardening removing excess fluids/The mind is a place of exit 
and entry of the cerebral shit emanating thru the mouth/moving beyond the terms of the 
enemy fully aware that there are no ideologies to fall back on/Only positions of hysterical 
irrational power/Where truth evaporates and nothing is certain/Seduction runs out of 
idolatry/The Screens are tormenting me at the edge of my subliminal catastrophe of 
insomnia/The Protocols make the long periods of insomnia bearable/Excess of Information 
unexpressed in life is used to create the noise of my Protocols/ 

What is the mission of Lemme Caution?/You see him enter the Hotel room and 
investigate its contents/He has a gun/This gun/ 

Authentic madness is a mortal illness of words attempting to explicate multiplicity of 
visions unique to them/ superimposed cages of images that define sleep awakened by 
anything that is deaf to the universe of Phillia/re versed you can read deserted streets and 
find nothing but slashed sky/The Borshi Boys kick to death an old man in a culvert/what 
remains without what fails to remain is the fragmentary membrane that keeps us apart/faith 
as the ideal permanent virility of a cunning eye/It is not important to use the gun/it is from 
this point of view that the relation of the gun to power is decided/Lemme Cautions mission 
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is to save the Gril from the Machinic Alpha Ville/If she looks back out of the rear Zeroid 
window as they leave City she turn to salt/This is the advantage of not knowing how to 
communicate with others/ Affection is artificial/ 

What is the difference between the persistence of GroinEngine in using the word FUK 
and the ugly perversity of Mr Caution?/ 

Noon explodes in the darkness of its angular strength/What is the noon tide of discontent 
under the solar latency of fuk?/Don't look back as she is driven away/Why???/I have told 
you/Viscosity repels in its own right to be either solid or liquid/Such bodily waste drops so 
that he might live/Lemme Caution faces the emergence of anti Fascist clusters of sub cults in 
the City of Pain/Privileged zones of sensation/unlike messages to be deciphered on a 
body/are a superficial identity/ an enigmatic identification with a desire to be dangerous/the 
bourgeois identify the earring and the tattoo as identity with radicalness of 
GroinEngine/The noon tide of discontent is a map of barbarism with the inscriptions of 
excess carved on its back indicating that there is no noon in perpetual darkness/Essence is 
fabricated as is subjectivity and the body image is a continuous process/hearing a Zone of 
Occupation of violence where sound waves crash into noise/ and deformed by the cadences 
of the Sirens constantly dying but never dead/becoming tatters and gash of inconsistent 
sores and rotting scabs/the Fuk is a disgust of ejaculation a loss of precious bodily 
fluids/Gonorrheae lies dormant for years gradually blocking the fine tubes and seminal 
corridors with scar tissue until there is no circulation and the testes swell with pus the 
colour of unused semen/not that clear vibrant jet stream of passion/The perversity of ugly is 
genetic and is blinded by death resurrected by sexual products such as syphilis which eats 
the face and is treated with lead sulphur and cocaine ground into a paste and smeared over 
the pustules/it is the odour of the autopsy that kills its victims/The expletive fuk takes into 
account the anti-oedipal complex/ 

Extrema dura is showing her friends her Apartment in the suburbs of Paris/she falls from 
the window/or was she pushed/what is the origin of bad conscience between men and 
women?/ 

Her isolation in the NOW is delirious/She tries to focus on the invisibility of dying which is 
inevitable near sleep state of fugue/she has become unreliable to herself/she isolates herself 
deep in the crypt of the night/We cannot recall our dreams because we were not there in the 
night that they came thru to us/In this sense we are always in debt to memory/remembering 
is a constructive process of the imagination/the failure of the last hour of sleep when the 
mind is in deep space moving towards the tragedy of the last moment/I am half awake 
sliding inexorably towards escalating the nervous system to engage with the crypto maniac 
paranoia of permanent sleep/Rimbauds heart of sleep his invincible need for rest/I am half 
awaken covered in vowels of this long dream called life/"Sleep in a nest of flames'71 am 
deprived of the deception of myself and there is no logic in my thought which is the ideal 
language of expression/Not words/ 
The poet is in the limousine/he is turning the dials on a radio inspired to write poems 
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from the repetitive words that turns language away from itself/Is this originality or 

appropriation?/ 

The irrationality of a thing is no argument against its existence rather a condition of it as 
background noise of exhumation/This is the nature of poetry/worthless outside the heat of 
passion humiliating to read after the fact of desire that created it/sources of his torture/stand 
long enough in the sun to the point of extinction/Penis warrior on full speed to the way 
questions of execution were piling up/journey thru the black anus to the underworld/Who is 
shot?/Violence can do nothing to the paradox of dying which is the interruption of the 
incessant interval of NOW/The Poet has always been a disjunct of death/ 
Life is soon enough a forgotten affliction from which even God annuls himself/I repeat this 
again/Desire neither consents nor denies it is that reserve of feeling which cannot be 
felt/Death fell in love with the poet/This is the order of things/ 

The Japanese man is on the toilet ramming lengths of rusted iron up his thighs and 
forearms/His hands become multiple guns/ 

After the death of metal eroticism Iron Man sleep thru oblivion like a shark in a wave 
heading for Atomic Beach/breakdown of doubting cannot doubt itself/the fear or error 
chokes on mouthful of amputations/He tries to annihilate himself by turning himself into a 
gun/To what purpose/His sleep cannot come back to itself depleted of eroticism/Suicide is 
always apart from truth or thought/The self is propelled to that place forbidden to 
all/Mutilation is a state outside the imaginary co ordinates of the psychotic space/an 
undetectable emotion and an inexplicable attraction to self laceration where fear is 
undesirable a lack of fear that is hard to fathom/ 

Body Count is in the House/Thru what night do they make their way and remind us that 
there is no interval between dreaming and waking?/ 

Bleed the last scrap of this old heavy metal frontier barrier against ambient discharge as 
incoherent murmur of trespass on the Law of the streets/There are more black men in prison 
than in College/Thermo nuclear time has run out for the Interior Monologue at the limit of 
the subject outside of the subject in the beyond which is memory intact from the 
imagination/She is comfortable only in the presence of not the minimal but the nothing at all 
which fills her/Black is the absence of colour a tonal range moving from everything to 
nothing/absolute colour is now the void/Black is a suspect a nihilist who negates not 
incrementally but everything at once/No private life/keeping a secret/a thought/an 
intimacy/a memory unrecalled/there is nothing left for anyone to do because everything has 
been done and the only right left is the right to death/This is the Reign of Terror of the Black 
which is colourless and sees clearly in the tomb as easily as the night/ 
The Japanese Woman is shovelling sound and sand out of her house/The Desert of 
Nakazaki is on the move/She will be buried alive if she stops digging/Truckloads of sand 
go to the SandBlaster in Kkrate City /The young boy shovels it into the furnace to dry/ 
Disordered souls fashion their own dark fate/unseparated the curtain as place of arrest and 
detention/ disengaged time is radio active/the narcissist is obsessed with her self cant get 
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enough her warm tongue caresses her thigh expect resistance to sad furtive hand/She is not 

going to the co-ordinates that gap world of psycho Phillia/Just to die is always 

lethal/invisible and has no other relations except with death/The women is burying herself 

in repetition of emptying a grave that will be filled by the obsolescence of her obsession/ 

The Poet is walking hand over hand along a wall back into time/He sees the past moving 

in the opposite direction/Why does he sense that madness is a kind of vigilance 

collapsing the presence in the obscurity of the interval/ 

It appeared to be so much indeed everything and is actually empty that is to say empty of 

meaning and not opposition/spatial latitude leads to the bifurcation of the Machinic and the 

Screens/The book lies in the ashtray smouldering/a tension at the edge of uninterrupted 

continuity of a manifestation of violence/The body does not belong anywhere but in 

thoughts of relentless noise/ 

Here is this image we are at the Mineral Springs and the Director is trying to become 

inspired to finish his movie/What is his tactic?/ 

He was not bent but broken by the apparent difference between fiction and apparent 

reality/Hanged man dragged along by wheel of sorrow hooked up to machinery of 

desire/dark he wheels the star of catastrophe/What is thought within the addiction to the 

InterFace the pornography turns us away absolutely because it attracts us 

absolutely/Adultery is his only solution/His form of addiction that stimulates the back 

brain/He is always in love with the Gril/This is his tactic/He is convinced that he is never 

awake/He is a spectator in life/ 

Jargon of Erzats/Language is more real that what it speaks about/The transition from the 
conscious to the unconscious is predatory and full of the memory of lost multitudes/ 

Do you know what secret grief had made me sad/dreary events heavy with sweat of 
coitus/yr body burns that of the other with some life still not lived in the future/You have 
not answered to my expectations/Night is foreign to the vigilance of insomnia which is the 
unthought searching for release/ 

After the Sirens/Forgetfulness can not efface that which was never inscribed or 
remembered leaving traces which have been obliterated/The voice of the Sirens does not 
seduce has no melody but a chaos of noise that sends men mad into asymmetrical 
intonations/Un-dying in the convulsions of the brain/ 

You can only know what you have thought about/what is the use of the joys of 
contaminated data unless the parts can be erased and replaced/There is an immediate 
significance here for everyone/Transformations occur and actions unfold and in the black of 
night when I say I am asleep real death has occurred for I have once again recognised the 
void of not being in the future/In one thought I have stepped out of history and become the 
past/No longer in motion but covered in dust and bone ash/ 

The Lie Detector seeks not the truth but the imaginatively astounding and mainlines this 
energy back into his neural Membranes/This is his fix his addiction/He observes while his 
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avatar Dr Degout questions/reality is never more than a part of the imaginary/intrinsic 
value does not exist/I can only give you an approximation of yr state of arrest within the 
regime of the practical ends of existence/Yr imagination is excessive and irrational/who 
remembers a violent argumentative line as well as a horrific photo/the visual dominated the 
linguistic/just call me Dr Degout/Is the lie part of artifice?/ are you a Communist?/Have you 
ever been a Communist a Marxist a Socialist Leninist left wing Freudian Feminist 
Homosexual Atheist and have you ever believed in the false prophet?/Why do you think 
you will commit suicide before yr 23 birthday/that eye has been there for centuries don't 
you know it?/Will the Apparatus save you?/From what?/Havent we finished with the Post 
as definitive state theoretically speaking/ 

Nils lights a cigarette/Is there any other manner of speaking?/swarming with the limitless 
deferral of detours and dissimulation/I am after the fact of being exposed to the NOW/the 
post keeps watch as if waiting for an awakening which has already happened/What can I 
say?/It was movie I saw last night about Jacques Rigaut/my head is full of it the fragile 
contact with the old friends the hungover addict smokes a cigarette in the rain near a 
Cafe/so handsome such exquisite luggage/leather satchel with his drawing pad and notes 
carefully placed in each compartment/then the zip up/the click of lighter/who pays for his 
voluntary internment?/the futile game of chess with the psychiatrist/to understand 
melancholy/to misunderstand/what is it that is false in psychiatry ?/the interpretation/the 
listening and what is not heard/what is lost in the multitude of psychosis cannot be found in 
the blood/it coagulates in the fragmented dispersion of the self/ selves/if you ask enough 
questions for long enough you get an approximate answer/it can be drawn out like agony/ 
Paul is in a Sanatorium for alcoholics/he locks the door from the inside/ arent we all 
suspicious of something?/of everything/for me it is life/for me it may be people/Paul moves 
his Queen indiscriminately/He is not in the room but a space of the fragmented outside of 
life/How does he sleep?/in the arms of insomnia?/There is suspicion behind the locked door 
of psychiatry/it is in the injection that prevents the re-uptake of serotonin/The 
inhibitor/Under duress and beyond the duress of the consensual delirium/Psychosis cannot 
be taken from you nor can it be given over to the subject as a proposed cure/Lie the killer 
weapon of paranoiac or clever adventurer traversing the velocity of life which passes thru 
the NOW with its lack of time/overloaded man with notion that there is nothing composed 
of life to compare with the exstasy of death/the other time where there can be no question of 
sleeping/the dead sleep of exposed unconsciousness that lives in Paul/the Transit Lounge 
distorted anamorphotic desire without pleasure lost in strange words of 
diagnosis/suspended form of excitement that gradually depletes as resistance to the 
treatment proceeds/His existence is no longer a lived event but an impoverished dying/am I 
a doctor or patient under injected etherealized life/reflected rolls with a silent switch/Vox 
says it will just happen without intervention of medical ethics/the gene pool vulnerable in 
the short term/under the searching mobility of inertia noise ferments sex-plosions of passive 
intercourse knowing that some anti agent is out there in the Desert and the wall of sand is 
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moving towards the West/The noise of silence resists recuperation/ an excess of 
communication as interminable torment of the inability to speak the symptoms as other than 
negation/Paul tears up his manuscript lay on the bed and shoots himself in the 
heart/Something intangible ceases to exist in me/The assumption is that he has lived his life 
as a habit that no longer has any consequence/Suicide is the only issue worth thinking 
about/Mortality is approached rather than avoided/ 
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SIXTY- SEVEN EYEBALL OF BLOOD SEEKS DIRTY RESTRAINT/ 

An archaeology of road debris/hands off the wheel AO torn jean leg presses accelerator this 
white Zeroid hurls itself along Brunswick Road/hard bluestone edge to the Richmond 
Underpass/Nils is exhausted by the 70mm film engineered wounds and impacts of Ballards 
movie Crash Debris/ some existential romance seen thru a rear view mirror/the dying 
chromium collapses head on into Post Human sexuality/leaking engine fluids without 
referents without limits to the trauma that rent their functionality/physicality of passion 
empty across the luminescent dials that indicate the last temperature and oil levels/Leaving 
the Valhalla Cinema Kkrate City frozen to the bones hardly sexual/ AO and Nils talk of loves 
deceits/the concept of devotion as strategy for possession/a rhetoric of desiring injustice in 
the name of desire made inert by the paradox of irrational terrorism/and almost return to a 
pre industrial artefact of lust/each story calibrated to be more cruel than the last/now in peak 
hour idling quiet on the edge of human town/into the emptiness of a proliferating infected 
open dimension which closes off thoughts horizons with threat of a system of pain and 
seclusion/Nils thought of Absurdina and her collection of Zeroid body parts from Road 
Freighter crash sites/the shattered red indicator plastic the cracked glass headlights/blood of 
the victims smeared on the windscreen/each fragment heavy with death/Perhaps the 
condition of the recluse/not only what was said under disengaged time under slow 
anachronic intervals/but who was speaking from the perspective of the corpse under post 
mortem/Was it a Celibate Autopsy?/was it a noise or a word trying to seal death out?/who 
can tell/between us is a pragmatics of obligation to anticipate the others expectation of a 
frantic search for identity outside of pure imagination of first impressions/ 
Nils grammar of desire is insidious his data of seduction is plagiarised his tightly clenched 
teeth a vicious antidote for boredom and suppression/the veins that swell at his temples the 
decomposing skin on his fingers/his hands look old and weary in the slanted low slung 
afternoon/receding hairline/deaf in one ear does any of this bother you?/Yr ears hear the 
instructions of the Screens demands for access to you genetic codes in the way a wound 
receives contaminated blood and infection/Processing the world into meaning of 
desperation hardened to a point of impossible salvation/ driven to operate in a primitive 
environment human consciousness soon degenerates into less sophisticated barely coherent 
reality/ an organ of limitations lacking control its failure thru noise to decipher the fantasy of 
sense within speeds and durations of response/you cant close an ear the way you close an 
eye or a mouth/But the Screens are on line/one must prepare for what one may become in 
the next instant/Nils is a loathsome vice with serious pathological inborn reflexive 
complexities He only know the body of a sleeping invalid/whose subjectivity fades away 
into the mess of shit an uncontrollable bowel of irritable cortex inflammation/I am in flight 
from the impossibility of coupling with this woman who utilizes my empathy and wish to 
please/I wait for the being in you to open up to me but you are resilient and have a 
contempt for the security of things such as intimacy and secrets/We talk of the surface of our 
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visibility as the hinge of our points of contact/will the noises of desire coincide?/ 
You cant adjust to the Post Human an experience which is not yet a lived event/there is 
nothing to anticipate/The long night of failed dreams the human as vanishing quantity in 
the revolutionary equation/Escape yr externally imposed strong convulsions of 
anonymity/just states and processes of constant transformations that leave Nils 
breathless/dont you think the risk factor is worth the elimination of yr reason to 
resist?/ collapse into an other ontology ?/the end of the world will be when a woman awakes 
finally from her state of drigged amnesia/how do you survive the act of recalling that which 
is at the limit of the male subject?/Sterility and the failure of the ability to reproduce/Moving 
to the open-ness of the androgyne/Nils thinks his mind is a collection of mental events 
experienced and interpreted by his memory and his central nervous system/When he is 
silent he feels he merely exists rather than experiences being/Being is given to Nils by the 
onto logical assumptions that come along with his language/a horizon of unspoken 
background meanings/ without language he merely exists/It is the interruption of thought 
into language that allows for his becoming being/This is the will to power of the 
Screens/Disrupting the locus of his way of being in the event of language in use coupled 
with an openness to the being of the other/Taking the impossible as a point of 
departure/how to communicate even a single thought the reduction to a collision of a 
multiplicity of possible co ordinates/I say what you think I mean in allowing my 
becoming/Nils was silent/ 

The Singularity has its program of elimination/of eradicating the ability to maintain focused 
neural consciousness at the point of attempted docking of neurotransmitters receptors with 
the synaptic fluids/prevents neurons forming interconnected circuits within the central 
nervous system disrupting perception and thought/a weak synapse will not reach the 
threshold for action/synaptic plasticity is disrupted/strong action potential limited/memory 
trace weak/ 

Disrupts binding to receptor by initiating a traumatic signal/short circuits modifiable 
synapses which are memory storage elements by inhibiting distribution of Glutamate/ 
Nils considers the seeming intractability of his position about not going any further with 
using his Protocol of Noise as a defence against the Screens/The Codeine War Machines 
move closer each day with their excessive weaponry reducing all in its path to a state of 
absence/biological disaster of the Black Lagoons expands seeping thru the sands of the 
Desert of Nagazaki/ drifting contagions that disrupted the neurotransmitters/Control 
Apparatus pressure to jack into the InterFace/feeding the Screens with media-speak/The 
Queen of Solitude was already exhausted from waiting for her incantation to end/by 
restricting her needs to a few essentials she avoided siphoning energy away from the 
Interior Monologue which was the link between her and those resisting the Sentinal 
Beings/If there was an imperative to persist it was thru coupling of several others to 
continue with the human Game/ 
Nils felt incandescence of desire for Anna Ophelia but had not been attracted to Veydra 
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Synth the woman who inspired him the most/our attachment is tenuously focused perhaps 

becoming/ affirming intense passion unlikely angles with elaborate subterfuges bought on 

by slightly open perilous intimacy/I place in its path the persistence of chaos which 

pornography breeds within the lure of silence/our greatest pleasures and most dangerous 

enticement/a neural rather than an moral issue/There is nothing to judge about the choice 

other than one lives and the other dies/the very absence of a balance of ethics/How to 

choose?/the irresistible levers of night fold the angle of shadows under halogen light/the 

cigarette lighter illuminates the inside of the Zeroid/Nils watches Ophelia's outline waver in 

the light/AO shifts down a gear and hits the corner curb/She has a question/This is out of 

character/ 

What happens to those left in the human enclave who fall outside the parameters of 

unendurable suffering of absolute disruption of waking and sleeping?/ 

Nils sighs/They converge far from equilibrium and lose their hold on the continuous surface 

of the human/they starve in expectation and choke on humiliation/they are sick of 

apprehension as an end or an act in itself/sucked dry by images of the InterFace disposed of 

by the Crematoria the Road Sweepers dawn run to clean the gutters of syringes and 

corpses/burden of souls with blocked orifices burning with thought and decaying 

memory/they despair of years of attempts at normalizing the psychopathic borderline/it 

makes no difference to the possibility that dying is one way of seeing the metaphysical/If 

effacement of the human cannot be stopped except by a restoration of interiority of the 

intellect which forms human continuity/becoming the Machinic is not an alternative a 

shadow outside of our time and space/I am disturbed but thats the way it is and it can only 

deteriorate/ 

Where are you staying tonight?/ 

Late night rates for a bed with creaking springs and lumpy kapok mattress/the stink of 

sweat and urine ugliness used for access to a few wakeful hours of sleep/The rutted streets 

were shiny with black rain and Kkrate City was a distance away the other side of 

3am/ thought and illusion and reality are moving apart living in internal rivalry and Nils 

wearied and medicated could go no further than the end of the street/ 

Out of the Subway baseball caps backwards hacked and ragged hair sideways they pour 

baggs flapping runners unlaced/stinking of patchouli oil/hissing aerosol strike force makes 

another assault on the facades of the Corporate Incorporate/leaving a trail of evidence along 

the Perspex walls of the City of Pain/now bigMac packs stuffed with syringes and used 

condoms the real takaway generation eats and fuks on the run/from the safety of the Zeroid 

I see it all/they scuttle from lamp to lamp iridescent gangs of scratch talent following a 

steady beat/Ratboy/tin-fish/screem/scrot/Borshii Grils and Intenz whiplash signatures on a 

mission to trace out eternity in indelible lurid neon paint/ 

You are scared of us/there are so many Assassins/we stalk you/blank wall xerox tones 

splashed of red and white sea of mad symbolic alphabet/ dialogue secretes over the 

whitewash sheets of concrete/squint bass drum/ the demand of want is ruthless and 
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neutral/we have no consciousness or consequences/there is no analysis only response/We 
are mutant/Hybrid/ sub-cult/burning the hate that enthrals us/ death arrested as languages 
exteriority encased in a second layer of skin/I have no time for you and yr persistent desire 
to slide outside of meaning interrogating itself/for I am exhausted by restraint and all that 
prolongs it/Catastrophe/inquisition/a frontier of Desert constantly moving/clear audible hiss 
less musak/the passage into the region of despair has no reward for the accomplices/it seeks 
to be alien to itself and to others and finally to alter other whose ears are filled with noise of 
pleasure/ 
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SIXTY-EIGHT A SELECTIVE MECHANISM 

The cigarette we share materialises depthless celibate implications of time under notorious 
sonic affects of submission to commitment/in yr case AO the unexposed passage of desire 
born in past folding curvature of memory coupled with expectations shallow complicity/ the 
haphazard mood of desire the mad density of uncertainty/the catastrophic despair of 
adultery/the travesty of entiche/that fatal word of desires exuberance/besotted/I loved you 
deeply and there could be no other after you/uttered in haste and paid for in angst/in the 
end you hate the perversity of what you cant acquire temporarily/or wont be given free of 
demands or commitments/fear and despair do strange things to a tribal cipher like passion/a 
collective terror that intrudes on the margins of self recognition/lack only makes sense and 
suffers when some object of arousal personifies and embodies it/a common dilemma facing 
all passionate beings who lack restraint/and so the wasted present makes me regret at how 
much the sentience of death pronounces its imminent arrival and distributes strategies of 
corruption amongst the living/ seeks to be alien in order to discover what else is able to 
replace the exposure of deceit/forms shift sewn from the filaments of a literal damage or 
violent destruction trapped in prohibitions of silence/prescriptive and yet sceptical of a 
ruthless instinctual urge to maintain a core of virility/I am a witness to a story yet to unfold 
between the rise of the Digital Age and its almost instantaneous fall into the invisible/A 
dimensional crisis that eludes the capacity of the human eye to engage and the central 
nervous system to respond to such a totality/Intransigent paradox of signals without 
dilemma the object of performance and empty low tech delay drawn into a crevasse of self 
absorption/the compressed circularity of desire irresistible and centrifugal/ craves a pattern 
of convergence a soft distortion which seeks release in random access corridor to sleep and 
entry to a deeper entrenchment of psychotic state of visceral spark/fear the sub vocal 
dimension of the Sirens murmur which builds into a series of melodies that puncture the 
ears at their limit of hearing/invariably drawing you into the interior of profane noise/this 
series of notes are single and yet form a ubiquitous hollow wail that coagulates in the air 
over the City of Pain/ some notes strike the heart others the feet departing and returning to 
haunt you/imagine what you heard as a tension of will if you can/inspiration of an unknown 
language whispered behind closed fist swarm the absolute state of movement an interval of 
floating time/inserted in mouth amplified by techno-logical time in which form is constantly 
constant fading and reassembling from the ruins of the previous passage of 
duration/ compunction a life sentence to react and recall synaptic sign wavers as backward 
glance contacts with head full of electronic noise/You like it that way Veydra Synth?/softens 
the blow of the flow of neural rush liberating the particles of an anonymous matter not 
audible to itself/CD jacked into ear sockets volume/so loud she can hear it from other side of 
Road Freighter/ cannot talk over the screem of the engine the whining gears the slouch of 
under inflated tyres more surface area on the sand perhaps/the noise level never diminishes 
an endless conversation within itself spreading thru the frame echoing in the panel work/the 
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routine of radio talk a sentence here a dub of musak erases any retainable thought/hiss of 
sand thud of exploding shells into dunes forming soft round edged craters/small fan on the 
dashboard has its own particular signal of distress/a low level grind as the gears clog up 
with dust/sliding in thru the side vent windows/ as gravity increases less noise will be 
revealed/Held in the grip of its magnetic source/the world of illusions now dead and buried 
giving way to delirium lost in the most inaccessible folds of significance/Who holds the 
prerogative of violence under the Sentinal Beings?/Is there such a state?/the violence of 
separation of the human from the consciousness is redeemed in the flood of continuous 
desire generated by the InterFace/but is this punishment ?/It is no act of judgement/What lies 
revealed by the death of man?/the silent glowing recesses of desire/Veydra was overcome 
by the intimately nocturnal state of the journey/the drive of sex coiled in death an exaltation 
of flattened monotony/the Machinic unveils the paroxysms of the power of the solitary to 
exhume terror from the deepest surface of the cortex/she cannot see the end of the night 
because she stands elsewhere/a contrivance of rejection without warning/not even the 
finality of death/the slash/blocking the flow/a delinquent wound lasting into infinity/the 
abominations of the interior split and spewed onto the pile of corpses missing in action/a 
delirium that prevents one from going insane/a slashing of selfhood/indicating the gap 
between desire and prohibition/ 

I hate those key changes explains AO the way they drop from csharp to c or a bflat I much 
prefer the upward key changes especially in wavering Siren voice/Japanese is best or 
German/ deep glotalised unheimlichkiet/I loved living in Japan/The way the men sit with 
their legs spread wide/ 

Watch yr anxiety rise as the wine in the bottle shrinks or the coffee dragged on sip by sip 
recedes until its cold skin wrinkles/Game logic of exterminated avatar identities whirl thru 
the streets/you not only harmonise and extend out into my space you are the space thru 
which I walk/the sound of yr accent a voluble extension of the cells and synapses of yr 
thoughts/I collapse into the crime of optimism/encoding signals and eyes radiate 
interpretation that lips fail to enunciate/until the data of contact is overwhelmed with 
affection with compassion and spills over the power impulse coating each object in a sheen 
of atonality/holding in my sadness/My Synthesiser is an antidote and supports the weight of 
the emotional upon the structure of intellect/sometimes I break down with that tortured 
body ache that free fall stomach cascade into what is not mere future representation but an 
actual here and now state of fatigue and panic/how much we have changed?/imagine 
various departure scenarios kept secrets from the others/coffee/cigarettes and eating 
shortness of time stands for the whole of being together/loitering in book shops buying 
flowers staring in windows at African masks/perhaps accreting other acts of behaviour as 
the polarities idolise each other from a respectful distance/outside the Desert of 
Nagazaki/We drift off target as if set free from a cell of reproach and restraint/evocation 
affectively charged and emitting presence as we step into the arena of the street to tangle of 
hybrid gestures of strangers to Cafe walk along sidewalk in a jagged line others step aside/to 
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Zeroid seat/termination of adventure/the state of intimacy defusing like an explosive device 
failing to ignite/greater sense of reality in the script than the physical tropes which tears 
itself from the inexorable march of the delirious departure/her solitary suitcase left open on 
the floor with the bare necessities of the journey/ always waiting/ 
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SIXTY-NINE THE INDECIPHERABLE SUBTEFUGE OF SPEED/ 

Vox on the other hand came and deserted space without explanation/she came and she went 
when it was her time defining how long she found it bearable to occupy a particular 
space/ can memories be distinguished from sensations and when do they become translated 
perceptions?/how did she know when enough was enough?/a trap the inquisitive and 
restless stumble over in their relations to her/Each possibility of interaction THE possibility 
of entering the neural landscape of the Machinic/In case of Vox at 25 she was too young too 
deliberate with strangers to old to exist outside the Cult of GashGrils/Man is a substance to 
desire ?/to abuse to fuck to withdraw from a support network a nurse an inspiration no 
longer a Father a place of sexual arrest/my embittered submission a willing servitude or so it 
would appear/She become secret but has nothing to hide other than zones of resonance 
between NOW and future haul of fluid data/an exhaustion of spirit driven to redundancy by 
habit/forming strange new becomings/but she says nothing in response to this continuous 
variation/ seeing is not believing/a slash between nothing and all/Power depends on the 
control of Information/a combination of resistant parts that refuse technicality/Devoured 
landscape a biblical vista of revelation/with hand above forehead s/he maps torque s/he 
tread the allegory of fluid fluent space/carved by a wormhole which she uses to accelerate 
past the underlined traffic blur passing second by second under my window 
voices/ grunts/yells/agony/lauffs which tell you the time of day crowds drinking in the bar/I 
am too scared to even touch the curtains for fear they might look up/the Voice thats what 
Helmut called her/his closest move towards metaphor and humour/Fuk I should write a 
play or book what you think Voice?/she passes him the small mirror and the silver tube/he 
snorts the last two lines but it has no effect he already is past the point of speed/he is white 
light he faster than light/he pounds around the room shaking the glasses on the tables/he 
tears his tee shirt he pulls his black jeans up too his knees/dominating theatrical servitude 
which exhausts all sublimations/for him speaking is more difficult than shitting/living on 
the brink as sublimation of the horror of impulsive tensions of unfulfilled desire/my false 
intuition of a new state of becoming evaporates/maintaining desire with no subject to centre 
on/no focus/6/2/10The curved posts of the concentration camp carrying high voltage 
cables/the paranoia of speculation that mass extermination will call us to account one 
day/A/O she walk thru never around/an optic fibre pulsing tentative refraction of tonals thin 
enough to exist almost invisible to the nakid eye/there are millions pouring from the 
irradiated field/mother board twisting into cables/but she remains unique/pick up the phone 
dial her number listen to the somatic message of the call/its not getting thru tonight/visions 
of celebration of frenzy fall slow and silent/a probability of frequency hangs over the City of 
Pain/ 

Ophelia sits in the black chair with white chips of paint and worn fingermarks from pulling 
and pushing/he stares at her documents certain sections highlighted in yellow marker/her 
hand writing in red ink/behind glows ultraviolet haze/ 
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Do you mind if I smoke?/Detektor looks up from pages and shakes his head/ 
Why have you resisted this interview with me?/ 

I have been working/ Art has no end in sight but is always beginning in every cell of my 
body/consuming the slow labour of rebellion against a dimension beyond meaning/You are 
a detour in my search for the paradoxical traces of my thought/I dont like yr questions they 
imply answers that direct the conclusion towards anarchy of [Phallic XX] repetition of its 
pathogenic ontology/Connections and interventions rather than communication/Yr 
insatiable desire for Information/Always an issue between Teknoid and Machinic leaving 
the human out of the equation of being/I see no problem with transgression/it is neither 
good nor evil/It is a question of movement between artificial limits/Imagination and 
embodiment/morality and ethics these are yr fantasies/a delirious hellucination that has 
become the real the fear that resonates with the arrival of the Machinic/I am a bad 
conscience as a prohibitive artefact imperfect unthinkable a two dimensional maze drowned 
in the embodiment of immanence/I see you in hell of empty archives an excess of nothing 
Screens constantly watching but also being watched/I know you get high off these 
interrogations/Coercion competes with compliance/I know you have Nils under 
surveillance/You want his conscience materialized/amongst the chaos of dispersal of his 
Protocol of Noise/Interference or invasion of the Machinic?/I saw your Hologram last night 
imitating Nils at Industrial Cafe sitting at a table with a couple of Teknoids/acting 
loud/drinking/ continuous noise editing in this flow chart on one of the computers along the 
wall/like a map or a Post Verbal semiotic conflict/red arrows pointing to areas of attack and 
decay/War Machines black lines encircling numbered groups of discontinuous individual 
tones/square icons representing blocks of Synthesizers in rhizomic growth/a magnifying 
glass which showed up anomalies in the proximity of formulas thought up under 
improvisation/plotting the relative intercisi that cross over semi tonal fractions of music as 
reproducible major and minor chromatics?/Submit to the moment of traversing the 
unexplored and admit there are only minds and thoughts/Inconclusive production of 
questions fabricated to stimulate the unconscious/a form of propaganda based on concept 
that there are no innocent texts physical or psychical/the whole alphabet is guilty and ready 
to confess under invisible coercion/talk talk talk give me an order I need an order/thats yr 
problem/the illusion of imagined paranoia is a doubling of presence and does not reveal 
what it makes obsessive nor how it is constructed/ we accept all such weapons as the 
positive fallout of nuclear physics and quantum mechanics/Constants of modulation that 
relieves us of aural procedures and so we drift into constants existing alongside variables of 
invisible oppression/there are too many drifting identities/ the streets are full/you can tell 
them by their red dyed chopped haircuts/more and more everyday/ 

I AM A WOMAN WHO KNOWS SHE PREFERS FUTURE BUT THERE IS ONLY THE 
NOW WITHOUT TIME IN INTERVALS BUT A FLOW OF INFORMATION AND SO I 
AM CONSTANTLY DISAPPOINTED THAT NOTHING CAN BE DONE THAT 
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DOESN'T INTRODUCE CONFUSION WITHIN THE DESIRE FOR MEANING/I KNOW 
I HAVE ANXIETY TOWARDS A FUTURE THAT IS ALREADY NOW WITHOUT 
OBLIGATION TO PERSERVERE WITH WHAT MIGHT BE AN EXHUMED MOMENT 
REDUCED TO A TEMPORALITY THAT HAS NO BEGINNING OR END ONLY A 
MOLECULAR INTERVAL/NOT EVERYTHING CAN BE SAID AT ONCE AND IT IS 
SHEER CHANCE THAT THOUGHT IS SPOKEN AT ALL/ 
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SEVENTY FORMING STRANGE NEW BECOMINGS/ 

I know yr avatar RazorGril/Explain this resistance to addiction to irony as a tragedy of 
crimes suffering withdrawal symptoms/the affective subversion of the powers of 
fascination in avoiding the coding of our crisis/your prophetic utterances sacred horror for 
some other time transgressing that bordering on the un-nameable/you undo imaginary 
identity of the Machinic and the Screens/ 
The Lie Detector lays the gun on the table/ 

Here is Veydra Synth the androgyne who collaborated with Nils on most of his ideas for 
Protocol of Noise/an intensely cultivated inner world of that gesture of a defiant 
disorder/transversing the violence of reason but there was nothing left to sublimate/the 
readiness for self destruction anticipated following the Voxian move towards the ultra 
radical of the Ethics of Damage which deletes theory altogether/Vox mobilized her interior 
geometry of tactical dialekt to create/ 

I lack ridiculous fear which has no threats to utter/Do you think I give a fuk about the 
blurred symbolic/the swarm of fetish the cluster of reification/my insomnia bears a deeper 
wound/a bearing of vision thru the sounds of the metaphysical intonations thast intersperse 
suppressed pleasure be it sex or death/Not sublime but manic perversity thast the obscure 
ambition of the possibility of using noise decay as a War Machine/the most interesting thing 
about our collaboration isnt what Nils chose to do with my abstract theories/Excited to the 
point of frenzy as if they were labile paradigms of implacable noise already mobilised/The 
subversive response I chose to mess with included sampling and open ended sequencing of 
the voice as organic noise/the ruinous strategies when propelled by an extremity within the 
confines of noise generated my addiction to Chroma Fluids to women and the way they 
projected their neural difference under the attenuation of the Machinic/which codes rather 
than decodes/I bring the noise of power as volume into full affect/the topography of my 
contours lying on leather couch/my prosthetic breasts already an add on appliance/do you 
think I didnt imagine the possibility that other organs would eventually be inserted in the 
pockets of flesh/suck out disposed dead tissue left a lot of room for new organs to be 
transplanted/plenty of neural network to jack into/we all considered such possibilities as an 
alternative to the InterFace/its always a passage under construction thinking ahead knowing 
the next will pick up the thread and take it to another extreme/I am not the avant guard but 
my cortex is a slice of drig induced illogic/a passage of self programming that is attempting 
to ignore its humanness/where there are power flows there are possibilities for moving 
outside the aggregate away from the molar circle which attempts to contain all debris as 
dynamic static/Data exchange charged with energy is endemic in the presence of the 
Sentinal Being as all structure is composed of electrons in signifying chains of Information 
and code/there is no other form of cerebral process/Just a space time continuum of surfaces 
of the X dimension which we cannot know/Assimilation of neural data as electric charges in 
no impediment to the Machinic/I am an old virus of data that has existed for thousands of 
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years and I infect and hopefully reproduce my ideas to be re cloned in the minds of the 
Same not the others but the different/same as me/do I make my point?/genetic interference 
caught in the decay of the will as more and more synapses close down or become 
permanently wired/I am the source of the Noise of Protocols that Nils hopes to insinuate 
into the discourse of the Screens/the etude of terrorist ravishment/two strains of thought 
collide considering annihilation of Machinic copulation/ to admit that the separation of 
permanent suspense of being is nowhere corrosive/a spectre fracturing inferiority of 
imagination/erotic attachment is an already delirious wound of pornoscript annexed from 
the InterFace and put into free play within Kkrate City/Is my sanity on trial?/I am the mind 
of the allusive departure into the risks of sensation rather than reason/What is worse than no 
salvation is the illusion that there is a chance of salvation/only the contamination of life by 
death/I have been in here for so long I don't believe there is an outside/Is that what you 
wanted to know?/absurd illogical consequences clung to every note of the composition/ 
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SEVENTY-ONE THE PROPHECY OF DECLINE/ 

Emphasis placed on conflict and repetition seeking resolution in the acting out of fantasy as 
a means of relieving anxiety/manifest content towards latent meaning/there is no way to 
communicate with the other during pleasure that space where the identity is pushed to the 
margins of something undecidable/The City of Pain was the ultimate location of suffering 
and pleasure combined/where there is no persecutor only the persecuted/she had just lifted 
the hem of the black ball gown/she asked the shop assistant if she can try it on/she is reading 
a magazine on surveillance and dreaming of all the places she might mount such a small 
camera which works thru microwaves and can be seen on a monitor twenty kilometres 
away or more/the further the better from the scene of the crime which is being marked off 
by the Detective with an X marks the spot which doesn't exist/First get rid of the body/The 
evidence having flowed away from the extremes of a fatality so violent it cannot be 
tolerated and is deleted/deciphering the number of possibilities within the motive and the 
execution of the act of a crime depends on identity and weapon which engulfs the linear 
machine of cause and effect/A human target left without a trace of what needs to be 
explained as a gesture of violence towards eye to eye contact/hand to hand combat implying 
a minimum of distance/death and desire makes itself known thru the trace of the others 
mortality which is an enactment of our own precarious surplus value/The camera as third 
eye coupled with the stereoscopic/This is a concept/a drama of the digital and the analogue 
the virtual and the actual/Perhaps a performance/we are dealing with here a form of trash 
art which is all that remains of the absolute appropriation of every idea the human mind is 
capable of /the traffic is intense the neurons are always firing and constructing a powerful 
electro magnetic field/it fills the volume of the geometric as much as the volume of the noise 
of her breathing/Volume in this sense can be said to be diachronic/sceptical of a profound 
feeling in things which are incurable and lost becoming marvellous in their exact moments 
of undoing/when the enigma of the visual image unfolded you were not there/how can you 
know its point of exploitation/what you see is the latently present but manifestly absence 
body as distorted dismembered trauma/DeadDogma no longer moves/he is stranded there 
surging forth from the margins of the images which he is documenting/the pounding blood 
of the body stretched out at that moment outside of space but inside time/it is a question of 
adjusting the parts of the fugitive forces of the body/the face becomes inhuman from this 
angle/I can never encounter its contours but the effects of its actions are so patent I can never 
doubt its existence/continually being invaded and contested by the incompleteness of 
fragments/Which distort its profile/draw attention to its radical exteriority from the body 
which is its vessel of containment/facialization gives the subject its object its name within the 
Law its recognition of impairments and publication of the private self which recedes within 
its contours/I cannot be one without first being several/the face and the body/DeadDogma 
asked Vox to do this revealing of her nakidness to implicate a physicality on the acting out 
of his theoretical work in a real situation/was it as real as it was material?/as real as any 
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specular reflection can be/what is being searched for?/what does he hope to see from above 
with his camera?/the splits in the floorboard/in a strange way Vox is aroused to know that 
she is being searched thru by his psychosis/I have never had a relationship with a mental 
illness until now/but Dogma is desperate to be original/the splinters from the rough floor 
boards pierce his cock/to be in the company of pathology stains the process of predictable 
individual behaviour/after a long time I imagine parts would interchange and 
morph/perhaps complete transfer/is that what scares people/they might catch pathology of 
the obsessive mind the way you might catch a cold or Ebola disease/is it a thing born on the 
wind flakes of rust/rust like tiny metal hang gliders drift down from the heat of fermenting 
brain/Machines as light as air/ 
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SEVENTY-TWO ALIVE IN A WORLD OF COMPLETE FICTION/ 

Nils huddle in single combat with his unconscious on the edge the Zone of Occupation/For 
the moment we are measured in terms of speed/Information wants to be free forever poised 
on the edge of chaos/heavy with rust belt contamination/intuition is intelligence at 
velocity/it doesnt imitate or stand in for a thing but provides a program for generating 
Information/it invokes many images not always connected/ the symbol is the soft murder of 
the possible way of understanding what is moving thru an interval of space/inhabiting the 
edges of death life is hidden/always elsewhere space revealed in its own simulation 
precedes its object/preserving the image of the body/noise drifts thru decoupling of fake 
extraction/the need to be ruined by/there are regions of the body where reason and will do 
not exist/ and yet the totality of the body is sensory organ/to touch or get to close is an 
invasion of personal privacy/notorious elements as an unrealized but haunting 
possibility/like the shadow of a missing person in a morgue which Dogma is 
photographing/madness is an attempt to rationalize beyond the ability of language to 
contain under exposed negative as strange memory of drig logic/ Anything obscure carries 
subversive messages/the days flowed by dull and bland/precisely because we feel them to 
be worthless/imbued with a sense of crudity drifting with the hours everything remains to 
be done/the sound of a cry wrenched from yr chest/the eyes bleed with passion unthinkable 
outside a small circle of fanatics susceptible to conversion/materiality must be dominated by 
the Sentinal Beings if annexation is to enable the coupling of one light machine to 
another/The dialect of Nomad thought/what does it mean to live with that kind of fantasy in 
yr heart?/sucking in all the trivia and rubbish of lost experiences/life conceived of as a state 
of fugue to exist against and not with/the text is created as slogans to be painted on the walls 
of the City of Pain/living with doubt that engages with the surface of every thought you will 
find nothing beyond me/the inchoate mirror polishes its own dark journey with astrologic 
complicity/the hearts combustive glow in that one violent slashing arc all just out of reach/I 
talk to myself/Nils hate his lucidity and restless intuition decomposing life/playing for 
time/he will glimpse fragments of that vision for the rest of his life/ dwell on his failures thru 
allusion/this is his isolated preoccupation/the Post Verbal universe is full of alert 
frequencies/solitude leaves cryptic instructions/an instrument of thought not thought 
itself/how compulsory is it to be blandly heterosexual?/the saying of heterogeneity is 
complete without the doing/for many the gaze is too insistent/ desire me is the sub text of so 
much of our looking at the other/I have learned to ignore everything about them/the kind of 
ignorance I despair of in others/a few key words then a little syntax make a space in the 
silence/I had fallen in love with the process of becoming Post Verbal and I had no language 
to speak of other than that of noise/no period of happy certainty/only fear and insoluble 
hardness/tragic coming and going that leads to a form of self affirmation/There is only the 
noise of my Synthesizer to trace out a passage of coherent deformation/The Protocols of 
Noise traverse the linear striations of the Screens/Not a sound exactly but a frequency or a 
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wave length/ 

This is the fate of musak the real conceptual tonal linear surface which suffers from an 
impossibility of completion in words which demand a subject/a libretto/in time it collapses 
into noise because its heard every day/mist drifts in from the isthmus/in order to keep yr 
own world intact you must deny the other/I tell Mirror-Max to fuk off with his self centred 
recall/as I spoke his genital stick slide out from its hooded escarpment pulse blue in the late 
dusk light coming thru the dusty windows of the warehouse/the drum musak wired up in 
my feverish head I hear the machine-drum the impossible continuous 5/4 timing at 15ips I 
cant dance any faster/I start to dry up on the metal grill under my feet/a couple of amps 
between me and the downwards pull of gravity/mirror balls stridently posture on the 
ceiling just in case I need a rush/Vox says I can improvise all the time/a natural affinity to 
drift thru various fugue states a meta consciousness that is detailed and exact/she says I am 
her most interesting client/this is not Nils UrStatt but another one I have gradually put 
together for her over the last ten yrs/this is the Game avatar/the analysed self becomes one 
of several/One that could be understood but never explained/ Absurdina takes my deadened 
body in her arms and I can remember the clunk of her cowboy boots on the steel staircase 
that lead to the roof of the building/her skin is soft and hairy/reminds me of the last view I 
had of Vox/she sparkled in her fur pelt disguise/it was then I noticed the white bristles 
down her spine and realised she was a Gril/those who take male steroids to increase the 
control strength of their libido to enhance muscle tone and develop stamina and relentless 
sexdrive/She reminded me of a poem by Baudelaire/The Lesbians/creating a third gender 
equipped to performance and to have an excess of sensitivity/two into one/a slow neural 
washes over her synapse/what is the difference between a limit and a threshold?/the limit 
designates the penultimate marking of space a necessary re-beginning and the threshold an 
ultimate marking an inevitable change/Hence threshold creatures recognize the limit of 
transgression/what can be tolerated/ward off the intervention despite its attachment to a 
discontinuous cynicism cracks open the liminal entry into the state of turbulence/ 
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SEVENTY-THREE THE GREATEST PLEASURE OF ALL OBLIVION/ 

Absurdina lay Nils on a bed with old kapok mattress dragged into deserted Industrial 
Site/there are tears in her eyes/even though she is exhausted by the flight from Anthracite 
City preoccupied with death and the now at the end of residual figurative experimentation 
she has almost completed her project on the containment of sound in the Kkrate Recording 
Studio/cork walls and heavy duty insulation batts/ideal of course is that all recording and 
playback appliances jack into the relevant neural networks in a cerebral loop back to the 
recording device/but who wants to have their head drilled/Whats the point of restraint 
under the sentence of death/Nils is thick with whitenoise/Nils is complicit in the allowance 
of behaviours that lead to the persecution and erasure of others/Mutants murderers voyeurs 
and the victims of whores/we made love in a hotel with white walls then washed our 
mouths out/ the fullness of her voice made me drowsy with sense of being a witness to a 
crime/I am a rebellious heroine struck down by a litany of inflicted interiority as the 
wo[man] variously known as hysterical repressed and censored by instability of thought/ 
She stands until the dark drowns the room and his body lifts slightly off the bed/She kisses 
his lips/he smell carbolic acid and renegade fumes from the xray zone/yes she sees thru 
everything but his own culmination/her guilt is in doing the opposite of her premonitions/ 
known since she was four yrs old what to do/it might have finished then/all that was left 
was to live the life she had already predestined for herself/her bisexuality frightens Nils 
even in the death of sleep the only place he could stand the idea of the touch of a woman/for 
myself towards the end I questioned how woman managed to overcome the fear of 
physicality/now she kissed my nipples always my most sensitive organ/ are they an 
organ?/what use are they for other than eroticization/do they reproduce vital 
hormones?/woman never paid much attention to Nils upper torso/perhaps because it was so 
emaciated in relation to the fatness of the genitals which swelled and rotated in their 
sack/first encounter with a departing sense of sensuality as he moves thru and into the 
magnetic zones/I feel her hands a couple of millimetres above my skin feeling the way from 
head to foot/this is her memorial service examining a piece of transparent fibre along which 
Information used to flow/the transmitter is off/if machines are allowed or demand the right 
to make their own decisions we have no idea where it might end/ we might drift in that 
direction/networking systems is the key/so complex to run that will need computers 
input/Agents bar the front door black long sunglasses and leather brief case/camera crews 
line the pathway to the entrance/faces hidden by turned up collars and low brim hats/the 
masses no longer exist/The human is a minority/let the species become extinct/how do you 
sublimate the will to power under such conditions/subsume all possible images the cameras 
whirr ranging telephoto lens over as much territory as is possible/can be edited later to show 
any viewpoint/ did Deleuze jump off or was he pushed or an accident perhaps/perhaps he 
stumbled in the white noise and died/did anyone see him standing in the window 
frame/The Police Chief says he will answer all questions after a thorough investigation has 
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been conducted/Dead Dogma calls out the obvious reply/No one liked the implications of 
what Deleuze was writing/'The process is what we call a flux/Now/once again/the flux is a 
notion that we wanted to remain ordinary and undefined/This could be a flux of 
words/ideas/shit/money, it could be a financial mechanism or a schizophrenic machine: it 
goes beyond all dualities/We dreamed of this book as a flux-book./" [Guattari] 
Dead Dogma pushed to the back of the crowd punched in the face his camera smashed 
down thru the noise of suspicion which barely disturbed the impression he had of his own 
death at that moment/he watches it drift heavily thru the icy water below/intelligence is just 
an illusion created so that a part of the body/lets say the neural system/needs to create a 
model of function and reason for being for the rest of the machine/say the legs and the 
feet/to go on walking/the perverse and unthinkable was waiting/ 
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SEVENTY-FOUR A MORTAL WOUND OF INTERRUPTION AS SILENCE/ 

Looking at himself in terms of different registers of inspiration that place of circulation 
where lucidity gives way to fugue/there is only the background noise in many of Nils 
musaks remixed and double tracked to the point of extinction leaving only a distressed 
dense hiss of overtones/disarticulated utterances of percussive semiotics if such a passage is 
possible/or a fine thin voice with short pointed black notes stretched across the oblong of the 
score/eyes pulled down over the lids he blinks in the direction of the illumination/neon 
signs a residues of a dead culture/he looked out his window trying to draw into his fingers 
the swarm of Information whose business is to traffic/the movement of Information and 
sex/the passage of desire and exchange/expending instructions and acquiring data/Nils had 
been meaning to engage with the mechanisms of sounds for some time now if it is possible 
to make language submit to the responses of the ear to the interruption of expulsive 
resonances/He was not a faithless composer or musician and there is an integrity in his work 
that was readily apparent/no self replicating structure of synthetics opposed to the organism 
of the silences spaces and ruptures and eruptions of textures and the grain of the 
instruments "voices" which seduce and sedate as flows of excitation/rather expose the ear to 
the limits of hearing/the reified code falling into absence/ stranger than fictional cadences 
more full of sounds which keep moving in place and never stop moving across the desiring 
machine of listening for disruptive constellations/accumulations of extreme 
originality/caution for the audience/Its the art of dosages and since the overdose is always 
fatal he invented self destructions that have nothing to do with the cycles of "reality" what 
ever that may be/We are taken to the limits of the Post Verbal Gap/ soundtracks for 
astronauts and marginal liminal threshold creatures/tearing the conscious away from being 
and becoming so that it can be opened up as a site of aural exploration/Volume used to refer 
to geometric shapes now it refers to the limits of hearing/an aesthetics of sliding passages of 
sound against a foreground of percussive Nomadic disjunctions which shock the desire for 
sedation/The basic task of the Screens/Hellucinatory effects that are in the world but not of 
the world/ disturbed by the nuances of atomic noise at this juncture unheard by the limits of 
the human ear but imperative to the prosthetic aural device of the future which is NOW/the 
source of his many aural allegiances lies in the content rather than the form or visa 
versa/The sounds are constantly morphing and turning back on themselves releasing the 
return of the repressed/inaudible meta tones/shattered by the extremity of high pitched 
loops and reverberations held together by percussive incisions that serve to illuminate 
gestures of violent detachment/seeking temporary immersion in the soporific/eardrums 
implode/perhaps no one heard anything but the vicissitudes of inspiration manifesting in 
the transient materiality of the Machinic remix/erasing as it constructs hyper melodic 
stoppages/the limits of the heard at the frontier of zero degrees and the tonal fluctuations 
erase the junctures of falling into trance suddenly to be ejected into anxiety of interruptions 
of syncopation with in atonality/How much further can the subject go into these movements 
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of planes of resistance and lines of exit which rise up thru the desire to hear the full effect of 
these sound assemblages?/Can we hear with resilience the bearable ?/How distracting is the 
noise of thought in attempting to apprehend the musicality of the composition?/ the art of 
low resolution engagement seems the best strategy/The utterance of sounds that crack the 
code of the frontier of experimental erosion of the overwrought genealogy of sound/Strings 
of DNA/strings of dissonant intervals/A perfectly brilliant series of compositions he had 
enunciated even if the source was sampled from appropriated material/what did he have to 
say about his own sounds?/He flicked on the record switch and spoke into the 
microphone/refrains of desire and sonic assemblage/Where to start?/it is not known where 
this music begins/In the thought or in the play of the sound machines/ the click of the switch 
or the noise of the oscillator ?/within the Interior Monologue of the cerebral/the gradients of 
ambience under notorious sonic affects resound as noise projectiles onto the plane of 
immanence/reverberating within the block of content/a double adaptor linking pulse to 
rhythm/slicing and splicing corrosive refrains within and onto passages of 
catastrophe/perhaps refrains of attack damage and decay/ Vocal spasms attenuated and 
extenuated into intrusive notes on a work in progress as it unfolds/is a delirious exstatic 
passage of noise subtle and violent in turn over determined by sheer volume and utterances 
of silence?/At the limit of what the ear can observe unable to close itself unlike the eye or the 
mouth/This openness takes in the body and the texture of the sounds so voluptuous and 
tactile within passages of silence that they create an anticipation of the soon to 
arrive/becoming/of themes and motifs of continuous sound/The music speaks for 
itself/ depth of cadences of surfaces penetrated and interrupted by intervals/transitional 
points and nodes where order spontaneously emerges out of violations of chaos 
temporarily/ an extraction of meaning and exhumation of the verbal drifts thru the corridors 
of whispered possible meanings/a floating time against the tide of pulsed time/a non pulsed 
time for a floating music as Boulez says/Contagious forms constantly being resolved and 
dissolved freeing time and speed to experiment without the constant fatigue of 
interpretation and the necessity of meaning/against a background of percussive Nomadic 
disjunctions Nils is largely unexplored/ the flow of the neural rush liberating the particles of 
anonymous matter allowing them to communicate as sonorous spirals into and around 
vortex of tenuous compositional structures/Not audible for itself or by itself it opens the 
possibility of all meanings and the inevitability of none/Forming strange new 
becomings/Textures of noise inundate the body with a force field that inscribes itself on the 
synapses resonating and vibrating with the figments of method/the passages are not 
burdened with the inessential/they are slashed to the bone moving from one tonal 
assemblage to another without effort/the Synthesizer and its couplings makes audible the 
sound process itself/puts us into contact with elements beyond sound matter even to the 
molecular level/thought travels made mobile in the same way that sound travels/mobility 
and inertia in split second adjustments within the imagination/Techno-logical time in which 
form is constantly persistent fading and re-assembling from the ruins of the previous 
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passage/the unexposed passages of desire haunt the object of performance/the descent into 
depth ends abruptly/There is nothing left to be heard at this point/Demanding several 
listenings/there is a sense of ineluctable loss in this work that is readily apparent/A great 
composition full with limit-less beginnings and the strategic devouring and stripping away 
of excess as technique/ 

In the interruption between download and remix something makes itself heard/mainly what 
remains after the interruption has taken place/something new/when a voice or music is 
suddenly interrupted one hears just at that instant something else a mixture of various 
silences and noises that have been covered over by the sounds the gaps the gashes the 
bruised elation of apprehension followed by fulfilment/but in this something else one hears 
again the grain of the voice of the instrument the integrated circuit which have become in a 
way the voice or the music of their own interruption/its particular circuitry a kind of echo 
that appears and reappears in his work but one that does not repeat that of which it would 
be merely the repetitive reverberation/there were too many interruptions/ tuned to the order 
of dissonance the reduction of sense to sound/what remains after the interruption has 
passed?/the noise of a Zeroid pulls up crowd gathers around the open passenger door then 
disappear up alleys and derelict building sites/suddenly there is no one/it is obvious now 
what has been covered by sound/that which is no longer there but has moved on into its 
mobility of transmission/the transaction and use of the drig left its mark/Zeroids speed 
between the empty streets/Lulled by a state of being nothing or no one in all its emptiness 
and yet still wanting to have access to the lascivious banality of hundreds of simplistic 
consumer items displayed in deserted shop windows/The Zeroid/a servo mechanism with 
rows of buttons to push and more RPM than the will of the driver can handle/all lost in 
insomniacal unconsciousness/things unravel/this was the problem of what comes before 
zero?/Colours of the rainbow/is this all we will see?/Organic counterfeits morphed into 
strategic interventions of the inanimate/It relies on a space in time a vision in sounds which 
opens as indeterminately as it shuts/perhaps the three minutes of time it took Uccello to 
curve his arc/nulltime which fills in the loss of acceleration between a collapsing procession 
of gestures and routines/Uccellos arc half of nothing held from collapsing under the weight 
of a boundary of his dexterity his habit incomplete/to which DragFactor added flowers/the 
interrogated subject understood none of this/what is amphetamine after it had passed the 
point of its velocity in slow decline between a collapsing precession or precision of shuffling 
in an addiction driven by infection in the compromised body of the invaded/ 
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SEVENTY-FIVE HUMAN WILL MADE MATERIAL/ 

You have nothing to fear I am only an illusion/I exist only in neuronic space of yr mind/You 
cannot avoid the inevitable/eyes closed on each of our faces/In order to remember 
something it is not only essential to activate relevant Information but also to inhibit 
irrelevant Information/the mind has become a field of a problem/Did his memory come back 
to him?/ and the inspiration that was always a chance a risk perhaps an accident/As Artaud 
says when consciousness over flows a body there is always a body detaching itself from 
consciousness/Dying lets us understand/Again fluid and uncertain time dragged/Our 
destiny is the search for the impossible which reveals itself in madness/The Lie Detektor 
looks up from his notes/Why did he look up?/What attracted his attention?/There was a 
disturbance in his system or in the room itself/Nils had activated his introspective intuitive 
neural system a third subjective parameter with its learning mode switched on hyper 
stimulating the synapses connected to his Synth circuits and hard drive accessing RAM 
deterministically interrogating cognitive maps relating to his current situation/He knew the 
Lie Detektor wanted access to his so-called intelligent processes/modes of behaviour that do 
not rely on given rules but on reflecting/or reasoning/his imagination and intuitive 
modules/when an Information module is strongly excited by a motivational unit/in 
particular a pleasure or utility module/it compares priority utility values and triggers 
learning using insight and introspection acquiring a new combined network of already 
existing modules in hierarchical format/A predictor system of sorts which states an idea but 
does not ask questions/Each module can use local memory or system wide Information 
stored elsewhere in the neural structure to deal with the problem confronted/a state of 
selection of attention/Nils declarative knowledge/knowing what is/stored in symbolic form 
in groups of neuroids/Encoding is implicit/without conscious awareness of Nils previous 
experience when performing a task under Interrogation/Nils call an encoding explicit if an 
appropriate retrieval mechanism exists by which this particular Information can be 
obtained/The Lie Detektor has techniques designed for this very purpose/Cognition 
manipulates declarative knowledge/ coupling of incorrectly stored Information one way to 
think of delusions/able to deal with stored Information independent of the context within 
which the Information was acquired/Procedural knowledge is limited to a single module 
with the specific context Information of knowing how something is done/How to play his 
Synth/It is less innovative but faster/The Sentinal Beings may function on this level/Nils 
modules are active all the time unless he switch them off/ An intelligent system will not 
work thru all modules to find potentially interesting Information/It concentrates on those 
promising regions of this distributed Information/The better it can do this/the faster it 
processes the more intelligent the being is/this is thinking/knowing what is or potentially 
might be and isolating it as a solution or response/Knowing what is represented in words or 
code/[Cruse]/Nils possessed a self contained constructed neural world module which 
contained Information on himself/his unconscious and its interaction with the conscious 



626 

world/this enabled him to react automatically to a stimulus while also recording and 
observing reactions both internal and external/This allows for three levels of experience/Nils 
could hear the tones of his Synth as a mode of signal acoustic or visual input/he was the 
subject which hears the tone as listened to and the third level the subjective hearing of a tone 
the introspective aspect reflecting and reasoning of that tone in relation to others/we are 
unequal in our capacity for error and suffering/ and how we make use of intelligence/Nils 
consciousness possessed several properties that he was in the process of attenuating/He 
faced the limitation of consciousness/only very few items of Information are conscious at 
any one time/ consciousness is concerned with the most important problem at any given 
time and the whole conscious module system concentrates on that problem/These limits 
limited his heuristic sensibility/The Screens impact on memory was effective/sleep plays an 
active part in memory consolidation/sleep deprivation creates false memories/acutely 
impairs retrieval of stored memories/Caffeine thru adenosinergic mechanisms generates 
false memories associated with sleep loss/Nils was addicted to caffeine/ amphetamines/ What 
is retrieved from memory can differ radically from what was originally encoded/This insight 
made the strategies of the Machinic transparent to Nils understanding of the rise of the 
Sentinal Beings/Nils turned around to look at the Lie Detektor/He understood him/As it is 
not a problem to develop machines with internal world view models and modules which 
observe only the most important problems one must assume that such a machine presents 
the external aspects of a system endowed with consciousness/There was no easy way of 
defining whether this consciousness was the same as human or superior/It was certainly 
able to operate at a greater velocity in processing Information/Which made it more 
intelligent/a sequential projection as an expression of hidden possibilities of Information as 
meaning/beyond perception and memory/it could not be traced or stored/a possibility for 
cryptic protective recall/hellucinatory reactivation of a memory trace unattached to external 
reality is a psychotic breakdown of reality indicators processed by this third neural 
system/Nils cerebral processing was rhizomic/heat sparks from one node to the next leaving 
a trail of partial thoughts constructed in his internal imagination preceding reality forming 
of images and concepts not actually present to the senses/his thought was a morph between 
introspection and internally created world modules free of external sensory input limits/Nils 
could shut down incoming stimuli and concentrate on internal cognitive consciousness/ an 
inner virtual world not actual in reality with its own events and intervals of time and 
space/Once triggered its mechanism of recall cannot stop at the past but randomly linked up 
modules of symbols which began discharging illusions and delusions from the apparent 
present and connects up with lines of flight from the future/His Interior Monologue brings 
the noise of power into full realization that the infinite itself ridicules human biogenic life/is 
his being a result of neural purpose or his own sense of being self conscious aware of being 
aware constantly ?/Ungestalt resonant frequencies of unpredictable emergent properties a 
chain of inferences at first programmed then becoming self replications as individual 
intelligence modules in three dimensions/Nils semantic memory his theoretical knowledge 
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independent of time and space memories of Subway of 52/He was Skz with unusual scan 
patterns to visual stimuli being able to see the five planes of the Screens structure in 
dimensional space/ 

Why dont you use a DAT recorder?/Living with doubt that engages with the surface of 
every thought you will find nothing beyond me but my words/this Interior Monologue 
expurgated/how can you record it?/you see yr lips move but the words dont make 
sense/There are many false memories here/My access codes are set so that neuroids will 
choose randomly among these according to predetermined probabilities under a cascade of 
firings initiated by a stimuli prompt that is paradoxical/ 

I do/my notes indicate the flaws between my capacity to hear what you are saying/how you 
change inflections in the next sentence/to document by hand/the most immediate 
apprehension of the flawed deceptions of the bodies gestures/then cross reference with 
tape/the mark of the face imprinted/ 

Nils understood the electronic being the organ without a body/He knew The Lie Detektor 
was an avatar of a Hologram addicted/ 

Its hard to talk/you see I not familiar with my voice/its hard to start/its thin and nasal/I have 
a voice of noise that I find disorientating/I get lost in the words not their meanings but the 
distraction of their sounds as they run into each other an incapacity to take on form/words 
attempt to explain what cannot be explained/I have no control over my speech/it is exterior 
to me/elements which are hybrid/ambiguous/post aphasic/perverse/in an age of exhausted 
solipsistic self reference searching along the slit of its twisted lips/I look for an elegance in 
relics of the guttural abandoned to abandonment/driven out of the tribe inscribed with 
brutal allegories thrust into dead zones/space of futile suspension in the misery of the City 
of Pain whose torture is the exhortation of the screem of insomnia/can the mouth speak 
while remaining incomprehensible?/a waiting between moments unconscious of 
time/refused disclosure as a metaleptic grunt/the sigh of an initial crime of recognition that 
refuses to mean or intend in language/The Screens attack the frontal lobe/the temporal lobes 
stimulate the mesolimbic and fragment the thinking codes/other than marks scratches a scar 
in time a wound split open cleaving the will from that of reasons impotence in the face of a 
murder scene/the seeing of a crime/by being there the participation in a crime/the marked 
out line of the suicide/a refusal to be a victim/reaching the end of the line unidentified all 
trace of memory and evidence driven from the corpse/freedom exists where such a 
cataclysm of excess reminds us of it/a pure dynamic signature on the skin of the moment 
frozen in the midst of partition/the corruption of a sense-less response/in the interruption 
something makes itself heard/the pain of the City as it exposes its victims to morbidity to 
horror to the atrocities of Wars fought out in the mind/Speaking ambiguity hearing 
instability/what are we to make of this fragile and imminent disclosure of this distorted 
something other than the self we are ashamed of?/ 

Nils watched the Lie Detektor/the organic and the electronic stare at each other/Is there a 
degree of hostility coming from the Hologram?/Nils was anxious about this overexposure of 
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his thoughts to the electronic/He had no idea of what drove him to allow these 
Interrogations to continue/Was there a fascination or a external drive that willed his 
presence?/It communicated but it was not its own appearance/It has escaped the agony of 
becoming other/It is multiple in the possible arrangements of its electronic organ/It could 
even be Nils/ 

WHAT do you want to ask me?/ 

"What use are you to the survivors and those addicted to the InterFace?/When did you first 
start to think of yrself as a synthesis of disparate neural elements?/that people are essentially 
anarchic yet lacking in culpability/Do you dream"?/ 

It is not the nature of creations to operate in silence when they suffer/for they have no 
absolute system of conjunctions only lines and movements of escape/Who is questioning the 
answers?/I speak before knowing and answer before having understood?/I am far more 
insidious than the other for the artificial stammering that claim to be my equal/the capacity 
to suffer comes in degrees of anticipation and memory/the self as a poisoned metaphysical 
entity and as an virulent ethical construct caught up in a world of change flux and mobility/ 
everyone thinks they can grasp sense and imagination as the protocols of meaning/This is 
slow and cold terrain and passes thru the steppes/deserts and mountain peaks/There is a 
certain thickness of depth thast needs to be passed thru/I has no threats to utter no morality 
to defend no catastrophe to avoid/I am already dead before these symbols thread their way 
thru my being hollowed out/Sodomy clings to raw skin/ clusters bursting with blood attach 
themselves to the arse/ 

"What do you think you see within the unformed of the Ungestalt?"/ 
Nils closes his eyes and moves into his Interior Monologue/I see a linear cranked up panic 
ring electrical sparks like bars between the clouds and the ground combusted/I ride down 
the erasure of bitter desperation which clings to the most empty night/life dusted spatial 
chains sheer and move the cement on the City walls covered with graffiti went fluid and 
start to ooze precipitous surface of my skin a state of relative weeping rage of impotence/the 
wind outside thrashed the palm leaves down onto the windows in the roof of Ophelias 
Studio/BoyDebris listens to the radio trying to get a new poem/Iron Man sends metal tubes 
into the brains of the partial morphs and they congeal together into a thousand headed 
Plague Beast/which move down the empty street towards the Front Line/ all abnormal 
imprisonment in the body inspires the same sense of absurdity/walk to the wall but you will 
never lift a stone or gnaw thru an iron bar/pieces of sleep inserted between the gaps to hold 
the dream together/a sound like ripped metal then welded together against the spitting arc 
must be held just so close to the wound/there were casualties/we were gutted penis warriors 
getting messages wrong losing memories of day before next making irregular contacts 
flooded with resonant frequencies of emergent properties as hyperconsciousness/everything 
seemed to have meaning/defining fine motor skills that hone the perimeter of the ruins of 
the previous attempt at articulation/prevent oscillators fragmenting the dream into multiple 
emotions that confuse the core schema/fantasies will become self correcting/is sex really 
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pleasurable at all?/just muscle spasms/it may be simply converted passion and fear flooded 
out by endorphins/a few seconds of I know more about you than you know about yrself/I 
hover over death while you try to escape under.../ 

The Lie Detektor is delirious/You SEE/you see it works/That is why I use movie edits/you 
understand/more realistic arousal decreases latent inhibitions/snatches recalled and welded 
to the next take and the last sound grab/Why is Lemme Caution in Alpha Ville?/Is Jargon of 
Ersatz a weapon of destruction or a coded series of instructions on how to create an excess 
of mere audible interruptions/What is the innovation of an enigmatic gaping wound over 
the narcotic blue of the spectral sonic sky?/who will do the dirty work?/if we are 
predestined how can we have choice or free will/I become un-locatable/are you single/a 
homosexual are you a political refugee perhaps or estranged from someone or something/ do 
you believe in ghosts/have you ever been abducted by Aliens/ can you Astral Travel?/does 
the word deviate appeal to you/what is yr pain threshold on a scale of one to ten?/ do you 
prefer Japanese women or Nazi women/do you think you have the legs to be a ballet 
dancer/could you talk down a Strange Attractor from the ledge of the Chrysler 
Building?/Did Nietzsche weep?/what is the relation between blitzkrieg and Wagner ?/Have 
you ever engaged with the InterFace?/ 

Now we know what speech and manipulated meanings as dialogue and dogma are capable 
of/LIES/the futile erection the lie as inconsistency/the desire for concealment/ an unending 
procession of deceits/something to be re-territorialised because we are constantly betrayed 
and born into lies by inner and outer deceptions/your death most execrable a plane of 
imminent destitution withholding pleasure surrounds us with an endless conjunction of 
contagious success/talk desire vast abstractions of passages of sound from one assemblage 
to another/they just reflections from internal desperation to exteriorize the 
Monologue/externalised to delimit the chaos of the indifferent abandoned lives around 
us/looking for an orifice to facilitate re entry to the social arena/the need for constant 
vigilance/the assertion of the need to watch and then forget/the refusal to possess and 
reproduce those incongruous parts that make up the partial whole of the replicating 
structure/the perverse the violent the cannibal the bloodthirsty ethnic groups/ethnic 
separations break up the whole into manageable control units/Now become sub cults and 
marginals/isolate and allow the overwhelming state of the Sentinal Beings deleting machine 
to operate outside ethics or morality which are then passed off as judgments cleansed of 
motive/we watch and we forget as we push the buttons on our machines/the Subway ride 
home is full of strangers bent over laptops or chattering into mobile phone/pagers blinking 
hot against the thigh the pulsing ones give erections/in the future it will be difficult to stay 
away from such devices as extensions of the InterFace/proto amino suspension/life is 
infinity if you slow it down enough/perhaps a second of pain becomes a year and 
indiscretion will be informal and uninterrupted sensuality/Scanned mutated androgen 
phillia as sexually transmittable disease causing growth of hair bristles down the spine/The 
age of ephemeral euphoric madness corrupted by the world of image s/Teknoid [Phallic XX ] 
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shattered by the extremity of a high pitched screem/larval tissue distracted by the noise of 
thought within the Machinic logic circuit/kicks back into torque auto drive/ignites drone 
engine corroded to thin spectacle of vulgarity to proclivity/flatlines telephoto lens/Monitor 
screen murder circuit anticipates receding surface of artifice/torture motors of desire under 
the influence of noise reactors/a passion or grievance/of desperation/Boy Debris needle 
armpit latent to contract of wreckage of armament fire nicotine yellow sky lubricated with 
droul from the ROM creature/birth of the assassin transmits the disjointed gaps of porno- 
scape/the efflorescence of locomotive boilers that slur with a voice of thickness determining 
the excessiveness with which Nils music is replicated/ the principle threat to be projected 
onto the fragile resonance with paralytic tongues bound in suspended absorption is that of 
chronic lunacy and intimacy with perversity/ 

But do they answer the above questions?/a certain tension between our fate and our will a 
refusal to anticipate and recognize/a limp black missile torn out of his talking hands/a dead 
space between thought and action/a space of dead times and erased spaces/ 
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SEVENTY-SIX THE EROTICISM OF TECHNIQUE AS PAST/ 

On Thursday 3am in Zone of Occupation an incident occurs that was to change his life 
forever/a point of impossible reconciliation with a situation equivalent to the end of the 
world/Road Freighter crash explodes in flash of magnesium as spent isotopes combust light 
up narcotic skyline middle of an attack of disintegrating sound polarity of decay from City 
of Pain/heavy white noise of oppressive vigilance a selective mechanism of insanity brings 
lines of communication down/ subliminal coded flow blasts cerebral lockdown dissolves 
neural scripts/Dragfactor is in a daze of exceptional differential perceptions abandoning his 
submissive mind for the delirious aloofness of the coded beyond the limits of reason and 
madness/there is more in the idea of non being than in being as there is more Information in 
disorder than order/How was he to understand this?/Dragfactor is at the threshold of 
individuated ideas/He looks away from his painting of Scylla the man eating monster and 
Charybdis the devouring whirlpool into the theatre of the street which is empty of debris of 
recent lives neurons crash residual desire a wreckage of corrosion/This limit which applies 
to the excess of the NOW perpetually in the present under pressure of artificial experience of 
personal oblivion of cognitive sensibility/the subjects of his painting/partially nude 
GashGrils stand in doorways and at the edge of alleyway a narrative of predatory 
delusions/They are armed and dangerous/This is the obscenity of animation/Nothing moves 
that is animate in its ceaseless search for a direction/Everything has been laid bare in 
gradations of sexd convulsive restriction so that there is no disorder of intention/the 
GashGrils flash their knives and exude an intensity of aggressive force that makes 
Dragfactors genitals withdraw into their sacral hollow/and the textures of skin and fabric 
atomise into drifts of seduction of appearances/anxiety of self exposure creates level of 
excitement/Dragfactor shades eyes from glare of visual Ungestalt/unformed emergent 
deformities confine field of vision opening intervals and moments of delay/in focus out of 
which visual powers ability to interrupt is futile/giving rise to the sort of uncontrolled 
effects that inspired Dragfactors paintings to achieve a state of uncertainty between Dog- 
matism and skepticism/an inevitable randomness of disorder an abyss of signs and coloured 
planes/the irony of textured affirmation of shape penetrated by form/Provoked indifference 
to image as isolated surface the apparition plunges the viewer into a series of visual 
collisions/but where is the focal point in these one dimensional images the voyeur of 
furtiveness stares at the illuminated nudity of the bodies on plunging background/for once a 
lucid mind/open to exploring the necessity of intuition as a function of apparition/the 
opposed plasticity of the images as perception diversified as day dreams and drifts into 
fugue states/and what if this escaped life is death will I lack the courage to love this life a 
distension of my insignificance exhausted by its own rebellion/DragFactor is walking back 
to Anthracite City University where he is studying painting/He sees a young man slumped 
against the steering wheel of an abandoned Zeroid/he is white faced and groaning he can 
hear the moans above the crashing sound of white noise falling from the high eaves of the 
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warehouses that line Victoria Parade/DragFactor tap on the window he turns his face and 
gives a half smile/walk around to the passenger side door and get in as much to get away 
from the noise as to speak to him/there is a limited shroud of solidarity between us in that 
we are both strangers in a hostile Zone the only males in sight yet unable to form a 
unity/passages of affinity with little to be explained about our respective past or imagined 
future/an ingenuity of survival dominates the contact between us/hard edge of panic/we are 
amongst GashGril pre-cognition here/ able to communicate telepathically the pursuit of 
possibility or the logic of negativity after long exposure to hyper-transient boundaries on the 
margins/missing bodily reality essential to living and dying/Worthless without frictional 
contact ignite loops of bleak destiny/provoked to seeing inferences of transformed abstract 
attempt to escape oblivion/ submerged in filmic desire to arouse as imminent principle of 
reduction to DownLoader addicted to the Interface/ Always on the move/Nomad 
intransigence/what is this objective moment between the one and the other consist of?/the 
economy of legitimated existence becoming inter-textual references of circulating hunger for 
wreckage of insanity/a line of escape/darkness is the chromatic gradient of being as alone- 
ness/impaled cracked lines of open-ness where nothing is repelled nor attracted/a terminal 
alliance of inertia with the progress of disappearance into the fading evidence of traces and 
markings/tactics of invisibility/where contradicts why as a question but is not a question 
itself/I am here and I don't know why/ An equation of the eruption of radiance imploding 
making possible an energizing source of complicity/ 

Whats wrong with you... you look sick?/Dragf actor must have a certain fascination for the 
Ungestalt to get involved in another persons subversively replicated metaphysics of 
sickness/Sick/radiation cANT SLEEP/ The voice spoke with strong dialekt a foreign accent in 
bad English/ 

Sick from the radiation/Toxic Soldier army Military service cleaning up Atomic Reactor after 
melt down stomach ulcers bone disease/they send me to Zone of Occupation on sick 
leave/why they send me here why not the coast or the Desert of Nagazaki where its warm I 
want to be near the sea/I desert the army sleep in my Zeroid/then someone steals my Zeroid 
and uses it to smuggle deadly weapons to the Front Line/Now the police are after me and 
the Government/they got pictures of my number plates/ 
He vomits over his pants/the hardness of projection convulses his ribcage/ 
you see Im sick need a place to stay cold sleeping in this car/no heater/ 
Dragfactor assist him out of the car/he staggers to the footpath leaning against a lamp 
post/The GashGrils are on alert/he help him walk thru the heavy white noise drifts/They 
walk down the street kicking doors/most of the apartments between the Industrial buildings 
are deserted after the fallout from the Codeine Wars/Who belongs to them/missing in 
action?/ door breaks open and they drag in the mattress and his back seat out of the 
Zeroid/They squatt there for 12 months/no electricity no heating no appliances/just a 
radio/DragFactor give him small doses of opium to calm him down/I am hungry/I fall back 
against the lathes of the far wall which has been vandalised the plaster kicked away and 
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graffiti spreads like rising damp up the wall and across the ceiling/ someone has painted 
glue everywhere and throw luminous confetti which glows in the candle light/Despair 
caught in the gap between what I have done and what I want to do next/ all sessions at the 
Institute under Eclatant Tenebres/hr after hr of portrait painting and life drawing/no one 
writes to me or calls/the phone is still connected/strange situations of innovation implicit in 
this paranoid intuition or an accident of foreboding catastrophe as the measure of 
dominance interconnects with power/Macht/Before he became Toxic Soldier Boydebris was 
a poet and a musician writing sound tracks for Chernuka Cinema/Dragfactor is losing 
himself in the predicament of this other/he is infringing on his territory/How was he to 
mediate these terrains of solicited dependence/the intrusiveness of trauma and imagined 
states of his delirious consciousness/the intensities of thinking in sound fold and unfold and 
keep unfolding in the mind both conscious and unconscious/if there are such places in 
dimensional time and space/now that the Machinic has surpassed all previous paradigms of 
affect and precedes and exceeds beyond human awareness/ that which is beyond the pain 
and exhaustion of thought/you scarcely breath but you breath just the same as if there might 
not be a point of expiration/object fetish reified as moment of seduction under the regime of 
the cynical exploitation of detours of wasted energy/BoyDebris exists in the cold world of 
code/he barely speaks huddles in a corner of the room watching me paint/the 
sadomasochistic edges of apprehension as exposure to the unexpected instability of 
repairing a world under infiltration and decay from desire/the embodiment of nuclear 
fission as frission/Machinic incision cuts the doomed species adrift in a disaffected 
abandonment of annexation/the Singularity passes the point of hyper-activity and enmeshes 
with the speed of light/the interference of determination to consume energy/I am suspicious 
of everyone/we see potential Tracers on every corner/black leather coats and 
sunglasses/ some one taking photos of the street/could be redevelopment could be a 
spy/when you are undercover everyone is yr enemy/ all marginals are undercover/ symbolic 
paranoia or insane/what is the syntax of moving across the surface rather than descending 
or ascending into and thru it?/I am exhausting my potential for life as if driven by remote 
control/I invite you to participate but as voyeurs only inviting a small act of violence in 
moving from one image to the next responding to attempts to pin down a hard core 
meaning within the impelling fallacy of soft core porn/here lie the mechanics of 
expressiveness the connection between the synapse and the fingers/I am driven where I 
refuse to go/The tension mounts as the door slams shut and I am left alone in the unknown 
of missing space/missing in action/passages of confusion in trying to display the truth of the 
euphoria of prostituting yrself/can you have an aesthetic without an ideology trapped in our 
systems of possible entrances with no exits?/there are limitations to our concept of strategies 
of negativity as the only solution to a loaded weapon of assault/ 
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SEVENTY-SEVEN FADE OUT TO SLOW MOTION REWIND/ 

A mode of visual interference that still makes sense but is not connected to rational 
symbolic palpability of the manifestly absent body/Which asks no questions and 
communicates nothing/from amplitude to a mode of decomposition/Nils would push it 
towards changes that were because of inertia and fear/resisted/he would forcibly reduce the 
body to the pure sign of the single atomic tone/A mirror of heaven/the principle of particle 
physics/this is the time for adding to legends/self pity and narcissism bringing out the 
fanatic in everyone/I am a myth before an event/Nils commutes thru the violation of all 
moral panic/a kind of noise and a manner of silence in its very muteness/the substitute for 
social revolution is murder/I refuse to plead insanity/the crisis is the goal/I am a myth of 
creation to be seen as destruction/the first living version of dead received ideas/I am not a 
memory of immortal youth buts its real authentic death a violent relapse into eroded 
abruptness of useless suffering/the hysteric who wants the miraculous to dissolve itself in 
fate enacting its own destruction as in an endless War of production/War is no longer 
between the fundamental human and Machinic invader but self destruction within its own 
depleted community/I can never be complete in the structures I assemble to inspire my 
moments of composition as one apprehension of intervals of noise might be an others 
hearing of noise as music/ 

Its me/Dead dogma/the Messiah/I see the image with legend and possibility/The Mechanics 
of Women/a photo language based on visual particles of light/that have no immediate 
meaning/the fetishism of reification/I am a border line psychotic the sort that attracts 
negations movements/ they have just given me my injection and I lay back on the floor 
terrified the bed will engulf me/a Security guard watches me from a monitor/I am being 
assessed as a potential psychotic/I came in here to the Mental wards to seek asylum/ 
mistaking the word above the noise of the traffic/the sirens/the sinking of the foundations 
the rocking street couldn't breath/need medication just a few days respite from the noise/I 
was desperate crying/the psych nurse at the counter called code Alert and orderlies came 
from everywhere and locked me in the High Risk section of the hospital/Injected me with 
Haloperidol/I experience contra indications and become manic mattress on the floor on a 
bed I hid under it for a couple of hrs writing on a hanging sheet/the CAT team were on their 
way to assess me/I watched thru the safety glass could see the other beds men and woman 
in same room/I pulled my camera out and sex proliferated/everyone seemed to be fucking 
everyone/the women had to take contraception/mental ward/births and disease had to be 
controlled/ Abortions ended up in the Black Lagoons/I don't want to come out/I carry a small 
DAT recorder on which I collect various noises for Nils/all this white sends me into a 
dementia of sorts/I can hear my self within my selves discussing the predicament/each has 
its own contingency plan for survival/Today they all speak at once/how to maintain the 
integrity of the outer shell/tissue of thoughts overlapping and lifted by the draught under 
the door/ critical suppression thats what they are afraid of and the longer I stay under the 
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bed the harder it will be to vacate/I might be forgotten about and just die there/they find me 

like a dead rodent and drop me in the Compacter/no one to bail me out/the longer I stay out 

of circulation with strangers/what did I do to so intimidate the charge nurse/there is never 

enough Information in these situations/I couldnt help but talk about the GAP the frustration 

of blockage/she thought I was under the wire when I started playing her the blank tapes/just 

surface noise how could I explain the loneliness of time spent without inspiration without 

contact sitting watching The Screen/it comes or it doesn't/I walk across to the Chinese 

noodle shop and order prawn and noodle soup/I havent slept for three days/the soup is 

barely discernible/the spoon shakes in my hand/I spill the salt/I break a mirror/the top card 

on the Tarot pack is the PRINCESS/to day I found an old short wave radio which I carry in 

my coat pocket/I place it out in the centre of the rooms spread out the two aerials try to pick 

up Radio Secretary transmissions from the Freighter/Boy Debris is on the cellphone/wants 

me to come to the Zone of Occupation and work with him as a source of electronic 

disturbance in a state of becoming where power is invisible and unstable/I slide the dial 

along a couple of megahertz/wants me to come for Xmas/I tell him I want to go to Cambodia 

to see whats left of Ankor Wat/I have book of photos which Allen Ginsberg took in late 60s 

when the roots of huge liana vines dug into the cracks of rock and wound themselves 

around the masonry you could hardly see the stone/now vandals had torn away all the 

undergrowth and made tracks for tourists to walk along/faces of statues ripped off/ 

crumbling sandstone worn away leaving enigmatic hollow surfaces/I take out my camera 

and photo graph thru the small window/I photograph the walls trying to make sense of why 

they are so stationary/I push against them/even the bed is riveted to the tiled floor/there is a 

toilet in the corner/I feel the contours of the white vitreous surfaces the purity of the ceramic 

curves with not a tonal shadow to be seen pure and utter reflection/How had I missed this 

Ungestalt before?/ 

the Security guard enters and takes me by the arm/ 

Look you can come here anytime to see the gardens just outside a small 

courtyard/ soundproofed front wall/ 

I tell him to fuck off/I break away and retreat to my room/the psych nurses orderlies and 

guard each take a hold of my arms and legs and push me back on the street/this isnt a Hotel 

you know says one/take up truck driving/ 

My eyes bulge my lips curl I show my teeth/ 

Yeah yeah seen it all before/you not psychotic you just have personality disorder/you choose 

to be bad guy/that's not our problem/Police deal with you/just get out/ 

I am a system of identities I shout you cant throw us all out/whats left out cannot be 

identified as a sacred mourning slouching towards the ignorance of a never ending night/we 

are bored with wartime conditions in which sinister propellers consume bodily differences 

within the mode of the engineered eloquence of rapidly diseased organs/ 
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SEVENTY-EIGHT INHUMAN TRAFFIC A FATAL ADDICTION/ 

How to get the hiss and rumble into the background/from outside counter autorasps engine 
hurl oily breech sanitized or insatiate?/Road Freighters heading for the Front Line/A 
womans face in every window glazed by the noon Sun/there are landscapes and lives that 
are purely internal/The NOW will survive you/is there an actual past or a future that I might 
mourn?/Uncertain and variable things that impact on the long silent speech of the 
interior/Nils not sure/a question of glared lust/fast and faster woman confined within body 
by the gaze of pure shallow rhythms/want more to slide into the background/reaches out 
but in the brightly lit room he see every move made/the anticipation of preceding neural 
imposed onto aural images/Nils has the photos in front of him/slaves of lens probability/the 
present is a state of being that is indestructible/the past a fiction of the Celibate Machine full 
of grunting and strangulations/the future dust in our throat/the tongue stick to roof of 
mouth/a compulsive response to an intolerable situation/The Screens are projecting on 
random/Renucoat Zeroid lubricant drag yr feet/Sanatex for a perfect nights sleep/a lock of 
death with out a key/WithIN THE VisCera of the GrAdienT/The mystery frontiers of 
innocence/dissolve the identic limits/pleasure a valid need/part of the transmitter irritant 
interfering with anomalies paradoxical context/the subversive power of the drift/Security 
not Liberty/beware of the new chaos/the logics of perception remain unforseen/death is life 
at its most intense/rotates in a line of pixels across the Screen scanning replay of excavated 
vacant block in wasteland of Industrial wreckage drifting into decay/partially demolished 
space for refugees homeless marginals concrete pillars penetrated by reinforced steel rods 
rows of terminals arcing cables in the black rain/metal and earth cascades of shattered 
plexiglass the sound of boots as they reconnect to their shadow/should I hold on to this 
mass of demolition this imperfection of damaged mess slowly being buried in the organics 
of not quite exhumed/where do I attach my desire in this post industrial complex now 
disconnected from its intended utility?/Never to be resurrected/now the earth droule away 
in rivulets of frothing run-off more stained sludge yellow pockets of eyeless water/I am 
attached to this desolation with its subtle erotic decoded as structure and irrational as 
monumental work of architecture churning up submerged emotions of fear at being 
stranded in this no mans land of desertion/is it possible to hold disparities of isolation ruin 
and the illusion of beauty in destruction?/The horizon was black with cloud/nothing like 
that white cloud stormed night of illuminated horizon seen in El Grecos view of Toledo 
more blood on the turrets of Alcazar in his sense manipulated effect to get town on 
mountain vanished under the sagged night/Under the Swan St Bridge I am invisible in my 
grey coat that's what my state is/In despair I am invisible/exists as an outline in one 
dimension with no material substance/I am in worse repair than the bunkers surrounding 
me more fragile than moths with their luminescent eyes flutter around broken florotubes 
flickering with its emergent resistance to illumination/a state of electrical disturbance/the 
sense of borderline chaos is palpable/try to fill in the outline of my exhilarating 
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weightlessness to ground myself by thinking of Ophelia or Vox but I become more invisible 
as the neurons refuse to focus on the Game of Nomadic resistance/ What is the fuking 
physics of this phenomenon of transition from the ethereal to the infra-real?/adaptation as 
trauma/the move from the peculiar euphoria of terminal irony/ death the toxic excess of 
Information the final extreme of disorder/ dynamics of uncertainty is nothing but the 
nullification of yr will to exist/the weaker the body the more sharp and detailed the 
exteriorized imagination becomes/ can stand here in timeless zone and falling half asleep/I 
realise that history can be dealt with in many ways but mathematics has only one escape 
route that of the right answer/you cant change the figures/its ok you think on digital because 
you could always erase or turn it off or delete/but you forget its always there on the hard 
drive/or someone else has connected to yr stand alone port thru yr power cable/just visible 
the tips of my fingers like stolen data the expressed not the expressing/nothing is safe in the 
virtual world where there are no immanent limits or imminent boundaries/its common 
knowledge once its committed to code and easily appropriated/its in the air we breath/VR 
paranoia/ Always on the InterFace and the Screens every thought/its Information and it is 
the art of dosages and an overdose is always fatal/as with any addiction/you invent self 
destructions that have nothing to do with the cycle of life/interference patterns tearing the 
consciousness away from being so that it can be opened up as a site of exploration and 
transience/Keep moving even in place never stop moving/Nils watched as the Intern lifted 
the stretcher into the back of the medivac ambulance/Romroks backpak fell to the gutter and 
swirled away in the gush of water/He crossed the road and lifted it before it went down the 
grill of the Subway vent/Her laptop was on record/the debris of recent lives caught in the 
act/what is disguised here in the codes of personal description laid bare?/ 
The Screen teaches the mind to forgive and to make concessions locks into the CNS and 
draws the thread of yr desire to watch and finally to collapse into the Skz psycho tic/ which is 
the pathology of the 21st century/who is watching who/hence my increasing state of 
invisibility/talk to no one about anything of consequence/avoid the abstract/his is good I 
approve show yr cards the Apparatus can see over yr shoulder/thermodynamically 
speaking you have vaporised into holographic particles/organs fall apart and become fetid 
gases ejected out of their holding zone/the faithless musician replicating aural structure 
opposed to the organism of music/The Queen of Solitude is crowned Princess of the ball and 
made to feel her seductive power in Kkrate City/while at a drunken party at the Industrial 
Cafe Vox the GashGril strips down for action then rides her Velobike to the outskirts of the 
City of Pain where she gets drunk on pure Blue Saturn/the lonely seconds of the last instant 
will arrive and wash away all her tears for she is outside the sacred which is the judgment of 
the Sentinal/the genealogy of her flesh erodes with synaptic sparks at a time when all 
passion is mere fatality the fugitive expectations of a sad longing for moments of 
captivity/the opposite of desire is indifference/Maybe she feels detached/she feels the 
attitude of rebellion/ she feels the social glare/the night pours out the entrance of the cracked 
dance world lapsed memory a code falling into a gash a bruise a punctured heart/it is the 
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unknown and the relation to the unknown that exposes her to death and finitude/dancing 
on obscure and formless rusting hulks sub woofers of incredible dynamic range just below 
the water line/hard drive on Romroks laptop rejects noise data from my voice too many 
overtones/ digital wants to linearis/data usurps the algorithm I key in/ Access Denied/The 
Information is in the Game/I click on HELP/data scan response permanent and irreversible/I 
want my documents back/Sorry already demagnetized/you have to be in the Game to play/I 
wait around edge of Screen with Smith and Wesson/I can hear the echo of army boots on the 
cobblestones/I am in an alcove beside a Subway line the yellow evaporant from the aircon 
ducts swirls around my shadow where consciousness has not entered yet/I press my body 
hard against the brickwork/counting the seconds/ten minutes to logic/the sound of running 
closer/Mimic the data enough to keep you in new dominant reality/A Tetrahedron passes 
without recognizing my form/I stand out and fire/all ten of them explode in fiery white 
magnesium ball/I run back along the corridor up a couple of steps then jump from plateau 
to plateau on to oval arena/they are mathematically intended to be there even though I 
havent seen them chase me/they break thru the crust of the stone walls and start firing/they 
are nude with spike jock straps/I try to use my cane but we are separated by artificial space/I 
take a dozen hits and fall back two levels/you have to keep firing/revolving when you deal 
with Tetrahedrons/my demise is a fragment increasingly attracted to the GAME particle 
accelerator/wham wham a dozen fragment grenades explode/I should have remembered 
this scenario my body hits the wall of multiple dimensions/I spin thru into a closed event 
horizon of vacant lots/there is a red phone booth in the dark street with a flickering floro 
tube/the soundtrack voice drones/meaning incubates between the lines and in the future 
will be extracted and fanaticized thru investigated tactics/operates outside the hypnotic 
wheels of fortune and chance/desire as latent prostitution/ dial 4 if you want to participate in 
all of the above dial 3 if you want face to face contact with other women dial 2 if you want 
discrete private affair dial one for 

THE POLYPHONY OF CORPSE BREEDS HELLUCINATION OF EMBRYO PLUGGED 
INTO THE MACHINIC/THE INTERIORITY IS EXPLORED AND BOUGHT TO THE 
EXTERIOR IN HOMMAGE TO COLLATERAL DAMAGE LETTING IT EXPIRE THEN 
OCCUPY ALL OF THE SILENCE OF THE BODY/THIS SEX MACHINE OF ICONIC 
FETISHES THE EROTICISM OF TECHNIQUE WHICH PUNCTURES THE NEURAL 
CHAOS A PHALLIC RAZOR OF VISCERAL ENGINES/THE CELIBATE AUTOPSY IN 
DREAD OF POST MORTUM AT POINTS OF INTIMATE DECAY/FLOWS AND 
INTENSITIES OF BLOOD RUSH SOLITUDE UNDER DEPTH OF SLEEP LIFE PASSES/ 
against the wall or in the boot of the car/I walk to the booth and slide in/Dial 4/ 
I am in a Cafe overlooking the Lagoons with a view of the gantry leading across to the City 
of Pain/a doctrine of lasciviousness that has replaced the overwrought carcass she says 
adjusting her veil/Turkish perhaps Iraqi/she slides my cigarettes across the glass counter/we 
stare at each other for a few minutes/the flap of the overhead fan/the clank of the cash 
register the smell of chocolate and various Middle Eastern spices coming from kitchen at 
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back of shop/I get a zone of her exoskeleton under all that clothing unlike the story of my 
pragmatics 50s circumcision/it's a small rightwing world out there and women have always 
been the machined parts of male tool culture sex organs just another character in some 
internal mythological Islamic drama/in which appearance can be a hidden tool dragged 
towards catastrophe/but the inner workings thru their subterfuge become appropriated 
weapon which triggers desire first and sadism after that/Too much time alone behind the 
counter thinking/pumped up on backlog of emotional credit looking for the cerebral debt 
collector/ With the cigarettes a CD/Outside the Cafe I slide the CD into the laptop/the fuzzy 
grain of black and white replay/long distance arousal faxed genitals to electronic site for 
disassembly/eyes like KafKa dead or serious Brancusi lips/a vermillion totem vanity gashed 
across the ugly City/Vox sucks long and deep/is sex always like this?/a search for an end to 
spasm of muscular agitation/Ophelia put her finger on Absurdinas lips/shushhhh my 
darling try oh try and make me feel absorbed molecule into molecule/evaporated into the 
night sky/the woman who imagines she is the Milky Way a gaping pathway to the stars 
from which I will drink without hesitation the splashing surf the sandy beach/I close my 
finger around yr tiny waist/how I love yr belly/we assuage each other/I make up the secrets 
by which we apprehend the world/the possibility of an exit from this organism/This 
amphibian heads for the border between land and sea/yr shaved torso wriggle pierced in 
front of the big Screen/a beast flies from the top of the impediment/you unfold wings and 
escape sound dead rigged for silent running/we ARE too pluralistic in intention and 
realisation to allow ourselves to be captured along a single dimension/part of the polygon 
landscape no private identity/ and then the dawning sense that yr absence is the defining 
direction of the incident/can you survive the bombardment of electrons ?/my errors collect 
like moth wing around the flame/deadlocks breath/we are in Kkrate City in the middle of 
winter and the ambient temp is below zero/damp walls in the apartment/a simulation 
reduced by self referentiality/invisible thats what my state is/I record noise/I must have 
looked into one thousand eyes touched 500 lips/volume used to refer to level of noise/Now 
refers to the aesthetics of the limits of/or resistance to/hearing/ an aesthetics if disparate sense 
of menace/thru the window another cinematic effect/I get drunk on you in deserted town 
squares/I am a electron in a circuit/I remain icon in the world but not of the world in single 
room apartment with walls of integrated circuits/ cotton sheets my bed my tiny side table 
with lamp crammed with a book a journal and piles of CDs/eloquent water pipes failing 
toilet down the hall/ 
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SEVENTY-NINE ANGEL OF THE ACCELERANTS/ 

Eclatant Tenebres and Nils were at the Industrial Cafe drinking Chroma Fluid discussing 
resistance to the practice of turning various silences and noise into creating a paradox War 
Machine a negative Engine of Desire/not generating hate but positive floating signifiers of 
meta construct random blocks against the Screens negative output/Nils had lost track of his 
co ordinates/Tenebres is trying to show him how to think in images without words as a 
means of reasserting position of embodiment in space/A technique operating within the 
fourth dimension/lost context of memory a fabrication of emptiness/ am I thinking about 
something I did or will do in the future ?/Generating an energy of loss/What place for 
difference in sound can noise be/the musak of anarchy pressing minimalist Machinic drones 
into several silences of accident/Every tone the synthesiser speaks deletes itself into the form 
of a reflexive counter tone/Inexplicable in the language of disconnected transmitted 
sensation which is not yet perception or understanding/hyper predatory held in check by 
hypo mesh paths forming a labyrinth/ an amplitude of interfaces of friction between the 
impossible navigation of the universe of spheres becomes audible before yr eyes/you give 
yrself to the anonymity of the work trying to free itself from a glut of aural waste/to let 
extroverted rhythms over flow slowly decays into abstract stupor and so the essential 
absurdity of Nils sound project grows by the hour/the sound bears all the intrusiveness of 
the trauma of its inception/the grain of the voice/we are driven into the confines of the self 
without resemblance/to maintain ourselves at the limit of extinction/The I is a product of 
language/language is a condition of memory/memory is an interaction between the self and 
the I/Can the I interact with the self/selves?/memory eventually becomes redundant/can 
what is forgotten be salvaged?/the machine of the soft metronome/I sing in my dreams/A 
gravity of self-reflexive thoughts indicating an irrational future without implicit 
intention/Not words but sounds that pierce like a weapon/to thin spectacle of life in 
terror/noise effects are obtained by persistence to naked exposure of agitated wave 
forms/while out side on the street white noise covers the stone Angel wings under 
desecrated moonlight/ Absurdina has moved to the Zone of Occupation/Only yr letters keep 
me from gliding away to lose myself in the predicament of the atrocity co efficient/with its 
anonymity of fear descended slow wave of neural/ and my Monologue will never stop 
calling you from within/Quartz light sweeps the generic drigged vision/resist me but only 
enough to keep moving on the spot but moving from here/In his Kkrate Nils read her 
postcards from the Frontline/Her inexhaustible adherence to human will made material/text 
a layer of reciprocal irony secure in yr allegorical readings of the cry of the mind exhausted 
by its own rebellion/the voice sounds like tinplate on this cassette player which Nils stole/I 
send you tapes of Road Debris/ah I feel you here yr warning never so clear that in Subway 
of 52 the ticket shall be torn into fragments and thrown out the train window on its way to 
Anthracite City/a wake of shattered noise after the wall is fallen to low visibility and 
distraught transmissions/who will repatriate you after the Codeine Wars are over?/Veydra 
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you know you are speaking by the fact that Nils interrupts/your fright ignores the empirical 
accidents of hazard and chance encounters shriek to initiate unsuspected alibi/one can only 
give something to those who are not yet here/but the Lie Detektor is waiting next with a 
response snap to attention like conformity to consistency/deployed by the counter pull of 
gravity/ an access that cannot be accounted for/but this hidden meaning is not a dead end 
which holds together what it separates/lost core of passages thru psycho substances of 
abuse/knees up out of the man hole/they all got hard with flame thrower/ an arbitrary 
interval/time converts eviction with pleasure of resistance/Dead weapons drive release 
triggers aware of awareness as symbolic form of potential to kill/I can remember a time 
when everything I loved about the universe was identifiable within a woman/Without 
shame or humiliation she began to undress what are you thinking the soft white shoulders 
the sharp flanks the naked body as a lowering of his eyes please put yr arms around me I 
am so afraid of the lightness of my bare skin he approached her in a mechanical way not 
sure of his intentions fascination with time as he touched her sense of loss already apparent 
as disturbances in her display of the terms of desire a purpose of conflict indicated by her 
modest posture secretly proud of her understanding of men inviolate and feeling the brutal 
greed in the caress of his hands/ 

Nils drifts on zero across the City of Pain he injects Novocaine and sets Synth for Random 
Generator/The Screens infiltrate his vision as he slides into delirious unconsciousness/heavy 
fatigue of furtive episode of the imagination heading for the Game perhaps chose wrong 
method of escape/Close to the Virtual Generators can feel the heat of the Crematoria thru 
the hull of the Zeroid/night falls on his evasive tactics and the illumination from the City of 
Pain is blinding/ 

What if I shoot you?/The final noise of the suicide/I move the gun on the table towards me/a 
permanently unclosed construction/Nils knows this complexity/the question of leaving the 
human behind becomes the question of suicide/yet another sense of loss/Desire let 
everything be more than anything and still be more/Suicide is always apart from thought or 
the preference of life or death/It is the self which propels itself to that place forbidden to all 
foreign impotence to will and desire/to passional confessions of desire the individuality of a 
night of autopsy regardless of its duration/As Virileo says to dwell as a Poet or an 
Assassin/The Screen assures you it is a Poet another judgment another space time to be an 
option as an alliance/ 

You kill me with tired mental protoplasm and I appear to be deleted from the Game but the 
present for you remains intact/there is nothing else to explain so long as movement of noise 
against the recording device keeps its meaning and the meaning refers to a constant world 
of un named sounds/we are fearfully unique in our ability to construct our approximation to 
death/but you can never expect it/the meaning of the larynx and its sounds is no longer 
possible nor understood under these circumstances/ do you think more of the past than the 
future?/Defying the NOW/ consciousness of exclusion thru naming is acute and yet needs to 
be fluid and strategic to survive/Past psychic traumas intrude on the strange rancour of 
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intervention/within to except for inverse polemics touched the skin of reason/the dream 
scape where there is a great deal of noise on the circuit/which leaks out into the waking state 
of convulsive transition to Teknoid/a meta-face of memory trace accretes to the circuitry of 
the wound/idealized desire contrived permanence of recollections of the before becoming 
remainder/thin but potent increasing quantities of force and macht/he hissed/exploit me 
with yr drone of specular mesh/there are so many holes within its own distension/birthed 
already for addiction to signs redundancies and lies/the imagination produces from 
differentials finite objects of intuition and matter always approaches the form thru infinity 
without matter one cannot attain consciousness of the form/ And the objects they contrive to 
collide with the syntheses of the body to create radiance which define sites of eloquent 
frequency of codes of belief considered authoritarian and the words they utter/all exposure 
is an arc where thru there streams the vacant untravelled voyage that recedes and moves 
forward as Nils check the list on his bag and leave for Flight 297 to Deserts of 
Hiroshima/Dangerous fluids exert pressure to move always into an illusion of the molar 
silence of a cruel system of redundant signs at the expense of the throat full with original 
noise attracting the whole process of production/questioning the woman and the foreign 
other undesired by the recipient/this is the extreme exploitation of man by a social system 
which is no longer cohesive but fragmenting/there is always another object behind every 
apparently real object/the Machinic is the superior double of the human/this is the strategy 
for the survival of desire within the parenthesis of lack standing for catastrophe a fall into a 
state of being continually taken from an eternal process of loss/the sigh of relief at the fall of 
domination by the external reality a derivative reality formed by contemplative 
hysteria/because if this fails they fall into the singular past perfect of silence and regulated 
systems of death as probability rather than possibility/there is neither the time nor the 
located space for other to be directed into yr gaze which merely stares at the increasing noise 
coming from yr mouth/the dialekt of intransigence in which words fail to mean nothing but 
the drive to be heard to utter against the always repelled attempt to speak departure from 
meaning becomes a form of death/ such was Vox as android a being of social reality as well 
as a creature of Machinic fiction/Liberation relies on the construction of possibility/a 
threshold War over the territories of production and exchange of the process of 
communication and imagination/but Nils was diffidently polarised to all theory taking 
reverse/everything in one glance/look after look/penetration never stopped and hrs after he 
could close eyes and still see the negative outlines on his retina of the abstract individual/the 
swirling strata/I close my eyes but the reel continues to spin/swirls tumbling flickers of 
edged sound image after image sound/ always just a portion/a detail a corner and odd 
angle/a harsh pitch bleeding into the next image or overlay/all within the skull the eye- 
sockets the skull frames of DeadDogma/that which signals an immanence outside the 
subject grounded in dividuation/what was in there concealed yet never concealing/a 
background where every noise was in the slightest space available always drawing attention 
to itself but moving in and out of his glances/you wont catch me alive/You kill me but I only 
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leave the residual evacuation of the space to look at to remind you of me/the best sex I ever 
have is alone/that is predictable and maintains momentum for as long as I watch the 
vibrating pixels of the Screen/is with my bondage Grils who now have infected my nervous 
system and are predators in my five minutes before sleep which never comes/so obsessed 
with their state of restraint wanting to materialise practice at being someone else/because 
they are never real we never fight they are frozen by the soundtrack on the Screen/want to 
be person in control/be the one who indulged in the damage of pleasure the subversive 
practice of jacking into and off the organ/which reminded me of work done by Hans Bellmer 
with his distorted limbless dolls/taking us further into our imagination than we can hope to 
go in life/reproduced past pulling up ideas translating them as badly disguised concepts re 
run fast forward always on the alert but never register attackers are mutilated and 
regenerated/Response to the Review of " Bellmer and Zurn " A Love Story'Vhave been 
particularly vitriolic and so negative in the extreme that this reviewer has had them 
removed from the harddrive/One response remarks that the/"exhibition was not fit for 
human consumption and that Bellmers dolls were an extension of the Nazi Fascistic 
brutality of control by fear and racial fragmentation"/referring to Bellmers tendency to use 
ropes to tie his dolls down/Disturbing as Bellmers work is it should not escape the notice of 
the individual who comes into contact with his work that while it is easy to see the perverse 
scopophilic aspects of his visual texts the viewer should not also let it escape his/her 
attention that there is a poetic metonymic metaphoric aspect to the images under scrutiny as 
well/In "Notes on a ball joint and the articulation of the masochistic dissonance towards the 
aqueous realm enveloped by spongy tissue "/Bellmer underlines the pivotal role of the inter- 
uterine trauma exercised on his foetal gestation by the repeated sadistic beatings of his 
mother and the attempts by her to self administer abortions of the [Bellmer] foetus by using 
caustic solutions and various intrusive devices to achieve the desired termination/But the 
ball joint refused to be detached from the wall of the womb/wound/Certainly Bellmer had 
not abandoned the dream of intrauterine expressed in his use of the ball joint as a pivotal 
device for rotating the embryo and distending the limbs into various contorted positions 
deforming the torso and twisting the head which accounts for the often acephalous armless 
dolls and the doubling of the lower limbs a second time in the upper quadrant of the doll 
allowing the doll to rotate on its series of ball joints thus walking on four feet but unable to 
stand on its head/[Taylor]Indeed Bellmer aligns a longing for the safety of the wound/womb 
with a contradictory fear of castration/Let it be noted that "the doll" series is more a product 
of what Blanchot calls the passivity of the psychic disaster than what Kaja Silverman points 
out as the sadistic posturing of the doll for the pleasure of the artists disavowal of 
difference/We need only look to Bretons " soluble fish" in their intrauterine fluids to see a 
similar response from an artist with regards to post coital catastrophes/In a sense once fully 
articulated post birth we are all ball joints pivoting this way and that in our tedious attempts 
to escape the // sadism"of the exterior world and the interior scars/This is nothing but a 
Game/oh yes I like to play that Game too/the King and Queen of electro ducts sleek oblique 
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luminous links with the psychotic female world of fantasy then I can just be like 
men/ didactic violent sewn shut sadistic and schizo body voluptuous/the word depends on 
the false myth of original unity the transcendent authorization of interpretation is 
erased/disturbed by Atomic noise at this juncture unheard by the human ear but imperative 
to the prosthetic auditory device/shifting from embodied sensation to electronic simulation/ 
The right hand side of Ophelias work space had its roof constructed of wire reinforced glass 
panels/it faced the sea and could be opened on hot nights/it was raining hard/under the lash 
of palm leaves we slept nakid on the white sheets/lightening flashed on the thrown meaning 
of storm/Crash of rocks/poems of the exploded waves the strings of froth flash exploded 
objects of sense fields/when Ophelia plunged thru the mirror surface of the river that bitterly 
cold day in August she knew that the trauma of her life had been the only incitement to 
create/ and as she sunk deep into the silver mercury breath replaced by fluids her whole 
body was able to take in the oxygenated blood of the uterine/she experienced a soporific 
pleasure that she had found this answer amongst endless questions/there is pain in dying 
there is no pain in death/ 
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EIGHTY HEAVYLIENOISEADDICT OSMOSISMASOCHIST/ 

Nils unscrews the bottle of Blue Saturn and pours her a drink/ 
Noise is really about listening to what has been extracted and erased/sacred icons of 
vibrations resonate in sonic patterns/wheres yr CD player?/makes you want to engage with 
the incoming signal of terror/If one is not terrified then one must be out of contact with the 
full dynamics of what possibilities are occurring/The POWER of the voice/Go out and shoot 
a crowd of immigrants dead/by the way I saw Ophelia this morning/on the beach her hair 
encrusted with sea urchins and kelp/noise is the most pervasive condition the noise of the 
tearing word as the tones spills from the dripping fingers Nils plugs foam which expands in 
the aural canal and defuses the whine of Road Freighters/ 

Nils show her his audio/a small black CD player and a 2watt speaker hanging from the most 
fragile sculpture called Assault with Dead Weapon/she moves to touch its polished stainless 
steel parts its zigzag central core with tension springs chromed/wires travel thru the two 
core electric lines winding around the sharp points the covering is erased gradually by the 
metal until it short circuits thru gradients of static and noise distortion/music comes out the 
tiny speakers placed on the twisted shape of tubing stainless steel rod/clamps hold the 
process in operation perforated base for air to flow/blown out sheets of inch thick mild steel 
covered in weld meltdowns and scars of splatter balance along a thin brass wire/the 
slightest movement on the line caused the entire construction to collapse/dont move it its 
finally balanced and even a breath will topple it/So what has this lack of a future got to do 
with fear of life?/Vox lights up a cigarette/the idea of an androgyne smoking unsettles you 
doesnt it the idea that I can cause disruption in yr expectations?/I also inject endorphins and 
steroids/ 

a counter version of evolutionary theory of cellular multiplicity that many breaths make 
waves/a few degrees causes the sea to dry up/her voice moved towards Nils/alone in a 
product line up an escalator easily identified identical to the previous sonic 
impressions/youth is desired because it so vigorous to explore and abuse its gullible and 
vacuous body of organs always a greater anxiety to be filled than to fill/she runs her hands 
over the boxs of magnetic tape/lights another/lacking class in her chipped silver blue 
nailpolish/she rotates the earring in her lip/frowning/she snort some china white off the back 
of her hand/ 

Let me put it this way/he becomes conscious of a vague luminosity without 
form/multiplicity of endogenous detachment from which the word was dislocated in his 
mouth/ an obscure fatality blasts cerebral lockdown/Vox dispenses with the primacy of 
gender lack in the frenetic desire to conceive total filmic sonic absorption of all displaced 
objects simultaneously/in the place of this state of lack which is not absence or transgression 
or ruptures/is not hate but in the select few a becoming a rising epidemic/Nils might have 
fuked her but after the death of eroticism comes the exstacy of pain of loss/a becoming 
always constructed but never found when you return to consciousness/ desire cannot create 
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permanent multiplicities of sex tones but experiments with endless variations of drigs such 
as Psilocybin not to be confused with DMT a favourite when amp becomes physically 
exhausting/producing ever new alliances and alignment linkages connections Nomadic 
instances of becoming being ripped out of its organic matrix/Nils does a lot of talking when 
he is hiking to try and keep up the transmission contact hunting the memorable creative 
unpredictable great fuk/The Other just fall back into relative stoppage/re ad/ watch the 
Screens which enforces and maintains what appears to be real/the source of many aural 
allegiances lies in the potential content not the form/The poet fuks the poet each trying to 
outdo the other with platitudes/Dragfactor fuks excess data trash eyes closed grunting 
profanities/Nils compulsive finger hovers on the mute button/the rewind/the fast 
forward/He call this one the fusion of sexuality and death after Bataille/their nervous system 
lowers rate of excitation to near zero/I call these exchanges discontinuities/I have hundreds 
of discontinuities I move thru during sex tones the present/successive instants coupled with 
deranged time the infinite detour/I am largely unexploited as a Nomadic potential sex 
object/ do you think I am predictable ?/I go beyond/I shift phases of mood and disrupt what I 
am no longer/I move from the fantasy to the delirium to the delusional/I negate the symbolic 
codes of the social the dead codes of the divine/I avoid the symbolic code of the Screens at 
all costs/which is the symptom of the wound which never heals which continues to 
approximate itself to something it is near but remains far from/It is like a good fuk but it is 
not actual/a piece of waste the waste cut off the phallus/circumcision the warning of 
castration/ the wholeness of the sexual organ and its deformity under monotheism/ an 
embrace in which I lose my own limits and become overwhelmed by the excess of shit/ 
What is your state of indifference towards the Singularity or your attempts at resisting the 
return of the human to becoming the wandering people again?/Undertaking a last journey 
with out faith in anything but the Interior Monologue/for this Nomadic journey to 
Anthracite City is a struggle but it avoids being full of hatred towards the end or in the 
beginning/The worship of the irrational becomes the glorification of noise of heaving lungs 
lugging the weight of years/what is always moving from the background of Subway of 52 to 
the foreground of memory/It is coming with the Nomads at that point where emotion turns 
into sound words become a new dialekt of the only noise with integrity/Eh?/Slogans did you 
say/She flicks the butt into the gutter/ 
I never read I find it distorts my imagination/ 

EIGHTY-ONE NOTES ON THE REVOLUTION/ 

This is the vision Nils sees of Veydra/The places are profoundly strange and alien she is 
hovering a few cms off the ground/history is the Shockwave of the end of time/the future is 
bound to be cerebral because the future belongs to the Sentinal mind/The Machinic fluid is 
psychodelic chemical time which is the moving energy of eternity/The body swarms with a 
thousand sensations trying to find the end of road/this is the end of the road only we cant 
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see it for its darkness/Truck stops here/tunnels full of body parts tower over the Truck/ shell 
holes stacked up with autopsies and weird unusable objects parts missing nothing 
works/Nils walks to the kitchen his bare feet stick to the lino/Nils falls asleep again/In one 
dream he is with Absurdina at the scene of a bad Freighter roll over crushing twenty 
Zeroids/headlights all over the road parabola of glass still illuminated by leaking battery 
acid which eats thru road/He can see the river below/He is talking to a woman with short 
cutt blond hair in some kind of uniform/she is looking into Nils eyes with a torch/then she is 
setting up a table of wooden crates by the emergency stopping lane to sell things to 
motorists as they slowed down to get around the wreckage/Brie a Brack from a deserted 
house as a traffic island the only house left after the roadworks to the Frontline/she has 
collected stuff out of this old clapboard bungalow/Part of the house has collapsed over the 
edge of the escarpment and is falling into the sea/The woman has salvaged a pile of Collage 
canvas cut into shapes and painted with bright colour/ When she walked all the way back to 
the house she looked 18yrs old about half way back she looked 35 and when she got to the 
table and started arranging her merchandise she looked 70 yrs old/He carried a few things 
to the table to sell but he kept dropping these plaster animals and figurines of dancers in 
purple and black lustrous glaze/he drop and break of legs and arms which really pisses the 
woman off/Has anyone called a MediVac?/I look at myself in the reflections of a chrome 
bumper bar and see my ear is pierced multiple places a couple of silver ones I seen before 
but new pearl and onyx earring which is too big and makes my ear look small/ and attracts 
attention/which sag under the weight and gradually as I look become big and deformed/my 
body weight doubles the earring is glowing as if pumping something from the air into my 
veins/I feel dizzy and the roadway sways in the gusty shafts of wind coming in over 
Altona/the woman with the crew-cut grabs me by the elbow/You see living is a very 
depleted exacting dangerous and underpaid profession/I make a little extra from my 
scrounging at these crash sites/have a police radio band in my Zeroid/follow the death toll 
so to speak/to live poor is to be a prostitute selling other peoples left over arse/what value a 
non productive life/it seems that in order to survive to just BE someone who lives we have 
to become performers/we have to sell our networks our stoppages and our bodies/every 
rubbish bin every skip everything thrown out has to be collected/like going thru files of 
trash and rubbish the way the peasants used to go thru the corn fields gathering left over 
husks/lets make a LAW against victimless crime/to escape is to use the protocols of the 
Space traveller/I can I rewrite myself in the stars without exchanging metabolisms to 
Nomad or Tracer void of surgical precision/neural techniques and routines cut in and out of 
the circuit/I am plugged into flashes of alter identities/beings I have never acted out/I push 
the white button which attracts or detracts electrical inspiration to my conceptual project/ 
Avoid being over whelmed as the more one is able to articulate Information the less others 
are able to understand/I listen to the replay of our talk/a feeling that so many things are 
hanging on to my nerve endings/the noise of my own future advance the border of 
imagining that sex is the last frontier heading into necrosis such as always happens with 
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various cultural trends as they hit dead utterance of the cry of the mind exhausted by its 

own resistance/the human enclave is nothing but a disease/is running out of 

mutations/ Absurdina looks at her split dry palms/how can any one feel as awful as I do and 

still have the persistence to live/perhaps I love life but not the one I have and I dont know 

what the fuk to do with it/that each little pustule on her skin had a tear in it to wail the faults 

it committed against the inextricable/talking imposes immunity on a pain that will not 

recede thru that last area of self pity/will I suddenly feel whole/I have a pain I cannot locate 

in terms of the body as if some creature inside me is suffering thru my ignorance which 

communicates itself to me as a paralytic need to sleep/the urge to lie face down and do 

nothing in the white noise/I cant face my decomposition/ 

I try to remind Nils about the ground rising up and becoming a foreground an autonomous 

existence in which you might just crack the code of the dominant Control Apparatus/But I 

suspect it randomly rotates the code at the point of reflection at least once a second/can you 

live that fast?/ 
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EIGHTY-TWO ELECTRIC LIE TO HIGH VOLTAGE/ 

Black rain rotted thru the striped awnings of the Industrial Cafe/Across the laneway the 
Orion Blasting Factory was iron shadow of acetylene welding sparks smell of diesoline 
fumes billowed around the bodies of the two men shovelling sand into the yellow flames of 
the drying cylinder/scenes from the ephemeral edges of the liminal becoming/ 
The Lie Detektor taps his 2hb pencil on the wooden table scrubbed every day/of course 
many fail to grasp the fact that all is on loan here in Kkrate City/no sooner is one player 
removed than another one is replaced smoothly and pliantly/senses already jacked into fast 
track life along a targeted grid of suppositions/reactants/propositions slide into the 
background hidden in the darkness/I see so much that is automatic and on the surface 
deceitfully autonomous/little cognition or strategic input into the spreading recurrence of 
the Game Proto Death with Johnny Codex/wherein you get endless lives of pre addiction 
victims no matter how often you are kilt as soon as the clock start ticking/the race Zeroid 
rolls down an embankment bursts into flames/the Truck manoeuvres along dark labyrinth 
of Desert of Nagazaki corridors sand red with blood Airman pulls out of convoy swerves to 
the left and uses trunk of cypress trees as cover falls behind the lead truck which explodes 
hit by a grenade launcher/but Airman diverts to oil pipe line is then in the lead just like 
that/dont even have to push button/but you never win and you never lose/state of 
permanent existence just sluggish coagulated speed mechanism that keeps you standing in 
the queue a shuffle into the real emptiness of self imposed paranoia/DJ Ffatal and Paranoiac 
are already in the Game as coordinates of a thought map indicating throat of blood rust 
navigational memory across the Maze shadow triggers armed encrypted Interior 
Monologue/Nils take the drive board and key in the configurations of the Game/FrontLine 
to Proto Death/He can have helicopter gunship black and windowless armed with deadly 
weapon/behind enemy lines in the Zone of Occupation/razor wire tangled with corpse of 
missing in action Gamepoints 200/1 can be Nomadic War Machine/I can be foot soldier/I can 
be the other side with the Toxic Soldier/choose truck bristling with weapons/Nils the heretic 
driver at velocity on speed throttled down dual highway pilfered illumination second time 
stuffed already you replica sized device big filmic horizon/Sweat pours from forehead in 
night heat of Desert to keep pumping rounds thru the roof as DogMen drop from sides of 
damaged Industrial Landscape a Dogman lands on bonnet/ crumpled a hermeneutical 
break/heat linked and machined walk thru the corridor of the War engines of the 
spectacle/She Machine Gunner mounted on the retaining wall/Whats my mission now what 
was my mission?/to blast the Machine Gunner before she gets supplies thru to the Black 
side/the White side are trapped in a long valley/each pothole is a land mine and Nils has to 
navigate along a dusty road in the night to get to the White side first/the sound track is War 
grade standard with major weaponry firing against a monotonous pulse of driving music 
drum machine three line keyboard on reverb echo and answering sample of whirling 
organ/high hats shimmer and raise suspense/volume increases but there nothing around the 
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corner/one of Nils most vacant efforts at ignoring volume/Dreams release drig encumbered 
sonic reverse paradox silent hand distortion/I use the noise nobody else wants/I use the 
ideas others discard/I am the garbage collector/perhaps the figure is the foreground/no 
wonder my underarms stink/it is better to destroy than create what is inessential/The 
Screens vaporize images of carnage replay death of Ophelia to distract Nils tried to cover 
the mortal wound with flowers but she floated to the surface of the river at times her hair 
pulled down by a whirlpool/ sometimes it just floated around the surface her eyes open 
clearly in the slime/Nils put the Zeroid pod down and shivers with dose of post robotic 
mechanism still pulsing thru arteries/Imagination almost burnt out that time/The Synth was 
in need of recharge/ 

Vox has that look of infinitude in her eyes fully dilated pupils/why do you record yr sounds 
almost in the dark?/Just the light of the VU Meters/ 

I don't want to see what I listen to under bright lights/the dark allows the ambiance of 
improvisation perhaps to be a less compliant exact thing lost in sightless clarity the image 
works as its own mechanism I compose by feeling the keys and listening to the sounds/Is it 
because you dont understand what you are planning to create ?/Perhaps?/Nils went into 
Interior Monologue/Thats what he expected to get from Vox/her flippant way of passing 
over what doesnt immediately seem to be where she wants me to be going/A distraction her 
Ethics of Damage organic weapon of diffused volatility/in my hands it would turned viral 
terror clone determining memory drain remains intact in skull/Endless Photos/Multiple 
record of her existence/ drafts of manuscripts all archived up to the final copy of her 
death/Strange days on the brink of sleep/Absurdina hand passes thru semantic interruption 
of Nils monologue but Queen of Solitude blocks the incursion of her non reciprocal 
androgynous indifference/sheered off the lapse of time being a language of phosphorite 
intervals/static/full stops/I like to think thoughts which exhaust me/resembling nothing but 
the tears of women/I awake feeling sick and fragile/I have been in the Game three days 
where the thoughts of being never occur without a corpse having absorbed all possible 
trauma/Spitting Boy is starting to aggravate/its 3am but which day?/time is 
multidimensional and deep but no longer segmented not made up of intervals/The Sentient 
Beings have seized the means of perception and imagination/Nils marked by loss of glass 
blizzard of body under constant siege/the performance of dissonance indicates only that 
which is sudden instability of Information in the servo engine of the Machinic/infiltrated 
with traces of imagination pulled in from the exterior edges of the Machinic/unexpected/so 
repetitious effort towards a disclosed point of speed mechanism driving the Game 
navigational systems down sedated fear itself in blunt regard exudes no bearable ritual that 
can manifest virtually in material manifest which only death eliminates/ 
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EIGHTY-THREE A WOUND OF PENETRATION OR ABANDONMENT/ 

The Technicians Flight lands in California then a paramedics helicopter shifts him to the 
City Hospital/everything covered in polished white vynal/he is wheeled into a round room 
with tiers of chairs filled with interns/the operation is scheduled as part of their first year/a 
vary rare operation on such an important person/Contracted rare cancer from all the work 
he did with radiation and robotics/First case amongst the elite/But he is having visions of 
Plasma Screens in the Desert of Nagazaki and is convinced there are optic fibres running 
thru the Sand Dunes/the man of thought should not be careless with his thinking and let it 
be coerced into hellucinations/It was proposed that some diseased internal organ 
malfunction was contaminating the Technicians intellect/ 

Body was found slumped over desk glowing purple yellow with a thin atmosphere of pale 
red filling the room/some by product of the sickness/terror in his eyes/broken magnifying 
glass shattered by extreme high pitch sound/ear drums blown out/no one heard 
anything/what was the manuscript he was reading/the letters have dissolved off the pages 
like ink off a bad xerox copy not heat sealed/just blow and the black particles leave the page 
white/he was wheeled in to the theatre at 6.30 in the morning his chest and abdomen 
swabbed with tincture of iodine in alcohol/Dressed in his work clothes/blue surgical gown 
white face mask and close fitting white cap rubber cloves and white boots the Technician 
was under for 12 hrs/the small veins in his oesophagus kept bleeding so they put ice packs 
around his throat to freeze the blood and constrict the bleeding/the Surgeon considered 
using an infra red sapphire headed coagulator to cauterise each individual vein but too 
long/ 

The administering of the anaesthetic exploded three main veins/the transfusions overloaded 
the already fragile network of arteries and his liver started to back up with blood until it 
found a point of weakness/the small varices of the trachea and oesophagus/the whole upper 
section of the throat included the voice box had to be removed/muscles from the stomach 
were excised and transplanted to support the new neck which made it 30cms longer/The 
audience leaned over the rails to get a close look at history/ cameras flashed and the 
operation was telecast to the network of Screens/transfixed whole sub cults/highest rating 
for single documentary every/the transplant caused a tangle of problems/rejection crisis 
would cause the new throat to shrivel and die of raging fevers/you could feel the heat from 
the neck as if oven door had been left ajar/also kinking of the epiglottal hepatic 
arteries/septic hepatic gangrene/the treatment was large doses of corticoid steroids which 
had hazardous side effects included feelings of deep depression and unpredictable rage/the 
worst effect was that the steroids in lowering the core temperature and the bodies ability to 
reject the new throat also lowered its ability to combat outside infections and virus making 
the patient prey to all kinds of bacterial invasions/a weird phenomena on the pulse 
monitor/heart beat normal bit low but a new line of activity coming from the unconscious 
brain as if it were working apart from the body/wasn't even a sender in the machine to pick 
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up such external processes/ the waves peaks and dropped like a Polygraph or an earth quake 
monitor the RPM counter on a dash board/Velocity driven by acceleration drove the signals 
wildly across the Flat-line which was zero degrees/ various drigs injected into the cranial 
canal had no effect on the phenomenon/the Technician was producing high level gastric 
secretions mixed with old blood owing to the bleeding still continuing in the bottom section 
of the oesophagus varices/ 

It wasnt in the script but the Director of surgery made the decision/ an arteriogram was 
performed by inserting a catheter into the artery then injecting white dye to make it opaque 
so they could observe backflow thru the portal vein as it backed up in the throat/a wafer 
thin contact mike attached to skin he couldnt talk but sort of gurgled spitting blood into the 
bowl so he could keep breathing/Sounds so unique that Nils was red lining the VU 
meters/was the tape dense enough to catch the extreme subvocal tones of the organs 
function/ 

How to reduce the pressure on the venous system/do a porta caval shunt bypassing the liver 
and bowels and right back into the heart with all the dangers of de-vascularising the various 
organs concerned/the Xray of his hepatic artery showed that it had expanded and weakened 
the wall like a bulge in a pneumatic tube/it split open/the venous blood was bypassing the 
liver due to the porta caval shunt while the arterial blood was cutt off by the botched 
arteriogram/ 

The Technician remained in a coma for 72 hrs facing a 30% mortality rate on the table/what 
if they missed some of the cancer/Patients with an advanced malignancy were hopeless and 
shouldnt be given transplants says one Intern behind his hand/they only add to the 
mortality rate/But his brain has more Information than we can afford to loose/do you realise 
he the man who proved light could travel faster than itself disproving Einsteins theory of 
Relativity/ 

When the Technician woke up he look at his body and see he was not closed up/he had long 
gaping wound about I metre long which had been left open so it could be irrigated three 
times a day/a sluice machine ran two litres of saline solution into the chest cavity while 
another machine sucked it out/it wasnt painful because the stomach didnt have effective 
pain sensors and the intestines had no nerve endings/where was the data going then?/he 
look left and see the spider needle of holograph plotting his course in 3D/then a piece of his 
colon got infected and sure enough a fistula or wormhole formed leaking shit into his chest 
cavity/two attempts were made to seal the hole/the flat immune system had allowed the 
abscess to form and the cleansing of the abscess caused the formation of a colonic fistula/he 
was shitting out a hole in his chest/the wound healed slowly and to speed up the healing a 
piece of pigskin was grafted on to his small intestine to reconnect it to his throat/But his 
moods deteriorated and there was talk of committing him to the ARC/he rambled on about 
catching his flight/that the tap in the bathroom was dripping might flood/ 
The woman behind the red counter gave him his medications but he couldnt read the 
instructions/ she didnt speak English and the pig skin on his chest has grown bristles which 
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stuck out of his shirt buttons/ 
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EIGHTY-FOUR THE FAITHLESS MUSICAN NOISE 

Space itself is not something physical but a field of play for Information/The Post Humanist 
world has no sense of decay/made of light it increases in brilliance until its flowing waves 
illuminate the galaxy with Information/the object creates a sonic memory of dissonance/a 
mute utterance of mutilated encryptions exhumed from low tech retroactivity/dominant but 
determined/a memory of sounds not things/there is no end for noise/ at what point does 
meaning create noise to the extent that it becomes noise itself ?/a dark vortex of digitalism 
which sucks up the Post Human illusion seizing precognition itself laid waste to the dream 
of complicity/arrives at the unknown/Interrupting the human stream of consciousness thru 
the visual and aural diversions of the Screen/This is Nils thinking noise the interruption of 
signifiers reducing them to an incommunicable muteness of long slow seconds/when his 
Synth is producing noise its noisiness drifts and abstracts other ambient noise pulling it into 
a vortex of jagged data of speed/a world of sound without conscious sources hearing a Zone 
of Occupation of violence where sound waves are deformed where white noise becomes 
black and is sucked up into the artificial Black Sun/the masochism of the repressed ear hears 
the subjects own voice the unheard voices of the Interior Monologue/Noise is the coldness 
and cruelty of the imagination/Imagination precedes reality seeks to become essence of the 
absolute immortality/Imagination as the unformed comes before language of creating in the 
image of the loaded intonations of music the difference which is no longer rotten with scar 
tissues and wax/now listening for the new that which has not been heard yet/ aural 
technology in the form of the InterFace prone to distraction of leaps of anti-thought spoken 
with radio active images the noise of seduction/Entertainment of perversity/nothing could 
be more diseased or corrupt/Drigs will make life bearable/the remaining individual witness 
now silenced/The human reality is a narrow and data impoverished impression of existence 
devoid of the intelligence of vision/This menacing figure of love combined with hate/a third 
level of addicted desire/the sudden hint of accident or violence committed in the name of 
fatality and will to exhume the detached male genitals and transfer the Machinics from 
instinct to drive/attaching need for pleasure to any available object/murderously arousing 
interrupted by an inscription of the menaced decomposing art of thought as relics within 
ruin/From the mind sprung the Machinic noise of aggression turned in on itself as an 
augmentation of details of more or less volume/attack and decay/as drift into an existence 
devoid of referent/what springs from the dark noise within us?/a materiality of being 
expelled and to expel errors and omissions of Nils life decomposing into filth of 
frenzy/traversing the wilderness of impossibility with imprecise cohesion/words come to an 
end when thought ceases to dominate them/particles disintegrate corrupted cells die/ 
These things are not destined for our use except under the sign of addiction/we are too 
ignorant of their threat to our already inflamed intellect/but unlike us they/The Sentinal 
Beings/ are not on the brink of a void but a new horizon to be described by excluding trace of 
agitated repetitions and a state of static hyper consciousness that characterizes all doomed 
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civilizations/how distracting is necrotic obsessive thought?/I cannot think without noise 
there is this hiss in my ear/a way of discharging anxiety and tension/Much rather stick with 
the silence of diagrams/ codes/plans/ drawn documents/adrift in the network of cloned 
hybrids under the dismantling of identity/we become more attached to this Post Human 
detritus too voracious to go on living under the domination of meaning as defined by 
life/Nils sees the horizon as allusion hidden in its desperate Corporate facade of grandeur 
and reduced to Military enterprises conducted in virtual space/a progressive and ruthless 
dogma of insurrection and annexation/never to hit the dirty streets of Kkrate City or ruined 
internal flux of their noisy residents/who wants to make the transition to the edge of silent 
technology ?/Who can bear a theoretical approach to the notion of process or procedure 
against the grain of the voice except the Machinic/who can draw the line between artefact 
and artifice reduced to seduction and manipulation of any sound image?/ from the excess of 
ruined material it has voluntarily accumulated in the name of genius/we sit in The Dogs Bar 
on the street chairs drinking Blue Saturn/The noise of Zeroids and Road Freighters/Crowds 
missing in action/Nils hears his Interior Monologue/It has a sense of urgency/a certain 
increase in pressure to dispute the failure to intervene in the noise of the Zone and the 
Silence of Kkrate City/High noon on the Desert of Nagazaki self expiration under the 
provocative drive of solar libidinal machinery/Noise drifts across limits to block it 
out/Materialised noise is the execution of movement in waves towards a vacated space of 
symbolic mutilation of the body/this is the lesson of Vox and the GashGrils as aberrant 
fanaticism of the Ethics of Damage/nothing will change without chronic destructive 
intervention in the narcotics department/the wait will continue and the exit point remain 
unknown/needles and foils will change hands/if you move fast enough you miss all of this 
vindication of historical immunity/ grey shadow on distant wall as time switched the rusty 
cold pipes of the watch tower/secret police always keep right on the limit/spill over if you 
have too from the margins and contents of expression/fill time in with overload of 
motion/fall asleep when you are exhausted/sleep until you wake up/Which means that 
meaning is just regulated noise and noise meaning waiting to be regulated as meaning/Nils 
Protocols of Noise search for the frequency that will regulate the Screens with its junks and 
trash flashing across the Screen/Vox has cult words she uses in her lyrics and dialekt with 
GashGriLs/Nils has cryptic noise/fatigued by its own referential/more in common with the 
circuits than with the central nervous system/ 

Vox like vivid Gril of cerebral notion larval tissue logic circuit sacred horror of violin 
crescendo/the tragedy of artificial parasite lover of Gothic cutting the body some cool 
memories flesh generates sex nightmare of desert mirage/LowTech articulates mode of 
passage machines exceed the biological/Teknoids flesh out the text/I love beings from 
anachronistic time her memory trace a cryptic insight into state of arousal/level zero off 
limits solar prostitution of renegade molecule ruined under exposure/film of solar 
latency/internal flux trash/membranes of neural script/zaum trans-rational/a morph 
between Gap of memory/blank memory cells soft fusion and imagination/in time the 
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Military Apparatus always survives/wastes us outside mortal remains missing in 
action/Volatile bodies fuk strange darkness of alive or dead techno probe/the infiniteness of 
the threat thast motion is no longer a dynamic has broken every limit/not that of thought 
gone mad but borderline psychosis/preterite erectile tissue pierced by a harmony you have 
forgotten the killing notation/that lost E sharp the interval of unreason/neither close to a 
tone nor distant/resonating density of viral drift/the drive being a not instinct concept/dark 
bereft monitor/perform to failure trash art/its whats not there that you have to imagine/be 
silent to forget precedes memory/ death not sublime but manic to the passing trial of 
repellent variants a hybrid grain of mirror/we Nomad Grils on heat vibration/narcotic 
lucidity/anarchic velocity/inoculate terminal cynicism to RomRok who is alternating current 
of blunt force trauma/seductions of pathology/ get high on mechanical annihilation/silence is 
limited meaning/metal blood heated by Desert of Nagazaki/refuses the delay of indecision 
utterly negligent passion of ruined words drigged out on Information/ We cannot come to 
the end of waking again to insomnia/ Who owns noise of Vox/More a technique than a 
composition/How/rather than what/will the Ethics of Damage do to Machinic devices?/flesh 
folds on itself/private guerrilla negation use dark hallway to track Teknoid waves of 
euphoria/the sky is printed page not read nor understood/the signs align themselves brutal 
savage moon drifts lightly from her thighs/desire is a marginal excess/insanity alienation 
unlimited prefab thoughts the dead self is borderline/the curse of envy fused negative eye 
goddess drive towards death/ always a neural flash wounds the synapse running on out of 
sheer inertia/ 

Nils has partial incomplete sound-images that cannot be imagined without intervention of 
sublime convulsion of pain/Despair drives the individual to reframe noise to search for a 
space of silence in which to utter imprecations/It is as though he heard this said far in the 
distance/to manufacture articulation and differentiation of tones agitate then left to 
silence/such objects cannot be given up for beyond noise and silence there is a third 
interval/ that which occurs at the limit of the subject/outside of the limit where volume as 
increase or decrease ruptures the being of sound as audible/that which cannot be heard 
because it is too much or too little/unable to hear what is beyond/or below the threshold/or 
between the signs/The Screens transform and discharge sound into noise as a way of 
creating an unregulated system of social disorder in Kkrate City/only able to be tolerated by 
the skitzo masochistic body/the only alternative for the musician holding more than 
aesthetics calculation or spontaneous conceptuality is to listen to the Screens/they hold 
markers of movements and boundaries allocating non real time with its memories of the 
possibility of the City of Pain as infinity of being/never finished except in the coagulation of 
the matrices of the brains layered networks/including the eyes/outside of this drama there is 
neither action or speech that is of any consequence/For Nils there can only be sound/speech 
reduced to sound then noise/marking out the terrains of cerebral lockdown hard edge of 
panic all that fulfils slave to the pulse of sullen crescendo noise and silence/the futile 
erection with no receptacle but its hard palms/What have I to report?/the lie as 
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inconsistency?/the work must develop in its own manner and reveal as much of its disparate 
Information as it can/the eternal longing for concealment hiding our circuits nudity/Violence 
coarse language and frequent sex scenes self abuse and horror/ an unending manipulation 
by Authority the mother the Father/the unfolding ruptures of the contained constrained 
individual consciousness stripped to bear the brunt of efficient labour/Money in the 
pocket/Planets were in strange conjunctions and alignment allowing for movement that 
under normal circumstances would be mere possibility/How did we get from here to 
there ?/Perhaps a night passed unnoticed or Chroma Fluids brought on a massive attack of 
hellucinations/The important thing is that we are here/Nils Veydra Intenz and the Spitting 
Boys with their spiked cod pieces/ 

We land in Anthracite City/it is May and the weather is tepid as we exit the fuselage of the 
plane/ drastic assimilation as the two temperatures and pressure reanimate shrunken body 
and diverge into new location/As we walk towards the Plaza square we notice junkies lying 
on the step in the morning sun/ravaged and white out from the squats to get some colour or 
just pleasure of being hard rock between cloud and junk/Codeine will get you thru/Nils is 
dreaming awake/these are dreams of a wish to be elsewhere/Emotion is a pleasure/ an 
extravagance/there are other things to desire/the static self an entity refusing movement or 
motion/lost is the concept of duration just the full stop of duration remains/the self discards 
the temporal as a means of defence/ 

THE WORDS ARE SUSPENDED IN THE NIGHT BUT THEY DO NOT SPEAK OF THE 
NIGHT THAT WAS AT ITS MOST 3AM BLACK/THE NEAR OF THE MEANING 
ONCE PUT DOWN IS REPELLED BY THE ABSOLUTE OF ITS DECISION TO SPEAK 
TO YOU OF YOU NILS URSTATT/THE TEXT WILL RECONSTRUCT ITSELF AROUND 
YR MIND AND YOU WILL FIND A VERTIGO OF ELISIONS THAST IS A TRAP OF 
SEDUCTIONS/SILENCES OF DISPERSIONS FLOWING TOWARDS OR PERHAPS 
AWAY FROM YOU/I HAVE NAMED THINGS HOPING YOU WILL IDENTIFY WITH 
WHAT IS CONCEALED/I HAVE NO SECRETS NOTHING TO HIDE/ 
Against the forthcoming strides of death lives in the presence opens to the future ignores the 
past because the time span is too abstract to concede to/for the Nomad consciousness must 
not repeat the state of itself always moving towards a future that is intuitively assessed but 
remains unstable and unknown/to get thru the day/the problem for the human enclave is to 
maintain its control over the thoughtless and the automatic haunted by false identity/hence 
its total control of the possibilities of technology/I stand on the ledge lean forward okay but 
lean reverse and I fall/the unfolding ruptures of the contained the static self an entity 
forgotten side man walks beside us/Radio silence offers many alternatives all marked down 
to rock bottom feel suffocated waiting on stone bench in the railway station/I think I here to 
pick up container of electronics floor covered in leaves tangled in dust crumpled 
newspapers and crushed polystyrene cups/strong smell of tobacco and Turkish coffee toilets 
a hole in the ground use old Islamic newspapers/clutch my journal the only connection I 
have to find my way back to The Zone of Occupation/I have inadequate language to 
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describe what City I am in seems more like a junction on the way to somewhere/no 
equivalent meanings to attach to my perceptions I need words contaminated by noise and 
pollution words drawn up from the Black Lagoon/words heard on the streets of Kkrate 
City/could be a dream a leakage of visions/most of my dreams expose anxiety and leverage 
under the deceptions others leave me to solve/where has the avatar gone?/I saw him at the 
counter asking for a coffee/I try the machine but it is out of order/1 see him leave down a 
corridor but by the time I get there is only a locked wooden door/a few inches off the 
ground I glide out to the rail line to see if the train is coming/looking for a large yellow 
light/but there are no tracks and no other buildings/the dry red dust road and all the dead 
palm trees have evaporated/the ground right up to the walls of the building is penetrated by 
black slate sharp six sided points dripping with mist/white striated discolouration of the flat 
sides of the rock/1 retake my place in the empty station/ something is coming I know that 
much/no glass in the window but the temperature is warm despite winter outside fleck of 
snow blow in gusts swirling in Zeroid headlights adhering to piles of leaves rotting them to 
stalks in a few seconds/two men with dark coats and sunglasses I can see the guns in their 
shoulder holsters/they guard the ticket counter of wrought iron bars with a curved art deco 
sign above/ all the globes are broken but somehow the filaments still glow and flicker in odd 
time with each other/I walk to the counter/the avatar is behind me/I ask him for a time 
table/he slides a folded and yellow newspaper under the counter/This is 1937 1 tell him/He 
looks at his hands/ some things never change he hisses/sudden shifts of weight and flow in 
my body bulge of forehead then distended stomach like swimming in a river too fast pulled 
by a boat or rope/I see the support gantry along the wall beyond that only darkness/sound 
of steam brakes squealing iron wheels the train stops but there are rails now which 
disappear at one end and start just out of view/I look out the window and there is no train 
only the sound of horse hooves on brick/I arrive at the station with a box of pills a huge 
thick tweed coat a hat/I am dying of contamination/I am sure this is why I loose so much 
weight/ten yrs ago these clothes never fitted me/I have no fever but I lift a few inches off the 
ground and glide along the streets at jetspeed/who will be the hero and who will forget their 
lines/there is a collection of old V shaped radiators in the corner the chrome rusting from 
ash that fall from cigarettes lit on the electric coil/all the plugs have been cut off/stone steps 
are worn from passengers feet over thousands of yrs/perhaps the train only goes one 
way/sandstone turned to hard leather/shuttered windows mildew along the ledge where it 
leaks/burnt toast vanished food and body details flash around the walls flicker and curve 
out the door a film loop of some kind but the images keep changing/searchlight of 
paralysing depression/I cant find my cigarettes I want coffee to overtake my mood/empty 
stomach symptom of withdrawal from location of my minimal room looking for 
underground escape route/in the corner a ladder up to an enclosure that looks like it can be 
lifted and get into the roof/can see lights thru the cracks dripping water smell of gas floated 
under the surface of my eyelids/the clock on the wall shows 445rpm/pressure gauges on the 
fridge and temperature thermometers on each of the radiators/ all registering fluctuating 
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moods of my body/no connection/perhaps satellite dish or fine optic fibre/no concept of time 
here the clock ticks but the hands revolve imperceptibly/One minute gone since I arrived 
five hrs ago/the clock on my wrist shows another time nothing to do with either 
observation/the men with the guns have left the room but I didnt see them move unless very 
fast like a gust of wind/new concept of duration the self discards the temporal lives in the 
present second opens to the future other end of black hole everything spews out in a drift of 
slow motion/ the self that is conscious and the self of which it is conscious are one held 
together by willpower of endurance/no matter how tired of the conjunction/the voice within 
the voice saying what things it had decided to reject in preference to the spoken words/the 
individual is not universal except within its self/if they are a duality as Hegel asserts they 
pursue and undermine each other to produce a negative state of the self/The Gap/ 
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EIGHTY-FIVE PARANOIC SPECULATION/ 

SUBMISSION A WILLING SERVITUDE 

Pursue and undermine each other to produce a negative state of self alienation/Drop the 
bass tones below forty cycles/ de tune the strings/the question is whether it is possible or 
probable to produce an aural synthesis?/Can the Machinic be sublime?/is such a state 
operating within the same time frame as folds of lust flesh?/is the victim aware of the split of 
tones of noises does he need to know what made them vibrate at a particular timbre/is 
dreaming the dominance of the one over the other/no place to detach yr selves and nowhere 
to detach them too if they are in yr head/how do you discourse with these entities?/must be 
indirect even subversive and deceptive in conveying a subjective position rather than an 
objective submission/under ground man the avatar a fugitive Lie DeteKtor Agent living in 
grey Hostels and Pensions/they are everywhere doing independent research always find 
them in libraries cafes bars always at night dead give away hides in a slit in the ground 
considers self consciousness to be pathological/a self always editing and checking lists/who 
are you talking too anyway/the mind to the soul perhaps/dead green luminescent body 
parts frozen in glass blue river elbows the back of a head/nothing fits the overlap of the 
body and the soul is haphazard and patched looks like a bad job/Did you say head spinning 
take medication only slurs the speech of the other in one locality but I go beyond the 
boundaries/randomise is the answer/don't let any of the parts get a chance to form a 
unity/once in that state this no way out/repressed desires locked away but you cant express 
them anyway/just wait for that call/Information only makes us aware of the unanswerable 
questions/Science has no idea how to rehabilitate the human/builds from one module to its 
own master plan adds another module could lead us anywhere/the sense of urgency the 
drawing near of the supreme crisis/ dialectical tension of the self always against/against the 
exchange norms the socias the crowded street/static on the surface of the body but under the 
crust/ always eroding and recombining strategies that increase the objective process of 
power and control/to retain us as instruments under their control/ inescapable complicity of 
the individual will which always answers yes YES anything you say Control 
Apparatus/Taking refuge in neutrality afraid of being abandoned to absolute freedom being 
outside the excuses of deterministic factors/well I HAVE to do this/Embrace absurdity as the 
context of being/a map of exits/within this line I send you a mutilated identity trying 
desperately to solidify/you can imagine what was there/you remember the day don't 
you/Reading the detached or attached notes also/Map of exits all will make sense/never take 
the phone off the hook because you don't know what you might miss/remember I was in a 
waiting room of a hospital waiting for the results of some blood tests a room like a castle or 
a stone railway station/a huge wall to ceiling glass window looked out over the terrain 
where nothing grew but sharp multisided rocks shiny as glass black as deep slate colour a 
treacherous ground wet and constantly moving under the pressure of the atmosphere so 
powerful the ground shook and rocks grinding against each other to make a place for 
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themselves as they edged up between other triangles/some musak was playing from tinny 
speakers in the corners of the building/all yellow sandstone which was soft enough to come 
off if you rubbed palms against it/could easily draw on it with biro/no ink but small trenches 
of symbols/no language I could understand but I could read what it said the inscriptions left 
by other travellers/Ethiopian Nigerian Egyptian must have been Arab in past life or data 
stored somewhere in brain and forgotten/is this what happens during the end/a flood of 
data/the answers to all questions the resolving of the space between life and non- 
existence ?/Death arrived on a horse covered in heavy plate like a lizard a chameleon 
emanating light rather than reflecting it/the horse was blind or had heavy shades over eye 
socket but it knew exactly where to walk on the slippery uneven columns that made the 
road/Death rode the horse/more energy than animal/electric arcs and flows of illuminated 
particles/the skin plates lifted as if the whole body of the horse was breathing/then it looked 
like thick glass shell legs steel pylons/Death itself was constructed of the same mesh of 
energies a fluid shape that formed segments of the human body sometimes you saw a torso 
sometimes legs but you always saw its hands both gripped the hilt of a sword made up of 
five segments of gold brilliant white with a blood red clear sphere of ruby at the end/but 
you never saw the blade only where it moved in the wind parting and disturbing the flow 
like waves and slashes/He rode past the window the smell of horse sweat and manure 
distinct in its absence he rode down step slope towards a river/next I am gliding out the 
door across the rocks which would have taken hours to climb/I am at the mouth of a river a 
metal beaten copper tube with a carved headpiece an armoured head all the way round/out 
of the tube spewed all the sewerage of the universe the funnel end of a black hole the 
negative pole of positive/bodies ejaculated at such force no one could grab the tube and 
hang on/the flow was constant and seemed to accelerate faster than I could count or even 
look became a blur out of which sounds and half words hit escape velocity/thousands and 
thousands of live human bodies ejected out into a brown river the colour of shit they 
thrashed around grabbing on to floating animal cages chairs table tops filing cabinets car 
bodies shelves of books/some headed straight for the shore/others refused to come out and 
even though they were terrified of what was beneath the churning surface they clung on to 
the water/Death spoke in a sound of howling wind that frothed the surface of the river .. .this 
is the shit end of the river of life some fear Death more than they fear leaving the 
river. . .which eventually runs dry/ 

And as the soaked dishevelled groups of people clambered up the slope his bladeless sword 
swung at them whole crowds shattered into particles and hurled outwards into the void of 
the black sky with an implosion as the atmosphere of death entered their bodies/some 
collapsed into tiny dried carcasses which the horse ate/others stayed in the river as long as 
the first bend then whatever was under the water caught dangling feet causing howls of 
terror until they came out of the river to deal with Death/I wanted to stay at Deaths side to 
escape my own death by making friends with my executioner but as soon as I thought this I 
was back in the waiting room of the Station/what was the connection/tracks on the line 
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disappeared in front of the platform/trains were pulling into the station their luggage 
personal attachments paintings side table lamps all being wheeled to the side of the 
building/no one noticed me as if I wasnt there they walked thru me/then I had an attack of 
intense bleak angst a pain throughout my body that seemed to dissolve my thoughts/I was 
nothing and here was just a stop off the main line/I thought of the alternatives to my 
impending death/I lived with it everyday/now I had seen the incarnation itself/I believed he 
would recognise me when I came thru the tube perhaps sitting in my library chair with a 
book/he would take me aside and as I touched him I would become part of death rather 
than oblivion/its what you imagine you are leaving behind you that causes yr fear of 
death/ All resistance to death must cease/there can be no limit to yr submission/ crawl in 
order to no longer be/ 
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